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THE DEPARTURE. 

t 

Watteville had scarcely left the university two years, and oc* 
cupied iiiinsolf as an unsalaried registrar of a provincial town, 
when the trumpet of the holy war was sounded. The liberation of 
CJeriiiany from the yoke of the French conqueror was the object 
aimed at by the patriots. A holy eagerness pervaded the nati- 
on, E^ul the shout of Fur:EDO\i and my countjiv’' was heard, 
in every to^vn and village. Thousands and tRouj^ands of en- 
thusiastic young men flocked round the sacred standard. My 
friend Wiitteville having imbibed the holy zeal, changed the 
pen for the sword. 

As he had lost his parents and was yet a minor, he wrote 
for periuissioii to join the struggle for the liberty of his coun- 
try and requested a 100 thaler as travellinj^ money from Mr, 
Guyot his tutor, an old and eccentric man in the small town of 
Herbeslieiin. He sent the following Jetter with 16 Louis d’or in 
gold. “ My friend, when you are one year older, you may dispo^ 
of yoursell’aiid the small remainder of your fortune agreeabhj/fo 
your own pleasure. Till then I beg you will postpone yqp'^a- 
triotic inarch, and mind your own aflairs, tliat you may >ditain a 
livelihood. 1 know my duty, and what I owe to my.;Mend, your 
late father. Pray cease your giddy projects more 

sober, I dont seniyou a kreutzer. I am,” ^ 

The gift of the 16 Louis d’or was a str^«^ but not disagree- 
able contradiction to the letter, that Watt^ille would not tor a long 
time have been able to explain, had be not happened to cast his 
eyes on the paper in w Inch the n^ey was wrapped, on which he 
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read the following words — “ Don't be discouraged ; march, for the 
cause of poor Germany. May God protect you ! This is 
the sincere wish of your early playmate Amelia.” Amelia w as 
the daughter of Mr. Giiyot. 

Watteville was more gratified by the heroism of the girl, 
than ^ the receipt of the money, which probably was taken from 
her savings. He wrote immediafely to a friend in H#besheim 
inclosing some lines to Amelia expressive of Iris gratitude and 
pleasure, and departed to join tjie army. 

THE INCOGNITO. 

I shall not relale Watteville’s martial adventures; suffice 
it to say that he was present in the hottest actions and behaved 
nobly. Napoleon was sent to Elba. Watteville did not re- 
turn home like the other volunteers but accepted of a lieule- 
iiaiK y in a regiment of infantiy. He w^as belter pleased with the 
life of a soldier than a lawyer. His regiment joined the secont 
campaign against France, and he returned home, at last, amid the 
sounds of trumpets and triumphal songs. 

Watteville though lie w«is present in two great battles and 
various skirmishes, had the good fortune to return free froiri 
w ounds. He flattered himself that as a reward for his valorous 
conduct in the service of his country he might speedily obtain s 
civil employment. But he found himself disappointed. 

He remained therefore a lieutenant and though Mr. Guyot 
his old tutor, had long ago sent him the balance of his smaM pa- 
ternal property all of which had vanished, he rambled aboul 
in his garrison, made verses in the guard room, and philosophi- 
cal l ellections on the parade. At last the troops were ordered tc 
remove, and liis company had directions to march to Herhesheim 
At the head of his company (for his captain, a rich baron, w as on 
leave of absence) he entered his native town. How ranch did he 
feelw hcii he saw the high black steeple ! At the town house the 
drum ceased to beat. Twm counsellors distributed the billets, ami 
the commander was of course quartered in the first house of the 
tow n. It was Mr, Guyot\s ! 

Mr. Guyot had quite forgotten him, and receiving him as £ 
stiver showed him veiy civilly into a fine apartment. ^‘ Cap- 
tain,' t \id Mr. Guyot, “ this and tlie adjoining rooms were oc- 
cupied by vour predecessor, pray make yom'self at home.’' 

Wa4te»ille preserved his incognito. As soon as he had chang- 
"^tniis dress, diiuivirwas announced. At the dinner table he found 
besides Mr. and Mrs, Guyot and various visitors all of whom he 
recognized, a young lady whom he could not recollect. The com- 
pany spoke of the regret of every one at the departure of the sol- 
diers that Watteville had relieved. 
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I hope’' said Watteville that you will have no less reason 
to be satisfied with my soldiers and myself when we have becoe^e 
familiar with you.” 

The captain, who was astonished at not seeing his play fellow 
Amelia^ to whom he still owed the 15 Louis d’or, inquired of 
his hostess if she had any children. 

A daughter’' replied Mrs..Guyot and pointed towards the 
young lady. 

Watteville was thunderstruck. Heavens !” thought he 

what a superior being is the little Amelia grown !” 

“ Mrs. Guyot then mentioned with tears in her eyes, a sou 
who died when very young. Dont grieve for him, rny dear, said 
Mr. Guyot, who knows bi^t he might have turned out as great 
a ragamuffin as Fritz.” 

Watteville felt not a little embarrassed, for th^ ragamuffin 
Fritz, was no other than himself. 

But do you know Pupa if Fritz has continued such a wild 
fellow as you represent him ?” said Amelia. The question warm- 
ed tfie Captain more thoroughly than th^ glass of Burgundy, 
which he had just raised to his lips. ^ 

There was a trace of old friendship in the question : Such an 
interesting question from such interesting lips, and put in so sweet 
and heart-moving a voice, could not but gild the bitter pills, 
which Mr. Guyot unwittingly compelled him to swallow. 

To justify his severe sentence he related to his guest, the 
history of Watteville’s own follies. "If that fellow” said he, 
concluding his narration with a moral application, had applied 
himself* to any good purpose in the university, he would not have 
inlisted amongst the Soldiers. Had he not become a Soldier, 
he might now' have been a counsellor of State, and might at all 
events have gained an honest livelihood.” 

" I dont know” replied the daughter " w hether he was indus- 
trious at the university , but Iknow thathe wentAvitha good heart 
to sacrifice liimself for the holy cause.” 

" Do not always pester my ears with that holy cause,” exclaim- 
ed Mr. Guyot, " Avhereabouts lies tl^gt holy trash? I ask where? 
The French are chased away, true, but the holy empire in spite 
of it is gone to the Devil. The old taxes are kept up, and new 
ones added. Those confounded Englishmen witli their merchan- 
dize, are suflered to come here, as before, to spoil our markets 
and no one cares if we, the holy Germans, become holy beggars.” 

Watteville perceived by this conversation thatAle^ Guyot 
was still the same lively, hot and eccentric bf ing, with whom 
notwithstanding his singularities it was notpossiblettoget angry. 

As it was necessary to pronounce a decision in the contest be- 
tween father and daughter, the Captain had the prudence and 
complaisance to agree entirely, with the father, in respect to tho 
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holy cau£;e> which increased JVIr. Guyot’s good opinion of his un- 
deretanding. But then as he could not directly condemn himself, 
he took the part of his fair intercessor, with regard to the good 
heart with which Fritz had sacrificed himself for the supposed holy 
cause. 

Observe now” exclaimed the old man The Captain is more 
sly than Paris with the three foolish maids of Troy ; he^cuts the 
apple in two i>arts and gives each a bit.” t 

No, Mr. Guyot, your Fritz was in the wrong, but not more 
so tlian many thousand other men. 1 too joined the march for 
the liberation of Germany, and forsook every thing. Our ar- 
mies, you know were destroyed, the nation was obliged to rise 
e?i rna.sse. There was no time for hesitation, the sacrifice of our 
blood aiid chattels for the honor of the nation, M^as deemed 
necessary ; that we have performed ; now we may expect pros- 
perity. Our ablest statesmen cannot work miracles, and instantly 
produce a paradise. For iny pari, at least, I do not repent the 
steps I took."’ 

I have every respect,” said Mr. Guyot wdth a low bow 
every respect for your incftvidual case. The exceptions are in 
this world alvvay^s the better part of the rule. But it certainly is 
curious that w e, peasants, citizens, merchants and manutacturers 
should give our money for twenty years, to ieed in time of 
peace an army of a hundred thousand idle protectors of the 
throne and to cloilie them in velvet, silk and gold, and we i») the 
twenty first year when the protectors oftlie throne are destroyed 
must rise ourselves, to bring the wheel again into its track.” 

THE DISCOVERY. 

The discovery of Watteville\s real name was made before he 
» knew of it. Mrs. Guyot a quiet well observing lady, who spoke 
little but reflected more, as soon as she heard his voice, reineui- 
bered the boy’s * features, compared them with his more 

• manly ones, and recognized him. His visible embarrassment 
when the conversation turnedonthe ragamuHiii Fritz confirmed the 
supposition. Yet not a w'ord escaped her oi lier discovery. Thus 
she always used to act. No woman had a less wmmaiiish way 
of keeping her thoughts to herself, she suffered every one to speak 
as they chose, while she listened, compared, and drew her con- 
clusions. Hence she always knew more than every one else in 
the house ^d conducted imperceptibly all business and enter- 
prises without many words ; even h»r husband, that lively curious 
old man whojof all thought to obey her the least, without sus- 
pecting it, obeyed her the most. That Watte ville did not disco- 

• ver who he was, appeared to her soiiiew hat suspicious, and she 
kept silent^ to discover what might be his motive for acting so. 
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Watteville. had no bad motive for concealing his name, he 
only aimed at surprising the family at a proper opportunity . To- 
wards the evening when he was called to tea, he found no body 
else in the room hut Amelia. Watteville went up to her saying 
“ I have to thank you in the name of my friend Watteville for 
the aid with wliich you had the goodness to supply him.'' 

Youjinow him then Mr. C4)niinandant ?” 

He often thoyght of you, but not so oRen as you deserved. 

‘^He was educated in our bouse. But yvt lie became a little 
ungrateful iii never ])aying us •even a visit since he left us. 
Does he conduct hiniseif well, is he esteemed?” 

Tliere is no complaint of him. No one has so much reason 
to complain of him as yourself.” 

Then he must be a good man, for I have nothing to say against 
him.” • 

“ But he is, I know it, your debtor.” 

lie owes me nothing.” 

“ Yet he s])oke of travelling moneys of yyliich he was in need 
when he joined tlie army, and which his tutor had refused him.” 

‘‘ I did not lend it, 1 ga\ e it to liinf.” 

Is he for that less your debtor, my Amelia ?” 

On liearingthat name, Amelia gazed at him, and a light shot a- 
cross her mind, — Is it possible ?” She joyfully exclaimed. 

“ Yes my dear Amelia, if 1 dare call you so — ah I am no longer 
to address you with that familiar epithet — the debtor, the sinner 
stands before you — will you pardon him? * Had he known, 
what he now knows, be would have come to Herbeslieim a 
thousand times instead of once.” He took her hand and 
kissed it. 

At this moment Mrs. Guyot entered the room, Amelia hastened 
to meet her : “ Do you know Mamma the name of the Com- 
mandant here ?” • 

She replied wdtli a gentle smile Fritz Watteville.” 

“ Then Mamma you knew him anj} concealed it?” said Amelia 
who could not yet recover from her surprise, comparing the tall 
firm man in the military dress; with the former shy Schoolboy. 
“Yes indeed” said she “it is be! W^here were my eyes! 
There is still visible the scratch over his left brow w hich he got 
in his fall when he fetched a fine apple for me which hung on 
the highest tree in our garden. Do you remember it^yeW” 

“ Ah what do I not remember” said Wattewille, kissing the 
hand of his former respectable foster mother, begging her pardon 
for never having paid them a visit before. He endeavoured to 
convince them, that it was not through ingratitude, lor he had 
often thought of them with respectful thankfulness ; nor was it 
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levity or indifFerence^ — but he did not know hipfiself why he 
never had had the heart to return to Herbesheini/" 

Mr. Giiyot suddenly entered and went up to the tea table. 
When Amelia told him, who their guest was, he started, but 
immediately after he gave his hand, saying ; “ Be welcome Mr. 
Watteyille ; you were a sprig and have outgrown my recollec- 
tion ; now" I dare no longer call you Fritz, but Mr. Wattpville, or 
likely V^on Wattcville? You are a nobleman now?” — “ No.” 

‘VfJut the riband there on your button hole? Signifies it no- 
thing ?” • 

“ Tliut, I with my company took a fort from the enemy and 
maintained it against three or four assaults.” 

How many men did that cost?” 

Twelve dead, and seventeen wounded.’' 

That is» twenty-seven human beings for 3 inches of riband, 
cursed dear ! what stuH‘, our prince sells ; and yet to be had 
in every shop for a couple of kreatzer. Let us sit down, and 
drink. Mutdi booty made ? How are the Finances?” 

Watteville shrugged his shoulders w^e did not fight for 
booty but for our country.” 

“Fine, very tine. Hike such sentiments with an empty pocket. 
Aitd is your patrimony, secure ?” 

Watteville blushed and said smilingly am but too sure 
that I shall not loose it any more.” 

THE DEAD GUEST. 

Scarcely w as ft known in the town wdio the commandanf was 
w hen liis iui Jiier acquaintances came to see him. Watteville was 
di awniiuoull societies, every where he w^as the best companion ; 
be drew well, sung and play ed on the flute admirably, danced 
gracefully, and the ladies confessed that he was a handsome 
volatile young man, and therefore a dangerous one. 

N(nie however ftitlier fair or ugly of the town then cared for 
making conquests or sutfered themselves to be conquered. On the 
■ contrary, every one endeavored to keep her heart tree. The rea- 
son of this no one could gutss w"ho did not live in Herbesheini, 
or who had not read the manuscript chronicles of the town. 
This was the year of the celebration of the feast of THE 
Di Ai) GUEST, who was particularly hostile to the brides of the 
town. No one knows exactly the nature of the Dead Guest. 
But it is said, that he is a ghost wdio returns every hundreth y ear 
to Hert>estieitji wliere he remains from the first day of advent to the 
last, that he pays his addresses to every bride, a*nd alw^ays finishes 
with tw isting her face round to the back of the neck. Wliatdis- 
tiiigtnsbes still more this spectre from all others is that he not only 
|i{qpears at the ‘"witching hour of night’' but is visible in the 
%^iear day iu an ordinary human shape. This guest is hand^ 
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some in person and fashionable in his attire — he is moreover 
possessed of countless gold. 

If he cannot find the bride of another man, he assumes the 
shape of a wooer, bewitches the poor hearts of the girls that he may 
turn their hearts as well as their head. No one could say how this 
tradition originated. In tlje church book of the parsonage there was 
still inserted the names of three Virgins, who in the time of advent 
in the year 1720 died suddenly. The following note is written on 
the margin. “ With the faces t\^ted to the back of the neck as a 
hundred years before : May God be merciful to their poor 
souls.” Though this annotation of the church book was no 
proof of the fact to any reasonable man or woman yet it proved at 
least that the tradition was an ancient one. Every one protended 
that it was a ridiculous nursery story, and yet every one looked 
with anxiety, to the approaching advent, to known ho\v far it was 
real or imaginary. According to Hamlet they thought tliero 
might be many things between heaven and earth of which philo- 
sophy has never dreamt. The old parson of the town, to whom, 
under the pretext of a visit every one flocked, to read with 
their own eyes that singular pass^tge in the cliurcli book, ex- 
pressed himself equivocally, though he was else a judicious man, 
“ It would surprise me he would say if, but I do not be- 

lieve it” or “ May God forbid that I should be obliged to insert 
such a thing.” Tlie young Gentlemen were the most incredulous 
of all and laughed at its absurdity. Even the y oung ladies were 
appjy’ently iiidilferent, but their indilference was atlecded. 

No one had better opportunities to observe \he consequences 
of that tradition, than the old parson ; for whenever there was an 
intrigue or any plan of marriage in the town all w ith f he greatest 
alarm made haste to conclude the marriage ceremony before 
the beginning of advent, and whenever there was no hope of a 
speedy celebration of nuptials every intrigue, nay, even the 
lejist project of future union was abruptly •broken otf. How 
great then must have been the fears of the young ladies of 
Ilerbesheim w hen they found the young commandant charming, 
in spite of themselves ! They trembled for their ow n heads, 
and the visit of the dead guest. We ought therefore readily to 
pardon their unnatural secret oath not to love any one before or 
during the time of advent, and should an angel from heaven 
come, not to look on him in a more courteous manner than on 
any one else. _ 

1 can t say exactly, if the handsome Amelia Guyot took the 
same oath as the*other ladies of Herbesheim, but this is certain 
that she did not appear to regard Watteville with any feeling but 
that of friendship. 

Mr. Guyot’s house was a paradise to the commandant. He 
was again as one of the family. He fell aacousciously into old 
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habits of his boyhood, and as in former years, he called Mr. and 
Mrs. Guyot his lather and mother. 

Amelia was now nearly twenty years of age. The old man 
considered that he had married Mrs. Guyot when slie was much 
younger, hence he seriously thought of a matrimonial union for 
his daughter. Mrs. Guyot had consented to it, and Amelia too, 
thought it reasonable. * ^ 

THE BIIITH DAY. 

In Mr. Guyot’s bouse no one^ was allowed to give a person an 
unkind word or look, upon his Birth day, or to refuse him any rea- 
sonable request. 

Of course Watteville\s birth day was celebrated with the usual 
forms. Mr. Guyot went up to hiiii, and presented him wdth 
a piece of paper folded in silk. It was a draft for a large 
suiii of money. Mrs. G. came next. She presented him with a 
rich Captain's uniform. Then followed Amelia with a silver 
plate in her hand, on wdiich there w as a dozen beautifnl hand- 
kerchiefs, under which there was a letter seahd with a large 
Regimental Seal, directed to ‘"Captain Fritz Watteville.” The 
Lieutenant stared on opening it to find that it w^as a (Captain’s 
Commission, he liad long looked for an adv ancement, but he did 
not expect to receive it so speedily. 

""But iny gracious Captain,” said Amelia with a soft smile, 
do not get angry. I will confess that that letter arrived Hve days 
ago, whilst you ^remained absent ; 1 detained it that I might 
give it you on your birtli-day. I have already suh'ered enough 
by my dread, that you might hear of youi' promotion from some 
other quarter.’’ 

Waheville’s astonishment and pleasure were too great to al- 
low him to utter a w ord. “ The main point is,” said Airs. Guyot, 
good hurnoredly, tjiat our new made Captain will now be allowed 
to remain here. I should be sorry indeed if Fritz were to leave us. 

W ell, my new Captain,” continued the lively old man ; “ 1 in- 
tended the draft 1 gave yoii, for your travelling expenses. Now 
it turns out, you don’t want it, and 1 might have given something 
better.” “You know our bouse law. You may make a re- 
quest and I must consent to it. Therefore express it without cere- 
mony, demand whatever you will, and I will grant it, even if it 
should be my new, handsome white wig.” 

The Captain’s eyes were bedewed with tears. I have nothing 
more to ask.” ^ 

""Aye be quick, collect yourself! This opportunity may per* 
bapf not return next year I” exclaimed the old man. 

f" Then permit me dear lather to give you a hearty embrace of 
gratitude,” 



THl? DEAD GUEST. 


9 


1830.] 

Ay my dear fellow, that you '11 have cheap!" said Mr. Guyot. 
Botli sprung from their seats, at the same time and embraced 
each other, with much emotion. A deep silence ensued. The^ 
feeling was communicated to all present. 

Mri Guyot collected himself sooner than the rest. Enough 
of this. Let us say and do something reasonable." He raised 
his glass a«d ordered every glass to be filled. “ Now” said he, ad- 
dressing himself t(fWatteville — Wherever tliere is a man, there 
ought to be a woman, and therel^re a Captain is not to remain 
without his consort!” He then proposed the health of the 
Captain’s Sweetheart which was drunk with great glee. 

May she be good natured, virtuous and a good house 
wife,” said Mrs. Guyot. 

Like yoursell’,” said the Captain. 

And the most lovely creature under the moon!” said Amelia. 

“ Like yourself Amelia,” said he. 

The members of the famil'y made their innocent remarks about 
the singular scene at table. In the first place, the bold offer 
which Mr. Guyot, made to the Captain, to consent to every 
thing he might ask — an offer w^hich Watteville, understood so 
ill — and then the proposed health to the Captain's future spouse. 
Verily the favorite of fortune must have been blind, not to 
see what Guyot so strongly endeavoured to make him com- 
prehend. 

I believe," said the super! ntendant of the manufactory, 
softly to the book-keeper, ‘‘ that the concern Js done. What 
do you think ? It will be a match." 

The book-keeper replied in an equally low voice. “ I am in 
dreadful alarm, for I cannot help thinking of the Dead Guest.” 

ANOTHER BIRTH-DAY. 

The new Captain had iiiucli business to arrange. He had ob- 
tained permission to visit his General, and to balance several 
accounts with his predecessor. This made an absence of some 
weeks absolutely necessary . He parted from Mr. Guyot's house 
as from bis paternal liome. Amelia^ in taking her leave, re- 
minded him not to fail being present at her b^irth-day, on the 
10th November. 

They all regretted to be obliged to part witli him. But,” 
said the old^man, do not let us grow a single grey hair on this 
account. Sooner or later, he who is above, will remojip. us all 
into different garrisons. Here, on this little ball of earth^be it 
in this or in that t5wn, we are always near enough each other, 
often only too near. Those abominable Englishmen, for . ex- 
ample, sit juiff; on the neck of my manufactory.” 

WattevUle returned at the expected period, and Amelia’s 
birth-day was celebrated with every solemnity. Watteville 
January 1830. B • 
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had purcliased for her in the capital^ a new harp, with some 
well selected music. He handed her both when the turn came 
to him, to make a present. Father Guyot was in the merriest 
humor, Mrs. Guyot observed the joy on his face and could nbt 
help remarking: to the Captain : Papa has yet an agreeable 
surprise in the back-ground.” 

After the usual congratulations were over, andeach had taken 
his seat at table, Amelia, in lifting her napkin from the plate, 
found on it a precious necklace, of eastern pearls, and a rich 
diamond ring with a letter to her address. 

Mr. G. looked at her willi exulting eyes, and was delighted 
with the astonishment of all present. The ring and the pearl 
sti’ing were then handed round the table. In the meanwhile 
Amelia had opened and read her letter. Her features betrayed 
»till more surprise, than she had evinced at the sight of those 
costly presents. Mamma looked with anxious curiosity on her 
daughter 

Amelia remained long silent, brooding over the letter. At 
last she laid it aside. 

“ Let the letter also cirbulate,’* said the father. She handed 
the letter with confusion to her mother. 

Well, Amelia, has your sui*i)rise robbed you of your breath? 
does not Papa know how to contrive matters?” 

Who then is Marcus Von Huber ?” asked Amelia, with 
a melancholy countenance. 

Who else,^ but the son of my old and former partner, 
Huber, the celebrated banker? How could you expect ano- 
ther for you? The old man has been fortunate in business, 
and his sou the young Huber, takes the whole concern on him- 
self, and you become Mrs. Von Huber.” 

Mrs. G. in handing over the letter to the Commandant, shook 
her head in silent disapprobation. The letter w as as follows ; 

One unknown to you, most lovely lady, invites himself to 
the celebration of your birth-day, but unfortunately only in mind, 
as the Doctor has forbidden him the journey. Ah, that I am 
obliged to call myself unknown I That instead of sending these 
lines, I cannot fly myself to Herbesheim, there to solicit your hand, 
and terminate what our excellent fathers, in their friendship have 
so happily arranged. Fair lady, 1 shall huiry to Herbesheiu^ 
on niy first recovery. 

Ptwtnt me with respect and love, to subscribe myself> 

^ Your betrothed, 

Marcus Von Huber.» 
Tie Commandant stared gravely at tlie letter. He had the 
took of a dreaming man. Mr. Guyot now asked Amelia to tell 
him frankly if she was happy. 
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Papa, how can I say so ? I never in my life saw Mr. Von 
Huber.” 

“ Ay, you little fool, I understand you, hut it is quite natural, 
you are anxious about his appearance. He is a handsome, slen* 
der, tall young man, with a fine delicate face.” 

But when Papa did you see him ?” 

“ The JjEist time I was in the Capital. Let me see, about ten or 
twelve years ago,” 

“ I should rather see him himself, than be left to judge of him 
by his letter.” • 

Mrs. Guyot observed somewhat seriously, that her husband 
might as well have consulted her about the matter. “ My dear,” 
replied the old man, “ the ca.se did not require consultation.” 

Your girl will not take it amiss when she is called my graci- 
ous lady. Consider her lover’s rank and wealth and influ- 
ence ; if old Huber bends a finger, and points to Vienna, the 
whole court is in motion, and enquires what is Mr. Huber’s 
pleasure ? He moves his head toward Petersburg, and imme- 
diately every one bows to the ground.” 

I confess, the inaich looks advantageous, at least from your 
description !” said Mrs. Guyot, casting down her eyes. 

Amelia glanced at her mother, and sighed deeply. The Cap- 
tain continued staring sit the letter. 

Douner, Captain, haven’t you done reading yet ?” said Mr. 
Guyot. 

Watteville aroused himself, and gave a last glance at the let- 
ter, ^d then cast it away, from him with an air«of deep sadness. 

Mr. Guyot wsis hurt at Amelia’s melancholy, and attributed 
it to the suddenness of the surprise. He at last exclaimed with 
vexation ; ^^girl, speak freely, have I made a good arrangement 
or not ? I am sure you will wliistle a more lively tune my pretty 
bird, when young Huber is here.” 

It may be so, my dear Papa !” replied Amelia ; "how can I 
doubt in the lesist your parental, and well-meaning purpose ?” 

" Very right, a reasonable girl should always think in thia 
way. Mama has coniessed it to imf herself, that in her time^ 
she thought so too. Therefore let us fill the glasses ! A hap- 
py life td the bride and bridegroom !” The toast was drunk, 
and cheerfulness and good humour seemed once more to prevaiU 

" There is no end to foolish tricks, that young Huber-must he 
absent on such a day as this, a luiudsome tine youH^ bellow. 
I bet that when ygu see him, Amelia, you will hug your Papa„ 
and thank him.” * 

" My dear Papa, at my birth-day I have the right to make a 
reasonable request ! 1 beg not to hear a word more of him at 
present” 
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My dattgkter, this is a foolish request ! However, it is 
granted.” # 

** My dear,” said Mrs. G. to her husband, no reproaches to 
Amelia. You must not forget that this is her birth-day.” 

: Right, Mamnia!” replied the old man. " He will be here 

soon. . The New Moon is nigh, the weather will change, and 
Huber’s health with it.” • n 

CONSULTATIONS. * 

Every morning, noon and evening, went Mr. G, to the Baro- 
meter, knocked it with his knuckle to make the quicksilver 
rise, and prognosticate fine weather. Amelia, on the contrary, 
was anxious to see the quicksilver fall, and Watteville as well 
as Mrs. G. often consulted the prophesying tube of Torricelli. 

" The weather gets evidently better!” said Mr. G. one day, 
when he was alone in the room with Mrs. G. “ The clouds dis- 
perse. I think Huber is already on his way.” 

May God prevent it. Papa. It should appear to me much 
more aavisable, if you were to write to Von Huber not to come 
here before Christinas-day^ Though I do not believe in that 
foolish tradition, yet one can’t help being anxious.” 

But Madam ! do you think of the Dead Guest ? You ought 
to be ashamed of such nonsense I” 

I acknowledge, my dear, it is foolish. — ^Biit whatever might 
happen to our only child during the time of Advent, would be 
attributed to some mysterious cause. After Advent, the young 
people will havq a hundred years before them to see anthlove 
each other at leisure, and to be betrothed and married. Why 
be in a hurry just now ? Where is the harm of the postponement 
of a few weeks ?” 

" For shame, for shame. Do not betray such a wa>ak supersti- 
tion. For the very reason that the people are seized with this 
foolish folly about the Dead Guest, shall Amelia be a bride at Ad- 
vent. It is necessary to give an example, it is our duty. When 
. the people in the town see that we do not care about the Dead 
Guest; that we betroth our child, in spite of all the absurd tra- 
ditions, and that Amelia’s neck remains stationary, this silly 
bugbear will be destroyed for ever.” ^ 

‘‘But, for Godsake Mr. Guyot, consider if Von Huber should 
travel, gickly as he is, in this bad weather; what with the 
aeverMy of tne season, the bad roads, and a long tedious journey, 
bis lifUiight be the sacrifice. He might die in this very house, 
shpuld have a Dead Guest ; and the suporstition would be 
confirmed.” * 

Here the conversation ended, but it left a cloud upon Mr. 
Otiyqt's mind. He thought after all that it would be better for the 
sake of peace to postpone the formal betrothment to Christihas^ey. 
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Perbai^s, he reflected, the devil might play some villainous tricky 
and then it would be ascribed to the Dead Guest. The nearer 
iJhe first Advent day approached, the more uneasy he became* 
Fear began to seize him, and when suddenly the heavens became 
clear, and the full warm sunshine was spread over the face of 
nature, as if the summer had returned, he again knocked with 
equal aiyciety at the Barometer, but it was now to cause the 
quicksilver to faB. 

To his utter astonishment he perceived, that Mamma, Amelia, 
and the Captain regained their ^ood Immour with the fine wea-* 
ther. While he alone continued anxious. 


FINE WEATHER. 

Mrs. Guyot had perceived that Amelia had many secret and 
strong objections to the rich banker, that the Commandant of 
the town had also become the Commandant of her daughter’s 
heart. It was not to favor the Commandant, however, dear as ho 
was to her, that she now endeavoured to postpone the formal 
betrothment of the banker with Amelia, * In the first place sho 
wished to get over Advent, and in the next she desired that 
Huber and her daughter should have time to become thoroughly 
acquainted. Besides it was necessaiy to make enquiries res- 
pecting Von Huber’s character. For this latter purpose, she 
wrote to one of her friends in the Capital, The answer arrived 
on the same day the fine weather occasioned such alarm to MK 
Guvot. 

Von Huber, it was said, was one of the most respectable 
of men, he enjoyed the esteem of eveiy one and luid been 
pitied by all his friends not only on account of his miserable 
health, but his dependence on his old, morose, and miserly 
father. The young man however had just taken possession of 
all the afiairs of his parent, wdio had retired on his estate, in conse- 
quence of the infirmities of old age. This goj)d news delighted 
Sirs, Guyot. 

Another circumstance brought pleasure on the same day to ’ 
Amelia and the Commandant. • 

Watteville at Mrs. Guyot’s request entered Amelia’s room, 
she was near the window, her head leaning on the new Iiarp. 

Amelia, your Mamma wishes to know if it is your pleasuro 
to take an airing to day. The weather is delightful,” 

Amelia did not reply, *but tunied her fiice away fromjyijp. 

Are you displeased Amelia?’' said Watteville. 

She was still silent, and he then advanced towards the door, 
and turning round enquired impatiently whether she would go 
or not. 

A sad negative was the answer. 
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• Watteville t^as alarmed, for the tone of her voice betrayed! 
deep emotion 

“ What can be the matter with you ?” he anxiously enquired^ 
'^Does Mamma” said she "wish me to meet him ? Is he to arrive. 
to>day ? Has she said any thing ?* 

‘ Oh'Anlelia” said Watteville “ and this question from you !* 
" Do you believe I would engage you to go if I had the least 
saspicion of seeing him 2 Would to God he welfe to arrive be* 
fore I go away.“ ^ 

■ "Are you going then to leave us 

" I have written to my general to request to be removed-j 
but I have received as yet no reply.” 

" Fritz” said Amelia, “ don’t take it amiss, but that was very 
foolish in you.* 

" I wish to remain, but I dare not.” 

"Watteville, do you desire tu make me angry with you for 
ever”. 

" And do you wish for my death in- forcing me to be your 
guest at your nuptials*.” 

"You never will be invited to my nuptials. Who has told you 
that I gave my consent ?” 

" But you dare not refuse it.” 

“ And God knows I cannot give it !” sighed Amelia covering: 
her face. Watteville too was unmanned by his secret grief. 
This was the first time they had touched upon this circumstance, 
though it never left their minds. They had but lately discovered 
how dear they held each other. Each endeavoured to hide from 
the other the flame of love, but it served only to increase its 
power, and make it more visible. 

“ Dear Amelia” said Watteville “ dare we remain together aa 
• we have hitherto done ?” 

" Watteville can we separate ?• 

" Oh my Amelisf.” 

. “ Fritz, we must not part.” 

" But when he comes ?” 

« Rather ten thousand tinfes would I bd betrothed to the Dead 
Guest than to Von Huber.” 

On the following evening there was a large party at Mr. G’s. 
house. As it was only three days before the first of advent, tha 
Dead Guest engrossed a large share of the conversation. The 
youngAelAtes pretended tobe very bold, but many rejoiced secretly 
that tliey were not brides. Tlie elderly ladies, after mature deliber- 
ation, agreed, that the story of the Dead Guest might possibly 
be But the young Gentlemen were all incredulous thoug» 

*wan^ by their elders, male and female, that it was danger* 
«UB to scoff and swagger in matters of this naturo,. v 
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« For Heaven’s sake” said Mr. O. " let us have done with this 
subject ! Wherever I turn I hear of nothing but the Dead Guest 
Is this a fit discourse for the living?” 

I coincide with you,” said the Collector of the circuit, ^^the 
subject is dull and threadbare ! If Herbesheim had as little to 
fear from living guests, as from the visit of the Dead Guest 
we might be sure, that the fair sex would cease to have their 
heads turned so often as they now are.” 

I should only like to know how this foolish story came into 
the world ! said a young counsellor.” 

^‘The tradition of the Dead Guest, said Watteville as it was 
known formerly, and as I heard it related in niy youth from an 
old huntsman, is too long and tedious to relate.” 

Do you recollect the story still?” enquired several voices at 
the same time. 

^ I do,” replied Watteville. 

“ Oh, you must tell it to us ! ” said the girls, crowding round him ? 
Hesistance, and excuses were vain. Watteville, was therefor© 
obliged to communicate the tradition as he had heard it from 
the old huntsman. * 

THE DEAD GUEST. 

It is now two hundred years, said he, since the beginning of 
the war of thirty years, when the Elector Frederic of the Pfalz 
placed the crown of the kingdom of Bohemia on his head. But 
the Emperor and the Elector of Bavaria, at the head of the Ca- 
tholic Germans set out to recover the crown. *At the great and 
decisive battle of the White Mountain at Prague, the Elector 
lost his crown, Tlie rumour spread through Germany with the 
rapidity of lightning. All the catholic towns exulted at the des- 
truction of poor Frederic, who with a small suite fled from Pra- 
gue in disguise. From his reign of one short sea.son, he was * 
called the Winter King. , 

Our ancestors in Herbesheim, two hundred years ago had the 
same disposition to chatter about news and politics, as their wor- 
thy descendants ; but they were, I# will not say more religious, 
but more bigotted. Their joy over the defeat and fliglit of th© 
Winter King was as great as ours a few years ago, at tlie over- 
throw of the Emperor Napoleon. 

One day three very beautiful virgins were seated together, and 
talking of the Winter Kii^. All three were good friends, and 
each had a bridegroom. The first lady was called EliiSSbfitlt, th© 
second Maria and the third Rosa. » 

, They ought not to sufl’er the King that notorious heretic to 
escape from Germany !” said Elisabeth. “ As long as he lives 
that monster will follow Lutherism, and not cease to spread his ' 
nboHunable creed.” 
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Yes’" said Maria, he who slaughters him, may expect a 
large reward from the Emperor, from the Elector of Bavaria^ 
from the holy chiircli, and from the Pope ; nay he may rely on 
the indulgence of Heaven.” 

I wish,” interrupted Rosa, he would come into our town. 
He should die by the hand of my own sweet-heart, who would 
receive at least an earldom in reward.” • 

But it may be questioned” said Elizabeth*, whether he 
Would make you a countess; for he scarcely has tlie heart for 
such an heroic deed. But I shduld only have to wink with my 
eyes, and my bold lover would sever his heretic head from his 
body at a blow, and then where would be the earldom ?” 

" Don’t make yourselves too big !” said Maria : My sweet- 
heart is the bravest and most powerful of all three. Has he 
not already been in the war as Captain ? And did I order him, 
to cut down the great Turk on his throne, he would do it. 
Don’t exult too much at the idea of the earldom.” 

Whilst the virgins were still disputing about the earldom a 
loud tramping of liorses was heard in the street. Instantly were 
the three virgins at the window. It was dreadful weather, the 
winds howled fiercely and the rain poured in torrents, “alas !” 
said Elisabeth, he who is on the road at such a time as this, 
does not travel for his pleasure.” 

He must be driven by sheer iifecessity” said Rosa ; 

Or a bad conscience !” added Maria. 

On the opposite side of the street at the inn of the French 
horn, thirteen gefitlemen on horse back stoppled and dismount- 
ed with great haste. Twelve remained outside with their horses, 
the thirteenth dressed all in white went into the house, immedi- 
ately the innkeeper with his grooms came out. The horses were 
^ placed in the stables and the gentlemen all went into the inn. In 
apite of the dreadful weather and rain, a great number of people 
gathered in the street to behold the foreign riders and their 
horses. The most beautiful horse belonged to the gentleman in 
’white ; it was snow white, and beautifully caparisoned. 

Now if that were the Winter King !” exclaimed the three 
» virgins, almost at the same time and staring at each other with 
widened eyes. 

At this moment they heard a noise on the steps. Behold the 
three bridegrooms of the virgins. “ Do you already know,” said 
the one, the fugitive Winter King is within the walls of our 
town.”**^ 

" That would be a fine prize” said the other. * 

Anxiety is depicted on the face of that tall meagre white rob- 
ed figure,” said.the third. 

A joyful shuddering seized the girls, and they spoke 
voluuies ivith their looks. Suddenly they joined their hond^ stud 
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said : *^Done ! done !” They then let their hands go, and each 
addressed herself to her bridegroom. 

Elisabeth said to hers: ‘‘If iny betrothed, sufl'ers the Win- 
ter King to leave our town alive. Til be rather the kept mis- 
tress of the Winter King than the lawful wife of my sweet-heart. 
So help me God and the saints,!” 

Maria said to Jiers : ‘‘ If my sweet-heart suffers the Winter 
King to see the sun again, I will rather give a kiss to death itself 
than to my darling. So help me God and the saints.'* 

Rosa said to hers. “ The key to my nuptial bed-room, is now 
and forever lost, if my dear lover does not bring me his 
sword purpled with blood of the W^inter King.” 

The three bridegrooms trembled, but they soon collected their 
minds as they beheld their beautiful brides more (‘harming than 
ever, waiting for their decision. Each, became anxious to be the 
first to prove the fervour of his love by such an heroic deed. 
Therefore they decided that the Winter king was not to Jive ano- 
ther day. 

They took leave from tlieir brides, wlio now sat exultingly 
thinking of the glory their bridegrooms would acquire by their 
courage and affection. The three young men consulted together, 
tJien went into the inn of the JbVench Horn, asked for wine, and 
ill the course of conversation learnt of the strangers in which 
apartment the king would sleep. 

Before day-break, twelve guests rode awaydn haste, in spite 
of the storm and weather. The thirteenth was dead in his bed 
wcdtering in his blood. He had three mortal wounds. No one 
could say who he was; but the innkeeper asserted that it was not 
the king. And he was in the right ; for tlm Winter King luckily 
escaped, as it is w ell known, to Holland, where he lived many 
years afterwards. The Dead Guest was buried on the very 
same day , but not in the church-yard, in consecrated ground. 

The three brides were anxiously wailing for the arrival of 
their bridegrooms, but they came hot. In all houses, every 
where they made search for them; but no one liad seen them 
since midnight. Neither the innkeeper nor his wife, nor any of 
llieir servants, male or female, knew whither they had gone nor 
what might have become of them. 

The poor girls grieved bitterl}% they cried night and and 
repented of the wicked request which they made to such hand- 
some and faithful men. 

But the chaniiiiig Rosa lamented the most ; for she was ^the 
first who made the dangerous progisal to her companions against 
the life of the Winter King. Two days had abeady gone since 
t hat unlucky night, the third w^as nearly over. ^ 

JANUAin; 1830. C 
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SuddBnly a knock at Rosa’s door was heard, a strange and 
noble looking man entered, and enquired for her. She was seat- 
ed crying by her father and mother. The stranger handed a 
letter, which he had received from a young man and which he 
Imd promised to be the bearer of himself. The letter was from 
her sweet-heart. 

It was almost dark. The mother hastened^ and brought two 
lights, to read the letter and to behold the stranger. He was 
a man of about thirty years, dall and lean, dressed in an en- 
tire black suit in the height of the fashion, at his side was a 
eword, the handle of whicli was set in gold, pearls and brillant 
stones. Diamonds were glittering with various colours from his 
finger rings. But hivS countenance however regular and noble, 
was, in spite of the fire of his eyes, pale and ghastly. He sat 
down, and the father read the letter. We have slain the WTong 
man, therefore my dear Rosa adieu forever ! since I have lost the 
key of your nuptial bed room, Fll look out for another bride 
who may not require* a purpled sword. Console yourself as I do. 
Herewith I return you the Jiing.*' The ring fell from the letter. 

When Rosa heard the contents of the letter, she cried bitterly 
and cursed her unfaithful lover. Her father and mother endea- 
voured to console their poor child, and the stranger said a great 
many soothing things. Had I known that the man had made 
me the bearer of such despair, as true as I am the count of Buren 
1 would have given him his benediction with this sword. Dry 
your tears my beautiful maiden, a single pure drop from your 
charming eyes is enough to w'ash away the last flame of love of 
that unworthy man,’’ 

But Rosa could not cease to cry. The count took his leave, 
asking permission to revisit the fair sufferer on the following 
day. 

The next nmriyng as he was alone with Rosa he said : I could 
not sleep the whole night, from tliiiiking of your beauty, and 
affliction. You owe me a smile that my cheeks pale from want 
of sleep may become a litlje red.” 

How can I smile said Rosa, " has not that unfaithful 
wretch returned me the ring?” 

The count took the ring and threw it out the window. " Off * 
with that ring !” said he, ‘^with how much pleasure do I replace 
it witl^ handsomer one!” he put the handsomest of his rings 
hefofe tier on the table. ‘^To any one of these riiigs,” added ho 
belongs a rich estate !” • ^ 

Rosa blushed. She pushed back Ihe costly ring. Dont be 
io ‘cruel said the count ; now that I have seen you I can never for- 
get, such transcendant beauA If your lover has disdained you, 
io your turn disdain him. That is a sweet revenge. My heart 
and uiy earldom Jay at your feet/* 
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To be sure Rosa did not wish to hear all this ; yet she found iti 
her hearty that the count was in the right regarding the justice 
of revenge, and tliat the unfaithful lover was to be forgotten. 
They discoursed about many things. The count spoke with 
touching modesty and tenderness, and if he was not so handsome 
as the lost bridegoom, he was equally interesting. Rosa’ ceased 
to weep’,* and she could not but* smile occasionally at the count^s 
pleasant conversation. 

The presence of that rich Lofd was soon known in the whole 
town of Herbesheim. It also became soon a matter of talk that 
Rosa had received a letter through him from her fugitive bride- 
groom. When Elisabeth and Maria heard this, tliey lost no 
time to go, and enquire of their friend, if the noble count knew 
any thing of their lovers. 

When Rosa enquired of the Count, he replied, that he would 
wait himself upon the afflicted mourners, to see if he could guess 
by their descriptions, whether he had seen them. She treated 
him now in a more kindly way, for she hs^d considered the last 
night the many things he had said, and as she looked on the cost- 
ly ring, she thought to herself: “^here I have only to stretch out 
my hand and divide an earldom.” She showed her parents the 
jewels which the Count had left upon the table, and she mention- 
ed his honorable offer. The parents were mightily astonished at 
all this and could hardly bring themselves to believe it. But 
when on the following day the count returned, asking their leave 
to make a present to tiieir daughter of a trifle for a dress, and as 
he drew from a costly small box, a cross of diamonds hung on a 
sevenfold pearl string, they gave full creditto his word. The father 
and mother consulted, and agreed : That the stranger would 
make an excellent son-in-lav/, and tliat they w ould do their best 
to gain him ! 

They spoke much in favor of the Count to their daughter, and 
left her often alone with him ; Rosa rejoiced tit the prospect of 
being Countess of Buren, and the envy and admiration of the. 
whole town ; slie was therefore as indulgent as possible to the 
impetuosity of her new lover. * 

But he was a sly rogue. For when be came to Elisabeth he 
found her still more beautiful than the charming Rosa ; and when 
at last he saw the Maria wdth her long and fair locks; the other 
two appeared to him almost ugly. Bui to each lie told nearly the 
same story that he had found the three young men atvajtavmi 
with two yotng gjrls with whom they took unwarrantable liber- 
ties. That they all three were to niarcli fortbe*war in Bohemia 
together with those two girls as common property ; that hearing . 
in the course of conversation, that in his journey he had to pass- . 
Herbesheim, the one had written a chit to Rosa requesting him 
to deliver it himself. The other tvf^o ridiculed it, saying^'^e 
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Rre satisfied with our jolly girls, and do not wish to write letters, 
to those we have left, but as you give yourself the trouble to hand 
the letter, say that we are going to join the war in Bohemia, 
because they commanded us to conmit a shameful deed. They 
returned the bride rings instead of letters, to give them to the 
man \Hiose fingers they might better fit than theirs. 

Elizabeth's ring soon fitted him exactly, and Mania’s was 
equally well suited to the wealthy stranger ; he consoled each 
most eloquently , and enquired if a bridegroom was deserving of 
a single tear, who could abandon his bride so shamefully as to 
throw away his heart on prostitutes ? He played his part with 
Elizabeth and Maria, as he had done with Rosa — to each he 
made rich presents, to each he oftered his hand, his earldom ; 
and each became accustomed to his pallid face, 

However, the three friends made a secret to each otlicr, of 
their connections with the Count, .and their love projects. No 
longer did they exchange visits as formerly, it made them angry, 
to hear by chance, tjiat the Count continued his acquaintance 
with the others. The one jealous of the other, endeavoured to 
outdo the rest : at first th^ suflered his caresses, and at last 
they returned them, in order to captivate him the more securely. 

No one felt more joy at their mutual jealousy than the wan- 
ton Count. For by these means he gained every day greater 
favours from them, till they had no more to give. To be sure 
he swore to each, by whatever was sacred in heaven, that he 
found the rest, dull and ugly, but for the sake of politenesji and 
good breeding, fie could not but visit them from time to time. 
Even this shift would not serve him any longer. At last, as a 
proof of his true love each required of him, to renounce the 
other tv»o entirely. He agreed tliat a formal betrothment 
and exchange of rings should be made in presence of the pa- # 
rents. He stipulated however, that he should be allowed to 
spend an hour ttt night with each, before the marriage took 
. place, that he might speak undisturbedly of all bis arrangements. 
Even to this, each of the fair ones agreed, and their consent was 
sealed with a kiss. But irf kissing him, they none of them could 
help remarking, My dear Count, but you are indeed too pale ! 
Put off that black dress, it only serves to render you more 
pale. To which he always answered. I wear black to ac- 
complish a vow. On the nuptial day. Til appear in red and 
whit^ your cheeks, my darling.” 

And it happened at the same day, that he was formally be- 
trolhed to eyarf one of the three. In the dark night he silently 
slipt at successive hours into the bed-room of each. On the 
, following morning the girls slept too long, the parents went to 
awake them, when each bride lay extended cold as ice in her 
bed, with her face twisted to her back. 
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Loud and desperate cries issued from the three houvses. The 
wliole populace cried murder ! murder ! and as suspicion fell on 
the Count of Buren, they assembled before the inn of the Fieiicli 
Horn, the sergeants and town-guard entered it. There the inn- 
keeper lamented that his guest had disappeared wiMi all his 
servants, and that nobody had seen them go UAvay. TJie luggage 
of which^there was so much, had also disappeared, and no one 
saw it taken ; ffbm the well closed stables, tin many superb 
horses were all gone, and the in^ht watch at tlie doors had not 
heard the least noise. 

The whole world was terrified, and every one made a cross, 
and blessed himself when passing before the houses of the three 
unhappy brides. Therein, nothing but howling and lamenta- 
tions were heard, and what must appear still more strange, the 
rich presents, the superb bridal-dresses, tlie pearl strings, the 
precious stones and diamond rings which the Count had given, 
could no where be found. 

A small funeral procession only followed^the l)iers of the three 
brides. And when the collins were set down on the yard of St. 
Vincent’s Church, and the funeral orktion was about to be recit- 
ed, a tall man was seen to stalk slowly away. And when the 
people looked after him, everyonewas astonished to behold that, 
though at first he was dressed entirely in black, by degrees he 
turned altogether white. And three red spots were seeii on his 
whi te mantle, and the blood visibly ran down his mantle in drops. 
Andjth'e tall, pale man went to the flearing place. 

"" Jesu Maria !” exclaimed the inn-keeper of {he French Horn, 
that is the Dead Guest whom we interred there twenty-one 
days ago. Terror seized all who were in the Church-yard, and 
tliey ran away with horror. A hurricane accompanied with 
rain and snow blew after them. Three days and three nights did • 
the coffins remain unburied at the side ol‘ the open graves ! 

When Govcrninent at last gave an order Ibi* their burial and 
a large sum of money was given to people to perforin the fearful . 
work on lilting the coffins the men found them as liglit as if 
they were eiiipty and yet the covers wfire nailed down. Tliey took 
courage and opened the coffins which were quite vacant ! 

Watteville made a pause in his story; a death like stillness pre- 
vailed in the room. The gentlemen had a serious and solemn 
look and the ladies who had unconsciously pressed closer ^toge- 
ther appeared to be intently listening, long after Watteville had 
ceuvsed his narration. Their folded hands and \)ale visages re- 
vealed their feelings. Snuff the candles exclaimed vMr. 
Guyot “ and speak again my friends that human voices may be . 
heard or else I shall leave the room. That diabolical nonsense 
might give any one the horrors.*^ ^ 



iSt tHE DEAD GUEiyir. [jANOAHTi 

The candles were snuffed, refreshments brought in and every- 
one tried to look and s^ieak as cheerfully as possible. But fear 
was on every face and the words trembled on every tongue. 

After a little while however the company could not repress 
their anxious curiosity to hear the remainder of the tradition of 
the Dead Guest. They again sat down in a semi-circje about 
the narrator and requested him to finish the story. 

“ The present estate” continued Watteville “ of M. Steiger 
near this town belonged formerly, as you know, to a noble family 
of the name of Freudenreich which J)as not possessed it this last 
hundred years. It was farmed away till about twenty years ago* 
when in the time of the war it was purchased by the late M. 
Steiger. The last Baron who from time to time inhabited tlat 
Mansion with his family was a terrible spendthrift; he came here 
however to recruit his pecuniary affairs which he exhausted in 
Paris or Venice. 

But even his economical recreations at this superb seat for 
the most part were but continuations, on a more moderate scale, 
of his usual expensive amusements. Even now we can perceive 
the wrecks of former grandeur and splendour in the extensive 
ruins of the castle and its side buildings all of which became 
a prey to the flames about seventy years ago. Near these ruins 
you know is the present handsome but modest building which Mr, 
Steiger has erected. 

When for the Jast time the Baron visited his noble seat it*hap- 
pened to be in a most unusual season, and with a most unusually 
numerous company it was late in Autumn and he was attended by 
from fifteen to twenty young noblemen with their domestics. His 
daughter was at that time bride to the Viscount Wyttenbach a 
rich and amiable but hare-brained fellow who had visited the 
several courts of Germany with orders from the Cardinal Du- 
bois. Dubois was the all powerful minister of the DucofOr- 
' leans. Regent of France and Wyttenbach was his great favoritCi 

It may easily be supposed that Baron Von Freudenreich, spared 
no expense to make his guest's residence in his rural palace as agree- 
able as possible. The Count von Siebenthal, the son of one of 
the noble families of the lower Rhine was in this merry circle tha , 
master of all sports. The Baron von Ft^udenreich had made his 
acquaintance a short time before he came to Herbesheim, and 
he toulrtiim along with him as a real treasure. Von Siebenthal 
loved play and ^id not hesitate at tlie highest stald^s, though ha 
was often unfortunate. The Baron no doubt looked to him as 
onedikely to restore his ruined fifiances. 

•* The very same young rake formed the idea of giving masked 
bans at the approach of the winter season, and that every one 
might choose the handsomest without regard to rank or birth.. 
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For indeed the company was much in want of ladies particularly 
in time of feasts. The young Baroness von Freudenreich and 
some of her friends were entirely lost amongst the number of 
gentlemen. ""Why then'’ said vou Siebeothal, ""look at the 
geiieological tree, when ladies are required. Beauty is found 
in every rank, and even amongst Grisettes there are behuties 
despised'*at no court.’* 

Every one applauded the scheme and the Millinera and 
tailors of the town were set iD| motion to make mask dress- 
es. The Viscount von Wyttenbach endeavoured to distinguish 
himself beyoml every one else in the splendour of his attire and 
Siebenthal as usual wished to overreach liim. He looked in Her- 
besheim for the best tailor and the most beautiful girl to lead her 
to the ball. He found both under the same roof. Master Schatz- 
maim was the best tailor, who immediately understood tlie descrip- 
tion of the dress of the (iount and his daughter Susanna was in 
the iirst bloom of her charms which soon bewitched the count. 

The count seldom was absent from the house of the tailor. 
He had always to look after something or other, that nothing 
might be spoiled. In particular he had a great many things to 
say to Miss Susanna. Even a couple of magnificent ladies 
dresses he ordered to be made for the Mask ball, which Susanna 
not only was requested to sew herself, but the father was oblig- 
ed to tme the exact measure of her own body since he pretend- 
ed that Susanna had actually the very same shape the same 
graceful figure of the noble Lady whom he wa^ going to lead 
to the Ball. He was also very liberal and the presents which 
he occasionally made amounted to much more than the sum he 
had agreed for. It might easily be foreseen that he made the 
most select presents to Susanna, and when he met her alone he 
told her the most flattering things imaginable and spoke to her of 
his ardent love. 

Susanna, to be sure, did not wish to hear any thing tender, for 
she was an honorable maid, and besides she was promised to 
one of her fathers’ journey-men ; but yet she could not listen with 
anger to all the sweet things from such a noble and bountiful 
Lord, lor a girl can seldom get angry with the man who profes- 
•ses to adore her. 

A few days before the Ball day — the mask dresses were all ready 
t— Von Siebenthal entered Mr. Schatzmann’s house in a dull and 
jnelancholy mood. He requested to be allowed to spetlkm few 
words in private with the Master, on which tlif y retired to an 
adjoining room. 

"" Master” said he "" I am in a dreadful embarrassment. You, 
if you will, can save me from the dilemma, and if you do me that 
favor, i will reward you better, than if I were to occupy you th^ 
iwheJe year in 3 ewipg BaU dresses for me.” • 



M TflE DEAD GUEST. [JANUART, 

J am your Excellency s most obedient servant! replied tbe 
tailor with a low bow and smiling countenance.” 

“ Only think, master” continued Von Siebenthal the Lady 
I was to lead to the ball lias fallen sick and declines to go. 
Every other Gentleman has his partner, and, you well know it, for 
the most paj t, daughters of tradesmen from the town.^^ Now I 
am without a partner. 1 might lind one amongst the families of 
counsellors, or merchants, but whom do the ball-dresses tit ? You 
me Master, I cannot but request you to let me escort your daugh- 
ter. You yourself have taken her measure, the dresses fit her as 
if they were part of herself, and will they, on any one else, do 
credit to Mr. Schatzinann ? You must let her go.” 

The tailor could not but see the necessity ; fewer arguments 
might Jiave convinced him. But he never could have expecfed 
.so much honor. He made at every mew argument new bows, 
and he could not utter a word. 

“ Susanna will not have cause to repent it,” continued Von 
Siebenthal : “ The dresses in which she dances will remain her 
own property, and I will buy for her with pleasure whate ver may 
be necessary to appear worthy of that splendid assembly.” 

“ Your excellency is overkind I” exclaimed Master Schatzinann : 
And permit me to observe to your Excellency , that though 1 say 
it that should not, the girl dances charininglv. You ought to 
have seen her dance at the nuptials of rny neighbour the pewter- 
er — : and at the christening of Master Hammer the Shoemaker's 
eleventh child. »But nevpr mind, I beg your Excellency tV) re- 
main here a little while, and 1 will bring the girl here. Your 
Excellency has only to propose it to her, and my authority shall 
not be wanting.” 

“ But Master” replied Von Siebenthal “Susanna's bridegroom 
is perhaps jealous, Ibr which he would be in the wrong, you 
must give? him a good word.” 

“ Oh !” said Master Schatzman: “that booby — will not dare 
to utter a sound.” 

He went away, soon afW Susanna entered the room blushing. 
The. ^ount covered her hand with kisses. He confided to lier his 
embarrassment, his desires, and he requested her to get, at his 
expence, whatever she considered indispensible to make her ap- 
pear at least equal in dress to the first Ladies of the town. She 
blushed again, particularly when he whispered to her that sh6 
woultl f)e the first beauty of the ball, and when he^hauded her a 
pair of the most magnificent earrings. , ‘ 

Tins was almost too much fora wild and vain girl. Su- 
sanuu represented' in her mind the splendour of the feast, and in 
a moment she saw herself admired from head to foot ; but she 
«inain^J embarrassed, and said something about her father’s 
pefiniSrSion. 
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Von Siebeuthal quieted her mind on that score. And when 
she no longer hesitated to accept of his invitation, he pressed 
her in rapture in liis arms and said, Susanna wherefore shall 
I deny it ? you, and no other Lady, were my choice from tlie 
first moment I saw you. I had selected you when your father 
took the measure of your fair person. I selected you then on- 
ly as my# dancing partner. Ah Susanna I should wish now to 
select you as my partner for life ; ior I adore you. You are 
not made, to be the wife of a poor tailor’s assistant. You are 
destined for higher things. Do you, will you, understand me T* 

She withdrew herself trom his arms and promised to be his 
partner at the Ball if her father should have no objections. They 
bo til entered the workroom. Here Von Siebenthal whispered 
the Master in his ear. She consents. Take care that every 
thing iu‘<;essary be provided that she may appear with deceur 
cy. Here take this for the expenses.” With this he handed 
to M aster Schatzman a whole roll of gold. 

But now stormy scenes took place in the house of the tailor. 
For Abraham his journey-man, Susanna’s bridegroom, grew al- 
most frantic when he came to know w^iat w as going on. Neither 
the thousand caresses from the crying girl, nor the curses and 
maledictions from the father, could bring him to a sense of rea- 
son. That lastiul the whole day. Susanna passed a sleepless 
night. She loved Abraham a great deal, but it was impossible 
to I’orego the opportunity to earn admiration at a mas(|uerade 
ball. Indeed he asked almost an impossibility. Nay, she thought 
that he di<l not love her truly, since he grudgecl her a pleasure 
which was, in itself, so veiy innocent. 

On the following day Abraham was a little more quiet, and 
he did not rage so tremendously ; but still he repeated in a 
menacing way ; you shall not go to the Ball!” to which 
Susanna replit^d in an equally gruinbliiig U)ne : “ And go 

J shall !” to which the father used to add ; “ And she shall go, 
in spite of your teetJi, 1 command it.” Dancing shoes, silk 
stockings, tine handkerchiefs, lace . o^* the most costly quality, 
ribands and heaven knows what all, were accordingly procured. 

But when the ball day had arrived, Abraham seeing that she 
was in earnest, laced his bundle, entered perfectly ready to set out 
^nd said : “ If you go, I am ofl’ also, and we are for ever sepa- 
rated.” Susannah turned pale. The old man, who had just 
had a violent quarrel with Abraham, said ; “ Pack awayt the 
sooner you be ofi’ *tlie better ! I wish to see wh4> is master of us 
two ! Susanna will get a husband every day ten times better than, 
you.”— But Shsanua began to cry. At th^ moment a servant 
of the Count Von Siebenthal entered with a box which he deli- 
vered in the name of his master. It contained^ said he, som^ 
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trifles for the attire of Miss Schatzmann. It was a precious veil, 
there were also beautiful rolls of large ribands, a rich coral string 
for the neck, two rings of beautiful diamonds of the first water. 
Susanna looked sideways at that magnificence, which her father 
pulled out of tlie box, and the diamoiids glittered through her 
tears in multilarious colours, with still greater lustre. She was 
w^avering between love and vanity. • 

And you do not go !” said Abraham. 

“ And I shall go !” said Susanna with a proud resolution ; 
“ You are not worthy the tears ivliicli I shed for y ou ; I see I threw 
away my affection on an ungrateful wretch. Now I perceive 
clearly that since you grudge me even so much honor and plea- 
sure, you have never loved me.” 

“ Be it so,” said Abraham : “ you will break a faithful heart.” 
He threw the ring whicli he had received from her, at her feet 
.and went away, never to return. 

Susannah sobbed aloud and wanted to call him back ; but 
her lather comforted her. The Evening came and she dressed 
for tlie Ball. The toilette dissipated her mind and she soon 
forgot her run-away lover.*^ A carriage stopped before the house 
Von Siebenthal came to fetch her. They rolled away. Oh 
Susanna !” said he in the carriage: “ how infinitely handsome 
you are. You are a Goddess. For such dress, not for your usual 
simple attire you were born !” 

The feast was brilliant. Von Siebenthal and Susanna appeared 
in black. Both by their splendour drew the attention of all 
on them. For 'they even exceeded the magnificence of the Vis- 
count Wytteiibach and the young Baroness von Freiidenreich, 
moving through tlie various coloured rows of masks. 

“ The black man is certainly the Count V* said the Viscount 
to his bride and partner ; “ Why that fool endeavours to hide 

his face by a mask is more than I can conceive ; surely he cannot 
shorten his bamboo figure, by wliich he overtowers every man 
a whole head. To make himself known, this knight of the sad 
figure does not require to wear his own livery, black on black, 
like an undertaker. But*l am curious who his partner may be. 
Indeed a charming figure and she dances most gracefully.” 

I bet,” said the Baroness, it is some common thing from , 
town. It is visible by her stiff, uneasy gait.” 

“ The Ball lasted until late at night before they sat down to a 
sumptuous meal at which of course the masks were laid aside. 
At the sight of so many strange and beautifql faces, an agreea- 
ble surprise weis excited. It seemed that the Viscount could not 
satisfy his eyes in beholding the Count’s fair partner. He came 
to sit near her and ihe Count took his seat at the side of the 
Baroness. The two gentlemen seemed to change their parts ; 
xnARy fiattcring things which amounted almost to adulation 
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which the Viscount addressed to his joyful neighbour, the count 
said to the bride. Tnis conversation they even continued after 
the supper was removed. 

“ Upon my honour/’ said the Viscount to Von Siebenthal, “ I 
purloin youi* partner even at the risk of becoming your foe.” 

^ The revenge is in my hands my dear Viscount,” said Von 
Siebenthait “ 1 purloin your anriable Baroness.” 

“ TJie Viscount ffired by his new passion and t he old wine, 
replied, thoughtlessly enough, without i)erceiving the Baro- 
ness close to him, who could wellSiear what he said. A doz- 
en of my Baroness for a single such Venus !” 

^ Viscount,” said the Count in a stern tone, take care of 
what you say. However amiable my partner may be, tho 
first prize ol beauty always belongs to the queen of the feast, 
your bride.” 

“ A queen by name only ! — I am for the real power !” ex- 
claimed the Viscount. The Count in vain endeavoured to give 
him hints and signs to moderate himself on account of the pre- 
sence of the Baroness ; he at last spoke more resolutely, and 
commanded the Viscount not to give fttterrance to any further 
offensive language. The Baroness went away in a great j)assi- 
on. They then came to higher words. TJie Count endeavoui- 
ed in vain to come to a friendly understanding. The Viscount 
enllamed by love, wine and anger, beliaved still more indecorous- 
ly. The guests gathered round them. The Count to guard a- 
gairist^a greater uproar remained sile»d. But when the Vis- 
count said. Count, I never thought. Unit such ft worried rake 
as yourself, could have the strength to ieel jealousy ; for impo- 
tent jealousy only speaks through you !” — then Von Siebenthal 
could not convain himself any longer. “ Viscount !” he ex- 
claimed, Rake I Who daies to say so 

“ Your own pale face !” replied the Viscount laughing scorn- 
fully. • 

“ If you are not a coward Viscount,” said the Count you’ll 
give me to-morrow morning satisfaction for your folly. One of 
us must quittliis house. Y^ou are a 

The Baron Von Frendenreich met his daughter in tears in a 
side room and acquainted her of tlie shameiul behaviour of the 
Viscount. He looked for him, and found him in time to hear 
the last words of the Count. Everyone present was incensed 
at the Viscount’s conduct. . ^ 

The Baron enraged seized the hand of the Viscount and lead 
him aside, “ you have openly affronted my daughter, you des- 
picable wretch ; did we deserve this from you ? you must give 
me satisfaction very moment and not ^o-morro?v.” So 
saying they both left the Ball room. Whilst here the couples re- 
newed their dance, to reinstate the broken harmony. The Baron 
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with the Viscount entered a solitary well illuminated' side room. 
The Count followed them at their heels. He brought two swords 
pf which he oflered one to the Viscount, whilst addressing the 
Baron ; “ Permit me Baron, toVevenge the honor of the divine 
Baroness and my own on this worthless man !” In a rage the 
Viscount said. “ Well then you milk coloured face, draw ! 
With that he drew his sword, fPung away his scabbafd, and at- 
tacked the Count. The Count defended himself with sang froid. 
The duel had scarcely lasted three minutes, when the small 
sword of the Viscount was fliAig from his grasp with a mighty 
force, so that it flew in a large side mirror which split in a thou- 
sand pieces. 

* Pitiful wretch” ! exclaimed the Count : “ Your life is in my 
power. I dont wish to defile myself "^ithyour contemptible 
blood. Away from this atmosphere and return not again.” So 
saying he gave a cut over his back with the flat side of his sword, 
and threw him out of tlie door with the strength of a giant. 

The same night Viscount Von Wyttenbach left the castle with 
all his retinue. • 

However deeply offended, by the Viscount’s indecorous beha- 
viour, the young Baroness conceived herself, it gave her full sa- 
tisfaction ‘to see her honor redeemed by the drawing of swords. 
•True she never bore the Viscount any affection, but now she 
hated him cordially. She now found in the Count some- 
thing strangely interesting, although she disliked his^ coun- 
tenance before*. There is no occasion to wonder attliis sudden 
change. It is well known, that love makes his victims blind. 

When she was told by her father of all that had taken place, 
she looked for the Count with a seeming anxiety which indeed 
was only assumed. She well knew things had terminated without 

bloodshed on either side. 

• 

“ But my dear Count,” said she “ What did you do ? You 
are I hope not wounded ? For God sake how you have frigh- 
tened me !” • 

, “Mygr acious lady and if I were wounded for your sake how 
proud 1 ^ould feel. Don’t be alarmed, such a fop as the Vis- 
count does not easily give me a wound. But should you feel 
some pity for me, there is room enough for it ; for I am indeed 
wounaed, in a dangerous place — in this heart — and by you too. 
Buf for that you have no pity !” 

“ Trifler ! Till now none ever perceived oh you such a wound.^ 
? I. remained” he replied “ silent and suffered, it flattered my vanity 
to be one of the many sacrifices of your charms. I was silent, I 
was happy to revenge you at the risk of my owhdife. I shall be 
went# ana ha^ happy to die ior you**? 
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“ Be silent!” said the Baroness smiling, and rewarded liis flat- 
tery with a soft pressure of her hand “ conduct me again to the 
Ball room. 

They danced, botli became more confidential, for that heavy 
confession the heaviest to all sufferers, was uttered and not 
rejected^ When by way of jest, she called him her knight and 
cliainpioi^, lie in the manner of knights asked for his love reward. 
True the young Baroness refused it though it only consisted 
of a kiss on her glowing cheeks : but the conquest was not less 
dear to her. ' 

Susanna was still more intoxicated with joy, she was an object 
of general admiration. So many tine things of her beauty were 
never told her, which she heard here from so many young noble- 
men. When the count reconducted lier, in the morning, to 
her father’s house and he invited her for the next ball , her extreme 
joy was redoubled. ^ Oh Susanna,” he sighed. “ You passed 
this evening so agreeably to yourself ; don’t you wish for such 
joyful moments both morning and evening ? It only dep(uids on 
you. As countess VonSiebcnthal your whole file will be a Ball day.” 

She was silent. He stole a kiss fr?)m her, pressing her to liis 
bosom, she trembled, remained silent, and siift’ered the second. 

The count did not fail to inquire after the health of botli his 
dancing partners and to continue his court to each, to both he 
made splendid presents and he inspired both maidens with vaiii* 
ty and love. The fathers, the tailor as well as the Baron were 
dazzled in nearly the same manner. The tailor thought soon 
to be rich enough to give up his trade, andf the Baron was 
loud in his praises, of the most flattering kind, in favor of the count 
who indeed had advanced him considerable sums in times of 
great pecuniary embarrassments. 

Von Siebenthal had no difficulty in gaining his end : he demand-t- 
ed Susanna’s hand, and that too of the Baron’s daughter, they 
both gave their consent, which was confirmed*by their parents. 

This insatiable seducer played exactly the same game in the 
house of Mr. Baumgartner the first musician of the town ; by his 
artifices he succeeded in separating* his daughter from her be- 
trothed lover, and in placing himself in his stead. The betroth- 
ment with all three was formally concluded on the same day. 

On the betrothment-day the Baron gave a grand dinner, ball 
and supper. The convulsions of nature on that day were dreadful ; 
storm, rain and snow, were accompanied by vivid liglitning, 
thunder and liaiL«itones. The tiles rattled from the roofs, the 
largest treevS broke or were plucked up from th^ir roots, but no- 
ihing of this was perceived in the Ball room where the evening 
ivas spent in the enjoyment of idve> wine and rnemment. 

The yoting Baroness adorned arid dressed out in royal 
by the prodigal < preseBta of heir4>etrethed> -danpad 
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with extravagant joy and was delighted with the envious admi- 
ration of the other noble ladies^ of the surrounding neighbour- 
hood who could not but acknowledge her splendour. She 
made them feel that as the bride of the richest count of 
Germany she could no longer look upon them as her equals. 

Before the Ball was ended, she was too weary to stay longer 
and she retired early in the morning to her sleeping roi^m. Tho 
Count as if intoxicated with love followed her unperceived. When 
the count returned he found all ready for departure ; the carri- 
ages one by one in rapid siicceision drove to and from the gate- 

Early on the following day a most horrid rumour ran through 
the town, that the daughter of the musician Baumgartner was 
found dead in ber bed with her neck twisted. All thronged to 
that unfortunate house. Doctors, Surgeons and Police OfD- 
cers hurried thither, and the most pitiful cries were heard. Now 
the circumstance (in Advent too) which had happened a hun- 
dred years ago in Herbeshiem occurred to many. The tradi- 
tion of the Dead Guest revived. Terror seized upon all. 

Master Schaizmann heard of it too. He thought of Susanna 
with a cold shudder. But A^hen he reflected on the Dead Guest, 
and according to the tradition on the tall big man with the pale 
face in the black dress and when he foundthisto be the accurate 
description of the Count, his hair stood an end. But yet he never 
gave entire credit to a tale that no reasonable man could believe. 
He reproached himself for his doubts, and went up to his chest 
to take a wine glass full of the kirshenwasser which he lujd re- 
ceived from the Gount, as a cordial for his taint heart. 

To his astonishment the bottle had vanished ; his wonder was 
yet more strangely excited when looking in a different box, one 
thing and other and all were wanting which either he or his 
daughter had received from the liberality of the Count. He shook 
his head with horror. 

His heart fordjoded evil things. Alone and silent he crept 
into Susanna’s sleeping room, that in the most dreadful case lie 
might have no witness, and that he might not become the talk of 
the towm. He softly open0d the door. He went to the bed of 
the daughter, but yet he could not suininon suflBcient courage to 
open his eyes. And when at last he gave a glance there — it 
grew dark before his eyes — there she laid dead ; her beautiful face 
twisted to her back. Struck as if by lightning he stood moti- 
onless. In his confusion he laid hold of the pale head of the 
deceased, and laid it in its natural position j without knowing 
what he did he Ifasteiied to the doctor and announced to him the 
sudden death of his child. The doctor looked on the beautiful 
corpse and shook his head, her Lead was again twisted to tiko 
back. Master Schatzmann did not wish the truth to be divulg- 
ed^^intreated him to say that a severe fever occasioned by tW 
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violent storm, or the hot weather, or any thing else had killed 
her. The poor tailor in his griei began to howl so loud that the 
whole neighbourhood was alarmed. 

Nothing but the misfortune of those two poor girls was heard 
of when a new report of the instant death of the only daughter of 
the Baron Von Frendenreich was promulgated. Yet the doctors 
who returned to town from the* Baron’s house, asserted that the 
lady liad been alive this morning; an apoplexy in consequence of 
a cold caught at tlie Ball the previous night was more than suf- 
jicient to destroy her tender life : but who believed it ? Every 
one was convinced that the young Baroness had shared the 
same untoward fate as the other two, and that the Baron had for 
honor’s sake spared no money to buy the secret. 

Indeed the house of the Baron, from a jdace of extravagant 
mirth was changed into a house of moui tiing ; the unfortunate fa- 
ther was inconsolable. Had it been possible to aggravate his grief 
it would have been the discovery that all his bills of exchange, 
together with all his gold, necklaces, ring.% jewels, &c. which 
the Count Von Siebenthal, had either given i o tlie lather or daugh- 
ter, had disappeared with the life of the Baroness. Nay the Count 
himself, who was sought in all places had become invisible in the 
most unaccountable way. His apartments were as clean and 
empty as if he had never dwelt therein. His baggage, servants, 
horses, carriages, and all that belonged to him were gone. 

Thus on one and the same day, the three unfortunate brides 
were conveyed to their last homes. The coflins uUdthe mourners 
arrived at the same time on the burial ground before the town. 
The^rsoii read the funeral service for all three ; when one of 
the mohriiers wrapped uj) in a black mantle somewhat before the 
service was concluded turned sideways ; scarcely at the distance 
of a few paces, he was seen in a changed shape, in an old and sin- 
gular fashion, snow white, with a white feathe!: in his hat ; three 
large red spots were visible upon his person, and drops of blood 
were distinctly seen to drip dow n over his white clothes. He went 
toward the Hearing-place, and was nolonger seen. Whilst a cold 
shudder seized all who looked after that terrifying appearance> 
the bearers of the colfins were yet more dismayed in lifting 
them to their graves. For they Ibuml them as light as if they 
were empty. In their terror they hurled the empty boxes on 
the ground. A hurricane with rain and snow passed over the 
land. All fled in lear and terror towards the town. A sliarp 
cold wind blew with fury after them. * 

A few days after this, the Baron Von Frendenreich left his 
paleice in the most melancholy weather, whither he never refurn- 
>ed. The gardens became a wilderness. The castle remained un-^ 
inhabited, till heaven knows how ! it became aprey to tlie flames^ 
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MUTUAL EXPLANATIONS. 

Watteville Iiere concluded his narration. This second part 
though it did not produce the same terrific eflect, yet it did 
not fail to leave a deep impression on the assembly ; for they 
conversed the whole evening of it, and not a few with great se^ 
riousness about the possibility of, such an apparition. But no one 
ridiculed it so much as Mr. Guyot. His wit and mocl:ery were 
however lost ; for he was well known as a freethinker, and they 
knew too that the former old pyrsoii had distinctly aimed at him, 
when in his sermons he spoke of Deists, Atheists, Socinians, &c. 

The powerful intwest excited by Watteville’s narra- 
tion was very clear by the rapidity with which it circulated 
throughowt the town and of course it was pressed up with multi- 
farious additions. At another time it wotild not havb attracted 
tlie attention of an evening winter party. But now when the 
hundred years visit of the DEAD GUEST was quite the topic of 
the day, it excited the curiosity of the most unbelieving and 
most indifferent men'. 

Watteville was obliged Ho leave Herbesheim for some time on 
regimental aflairs. He would gladly have remained not only on 
account of the bad weather, but on account of Amelia and of him- 
self; for only now when danger came on his love, did it grow to a 
violent passion. He did not doubt of the fidelity of her heart, nor that 
she would consent to the merchant-like calculated marriage plan ; 
but his thoughts were tormented by a hundred thousand^ possi- 
bilities. And if they had not tormented him, yet the separation 
from his secretly betiirotlied bride, whose entire being, in the glowr 
ing of his passion, had become deified, was intolerable. But the 
order was strict and a military obedience was exacted. 

Amelia" said he to her, the evening before his departure, 

“ Amelia never, never did I leave Herbesheim with such a heavy 
heart. And though it be but for a few weeks yet I feel as if ^ 
prere for ever.” 

Amelia was terrified bji. his words. She took his hand and 
said : Are you perhaps anxious about Mr. Huber that he might 
arrive during your absence ? Or are you fearful of my firmness ^ 
Fear nothing, I entreat you ; fear nothing, don’t iniiid me, bqt 
yourself ; take care of your health, of your life, for this is unwhole,- 
flome weather. I do confess to you, never was I so faint hearted 
at our separation as npw. J don’t know why, but 1 tremble lesjjt 
you may never return.” ' . 

They both continued to communicate their mutual apprehen- 
sions arid anxieties, and what tliey did not dare to do beAlrq, 
they took their mutual adieu with tears and kisses. Both in 
li^ir exti^me grief considered . 
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At night the Captain departed. The following morning Mrs. 
Guyot seeing the eyes of her daughter red from shedding tears 
inquired of her, how she was ; she then came to know how 
dearly she loved and was beloved by Watte ville ; she concluded 
her consolations thus : It could not well be otherwise. You 
could not help it. ,He is worthy of you though he does not pos- 
sess what ^ur father wants. I dhall discover to your father how 
matters stand bet\^een you.** 

For heaven’s sake not yet.^ 

Yes Amelia, now. Had it bedn earlier it would have been 
better. I must tell it to him for I his wife. As such I will not 
and dare not keep a secret from him ; never keep a secret from 
your f uture husband. The very first secret, man and wife hold 
from each uther, even in the happiest matrimony, carries ruin 
to their mutual confidence ; 1‘rom time to time we may act 
wrong but, sincerity is the best remedy and prevents misunder- 
standings.” Thus she spoke and left her, to join Mr. Guyot 
at breakfast. 

“ What is the matter with the girl ? what cloes she want ?” 

Confidence for you and me out of too great love for her parents.” 

That won’t do. Mamma, you have again something in the 
background. Yesterday she had a headache, to-day no confi- 
dence, and to-morrow — .” 

“ She is afraid to give you pain.” 

J^onsense.^* 

She is afraid that you will force Von Huber ,upon her, eveu 
if she should not wish to have him.” 

She has not yet seen him.” 

“ She would rather not see him at all. Her heart has already 
decided. She and Watteville are attached to each other. You 
might have perceived that long ago.” 

Stop !*' said Mr. Guyot and set down the coffee cup ; h© 
reflected for a moment and again he lifted i{ up and said : 
^ What more ?” 

“ What more ! That you should be c^areful, and not hasten with 
the betrothinent if you don’t wish to cause some misfortune. 
It is possible that Auielia may find Von Huber veiy agreeable, 
if she be certain that he will not tie forced on her. It is possible 
that the Captain may be removed to another garrison, and that 
separation may produce more eflect than force.” 

“ True, I will write to his general. He must send him to andlber 
garrison. By all thS powers ! Amelia does not surely wish to be- 
come a captain’s wile ? I’ll write by the first post day. These . are 
saditimes.” 

Mr. Guyot in his fashion stormed a little, but at the end he 
saw that lilrs. Guyot was in the right. When Amelia came up 
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to him he eaid : you are a reasonable girl and you should not 
throw yourself away like a goose. You may love each other 
much as you please, only don’t think of marriage. Make yourself 
acquainted with Von Huber, should he not suit you, away with 
him, I force you not : do you in your turn not force me.’’ 

' Thus the peace of the lainily was restored by the prudent con« 
duct of Mrs- Guyot. ^ 

THE SURPRIZE. 

But only see Mamma” said Amelia “ how the wind blows ! 
how black the heavens are I" only observe the rain, snow and 
hailstones !” 

Mrs. G, smiled, for she had an idea which she did not know 
at first, whether she ought to communicate. At last she said : 

Amelia do you know ? To-day is the first Advent day, when 
the reign ofthe Dead Guest is lo begin. The black prince as it 
should seem always announces himself by a violent storm.” 

. 1 am quite sure Mamma, this storm throws the inhabitants of 

Herbesheim in great terror !” 

At this moment Mr. Giiyot in a great hurry entered the room 
with a loud but yet soine\that singular laughter; it was not clear 
whether it was natural or forced. 

Fooli.sh things and no end !” cried Mr. G. "go into the 
kitchen Mamma, and set the house maids in order, else they will 
throw the meat into the soup and the soup iido the sauce.” 

What can the matter be,” asked the astonished Mrs. Guyot. 

" How ! you know nothing? Tlie whole town says tfiat the 
l)ead Guest is arrived. Two laborers of the Fabric enter my 
room from the street out of breath and as wet as poodledogs, 
to relate what they heard in ten diflerent places. I don’t wish 
to hear of that diabolical nonsense<v 1 pass near the kitchen 
the maids are all in alarm. I thrust my head in, to see what was 
the matter, when those foolish things, at the sight of my black 
wig, cry a loud *and run about taking me to be the Dead Guest. 
Are you all mad ? cried I ? Oh ! exclaimed Ann “ I will not 
deny it, Mr. Guyot, I am abominably frightened. My knees are 
in a tremor. And I neAd not be ashamed that I gave my 
word to the chimney sweeper Muller. But now as it happens so, 
I wish I had not seen Muller in all my born days.” Thus cried 
Ann, and as she was going to wipe her tears she lets the pan 
with the eggs fall from her hand. Gritle behind the hearth weeps 
in hgr apron. The old one eyed Gattung, with her sixty years, 
is quite confounded and cuts her finger with the kitchen knife 
when wiping it.**’ 

^ « D id i not say so” said Amelia iang^bing; 

" Put order in the kiteben Mamma P continued Mr. Goyot t 
f elae file effect of this willbe thatire most starve this blessed 
flunday;*'' 
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AraeUa jumped out of the room vrith laug^tcr/saymg. " it 
shall not be so bad as all that.” 

■ These are” said Mr.G. “the fine fruits of superstition. All 
ore full of superstition from the beggar to the first Minister^ 
schoolboys and parsons, midwifes an:l profe sors all inveigh 
against information, say that it brings insubordination, irreligi- 
6n, revolufton. They will scarcely lay out a kreutzer for the" 
iinprovcment of schools, but millions for the btiildiog of churches- 
chapels and private houses ; the moutlis of reasonable people are 
kept shut by force, but if a man praises nonsense and servitude ha 
is rewarded with titles and situations.” 

“ Papa” said Mrs. Gayot witli a smile “ the affair is not de.- 
serving of such violent aiiimadversioa.” 

“ Good heavens you yourself are attacked with superstitious 
belief! Do you take superstition under protection ? When I diet 
will leave ten thousand gilders for the salary of a man who is to 
teach notliing else but comuioii sense. He who can suffer such 
mad ideas oi‘ ghosts and apparitions must wi^sh the whole world 
to be a jnad house.” ♦ 

But Papa, iny dear Papa, whither do you wander in your 
zeal?’' 

• Cursed be a"l supertition I but I see you are too deeply 
rooted in that cursed doctrine. Go on so and* you’ll be just 
as the English wish you to be ; the more stupid a nation is, with 
greater facility they can ruin them. You will not improve, till a 
second Bonaparte conics with an iron rod tobeatiteenseintoyou.": 
' Whilst Mr. Guyot continued in lull zeal to thunder away in 
this manner liis Book keeper entered the room. 

It is correct Mr, Guypt.” 

“ Wind is correct?” 

He is arrived. He lodges at the black cross." 

“ Who lodges at the black cross?” • 

The Dead Guest.” 

. " What folly ! You a reasonable man ! must you too believe aU 
the old women tell you?” » 

; My eyes are not old women ! I stepped out of curiosity 
,into the black cross; 3Ir. Stuber the notary, was my compa« 
iiion. We found him sitting in the large room.” 

“ Absurd 1” 

I kpew him immediately. The inn-keeper appears to Jyiow 
him too ” 

"Stuff!” 

The guard-master at the door of the town, recognized .him 
00 -the spot, and gave information of it to the Police.” 

"The guard-master is 0 suj[>erstitious fool; he ought to W 
htsihaBied of himself,” 
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Very well; but if it be not the Dead Guest, it must be his 
twin-brother. A pale face, from head to foot, in black. A 
figure of about four or five ells. A three-folded golden chain 
over the breast. On all his fingers, sparkling diamond rings* 
Beautiful equipages ! A numerous train of servants.” 

Mr. Guyot stared for a long time at the book-keeper, with 
, a look which betrayed utter astonishment ; at last hecbroke into 
a loud laugh. 

Will then the devil have his sport with us that that fellow 
must just arrive on the first ddy of Advent.’’ 

And just at the time when t he people came from the Church, 
and ran over the street, when wind and Veather stormed with 
the greatest violence.’’ 

But what may be the name of the stranger ?” ?■' 

“I don’t know, but this man calls himself just as he likes. 
Sometimes heis VonBuren, at other times Count Von Siebenthal. 
It is also singular that he took his residence at the black cross, 
as if he had been attracted by that name.’’ 

Mr. G. remained a long time silent and in thought. At last 
he said, Chance, nothing but chance. Only don’t think of the 
Dead Guest. But a most singular accident it is. JiLst on Advent 
Sunday, during the most abominable weather, tall, black, pale, 
the rings, his equipages, &c. &c. 

I should not believe a single word, if you were not a reason- 
able man book-keeper. But don’t take it in bad part ; you^Jreard 
the tale of the Dead Guest, you saw a stranger dressed in black ; 
suddenly the devil plays one of his pranks with your imagina- 
tion, and adds what is wanting to turn your brains.” 

THE APPARITKJ^^. 

The Dead Guest was the only topic of conversation. All were 
anxious to hear ftiore of him, and to obtain more accurate inform- 
ation of the stranger at the evening party at the Burgomaster’s. 
Mrs. Burgomaster, kept an uninterrupted day and night Chroni- 
cle of Herbesheim. The lahies assembled early. Mr. Guyot pro- 
mised to go in the dusk of the evening. He had to settle some 
business with his jieople which he used to do on the afternoons . 
of Sunday. 

He was just on the point of dispatching the last of his people, 
and .setting out to join the evening party, when he was startled 

a piercing female shriek. 

Mr. Guyot add his journeyman were violently alarmed. There 
WaS; a deep silence. 

** Go and see Peter what this can be,” said Mr. O. to his 
iabonrer.' He was absent but a short time and then returned, 
witli a vi^A look, and could scarcely give utterance to a few 
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words, witli a tremulous, and almost inaudibly slow voice. Some 
one said he, at length, desires to speak to you/' 

Let him come in/’ said Mr. G. angrily. Peter opened the 
door, and a stranger walked slowly in. It was a thin, tall man, 
dressed in black, with a handsome but paleface. His black 
neckcloth increased his paleness, which was indeed death-like. 
His elegant dress, and his rich •ornaments, and diamond rings 
Sparkling from hisP finger, with the dignity of his vnanners, made 
it evident that he was a man of high rank and fashion. 

Mr. G. stared at the stranger ; iie saw the Dead Guest before 
las eyes ! be collected himself as well as he could and said to hi 4 
labourer, “Peter you Remain here ! I have to tell you something 
afterwards.” 

I feel happy Mr. G. to make your acquaintance !” said the 
stranger slowly, and in a low voice: “ I should have waited on 
you this morning, had I not been greatly in want of repose from 
my journey, and fearful to intrude on your family immediately 
after iny arrival.” 

You do me honor. Sir !” replied Mr. G. with some hesita- 
tion. But an involuntary shudder stfizea him. He could not 
trust his eyes. He drew a chair for the stranger, but secretly 
wished him a hundred miles ofl*. 

The stranger bow^d slowly, took his seat and said : “You don’t 
know me ; but without doubt you guess who 1 am?” 

Mr. G. felt as if his hair under his wig stood an end. He 
shook his head, wdth anxiety and politeness, and said with a 
forcea smile : “ I have not the honor to recogniiite you.” 

I am Huber, the son of your old friend !” said the Dead 
Guest, with a hollow voice, and wdth a cold smile that froze the 
old man’s Jieart. 

You have no letter from iny old friend?’’ asked Mr. G. The 
stranger unfolded a beautiful letter portfolio, and handed a chit. 
It only contained a few lines of recommendaWon. The hand- 
writing w as indeed something similar to that of the old Banker ; 
but still, there was something strange about it. 

3Ir. G. read the letter a long time, and read it over again, 
only to gain time, and to reflect. As an enlightened man, in 
^ spite of his involuntary terror, he did not wish to believe that the 
renowned C??/e,s*/ was before him; but as little could or 

would he convince himself, that the son of his friend should so 
exactly resemble, in figure and shape, the ill-famed apparition. 
Here was no probability of a trick of a bewildered brain, nor of 
chance. He jumped from his seat, begged pardon, that he was 
obliged to look for his spectacles, as his eyes were somewhat 
dim, and went away only to have an opportunity to collect liiin- 
self. When Mr. G. went into the side room, Peter immediately 
aeized the lock of the door. The Dead Guest slowly turned him« 
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self toward him, when Peter, with a jump, trembling in all hii 
limbs, flew out of tlie room, and he did not venture back till hd 
heard Mr. G. returning from the side room. 

Mr. G. indeed bad considered in haste, and in haste he took a 
desperate resolution. Still uncertain what kind of guest he Iiad 
before him, he could not hand pver his poor Amelia [p a doubt- 
ful being. Not without violent heart-beatipg lie approached 
him, and said in a doleful voice. “ Hear me, my dearest Von 
Huber, I have the highest opinion of you. However, strange 
things, very strange indeed, have happened here which I could 
jiot ioresee. 1 would tliat you had only done us the honor to 
come earlier. There has been a love atiair between my daugh- 
ter, and the Coinjuandiirit of the town. Betrotliment and so on. 
1 only knew this a few dayvS ago. The Captain wais my ward. 
What could I do. Nolens volens I was obliged to consent, I 
had proposed to write to-morrow to your father to acquaint him 
with all those contradictory events, and to request him not to 
give you any trouble. 1 am veiy sorry for it. What wdll ray 
old friend tliink of me?” ^ 

Further Mr. Gayot could not speak, excessive horror made 
his voice give wniy. The guesr seated opposite to him, against 
every expectation had not only listened to him coolly and quietly, 
but his look at first gloomy, cleared up at the words, “ love atfair,” 
^^betrotlm-ent,” as if he was particularly desirous to get a girl 
whose hand and heart was given away to another man. B^ut it 
did not escape, Mr. G.'s observation, that the pale face, hs if it 
had betrayed itself, eti leavoured to compose itself again to its 
former sternness as if displeased with itself. 

Give yourself no concern about it!” said V*on Haber, “nei-r 
ther for my father’s sake nor iny own.'^ 

Mr. G. thought to himself, “ I understand you but too well 
But now he endeavoured to redouble his elforts to keep away for 
^ver from Amelia, that well known, terrible seducer. 

“ I ought not to let you lodge at the imi, and should I'eqiiest of you 
to make my house your own. But the circumstance of the affair 
Wweeii my daughter and the Commandant — you may conceive— + 
a semond bridegroom in the absence of another, and then you 
understand, people of such a small town say more than they 
know. Besides my daughter^ 

; May I beg, no excuses ! I am not ill served at the hotel. I 
understand you. If you will only allow uif to wait on Miss 
Guyot.” . 

But you. » ^ 

■ • For to have gone to HerbesheiTn, and not to have jneen tUid 
bride that, was destined for mcj it would never do.” 
r true, but you.— — 
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t ** I envy the Commandant from all that I have heard of the 
beauty aiul the amiability of your daughter.” 

“ You are very kind.” 

^ It would have been the greatest honor to me to h^ve become 
a member of your excellent family. My father never mentioned 
you, but with the highest respect.” 

“ Your Humble sei'vant.” * 

“ May 1 beg to Be introdued to your daughter 

“ I am very sorry, very sony indeed. But for \ iiis evening she 
is in a large party, and where it* is a law nut to introduce a 
stranger under any pretext whatever. Therefore.^ ” 

“ Indeed I don’t care much about this evejiiing, 1 still feel fa- 
tigued, nor do 1 wish to see her in a large assemb y where one 
is always more or less constrained, I should prefer seeing her 
in domestic society.” 

“ Mr. Giiyot made a mute bow.” 

“I should still more like, and you will be kind enough to give 
me leave to see Miss (Juyot confidentially, I have many things 
which I wush to communicate to her privately.” 

Mr. G. felt terrified. He thought to Ti rnself : “ There we have 
it — that fellow marches in a straight line tow^ard his end!” He 
cleared his throat. 

The stranger w as now silent, and waited to hear what Mr. G. 
was about to say, but he kept silent, and continued. “I trust that 
my communications to Miss G.will give her consolation on seve- 
ral Points, for w hich she wdll not withhold iroinme her esteem, 
wliicli under present circumstances is far from infliflerent to me.*^ 

Mr. G. endeavoured to put in many and ifs, to prevent 
tliat confidential tete a tete. In his anxiety he spoke much, and 
from politeness (confusedly. The Dead Guest understood him 
not at all, or seemed not to wish to understand him, and he 
became more and moj e importunate. Mr. G.’s situation be- 
came still iTicire painful, he already saw his beautiful and dear 
child embraced by this apparition, and her face hvisted to her 
back. 

Under this conversation wliich lasted a long wdjile, it gretr 
dark, and as the guest made no motion to go. Mr. G. siul(i(?nly 
.started up and said, that unavoidable alfairs obliged him to be 
rude enough to quit him. Thus he forced his leave. The giiest 
in somewhat an ill humour departed, asking permission to renewr 
his visit. 

Mr. G. hurried ^tow^ard the Burgomaster’s house where the 
evening pai'ty w'as assembled; he w^as unusually taciturn. They 
apoke of nothing else but the Dead G uest. They asserted that 
he carried a large heavy box, filled with gold ; tha already tlie 
knew all the brides in town, that he was a very agreeable man, 
that some amell of the grave could bevperceived. Whab^ 
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^ver was said here, did for the most part only too well coincide 
with what Mr. G. had remarked in him in the assumed shape o£ 
the rich banker. 

■ As soon fxs Mr. G. had arrived home again with his wife and 
daughter, lie related the visit from the Dead Guest and that het 
hopeii to have done w itli him. The ladies were at first greatly 
astonished or rather frightened ) but when they heard the name 
of the proposed bridegroom, they could not help smiling. 

When they heard that the father had declared W atteville to be 
the bethrothed bridegroom. Amelia fell round his neck and 
said, “ Oh Papa, sweet Papa, do keep your word.” 

“ By heavens !” said the old man, “ 1 shall certainly keep my 
word.” 

The story appeared to the Ladies somewhat incredible, but 
they were rather inclined to believe that from his own fancy ho 
had made some additions, or that chance had made a singular 
joke, than to doubt the personality of Von Huber. Tliis 
stubborness of the mother and daughter in not believing his 
assertions, rendered Mr. Guyot still more anxious. 

“ Just so it was to comb ! just so !” exclaimed Mr. G. angrily 
and faint hearted. “ He has you already both in Jiis clutches, Jm 
has already stunned you. 1 am not credulous indeed, nor am 
1 superstitious but what actually happened to me, has liap- 
pened. it is a devilish trick which might drive me mad. 
Ileason cannot conceive it. But there may be many things 
which to reason are incomprehensible. 1 shall lock you. up in 
the cellar, tluil: you may have no communications with that 
infernal Ghost,” 

Dearest Papa ! May the Dead Guest be Von Huber or 
not, I swear to you not to love him and never to forget Wat- 
teville. But in return give me your word as a father, that you 
will not separate me from Watieville, be it the Dead Guest or 
Von Huber ihift sues for my hand, and then you need not 
lock me up.” 

“ Truly I would rather give you to the poorest beggar in th^ 

street who is at least alFving being ! — than to a Ghost !” 

GOOD AND BAD CONSEQUENCES^ 

Amelia had the most charming dreams, but Mr. Guyot passed a 
sleepless disturbed night. That pale figure, whose white face 
appeared more terrific from his black hair and beard was 
visible to him even with closed eyes. Amelia had the most grate-* 
ful sentiments ^towards that ghost-like stranger who had so 
suddenly converted her father, and brought her nearer to her 
dear W atteville. 

The following morning as soon as Mr. G. had taken his breakr 
4ast with his family, he went to the burgomaster. It was the 
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result of his reflections during the preceding night, and requested 
of him to adopt against the unknown stranger such police pro- 
ceedings as might efiectually compel him to leave the town. 
He now related frankly what had happened yesterday in his house 
before he joined his evening party, and that his wife and daughter 
were already benumbed in their senses ; that they looked upon 
the DeadsGruest as the real son of the Banker Huber, though it is 
reasonable to suppose, young Huber in his part as bridegroom, 
would not have chosen the exterior shape of Ihatkinown Guest, 
and that he could not possibly • have designed to play this 
trick out of frolick. 

The burgomaster shook his head at so delicate an affair. H© 
did not know what to say; but he assured him he would make 
tile strictest enquiries, for the whole town was in anxiety about 
this disagreeable apparition. 

When Mr. G. after some hours returned home, (having also con- 
sulted the police lieutenant and some other friends) he by chance 
looked through a glass window of his house, and beheld the horri- 
ble guest, as it appeared to him, in a tender conversation with 
Amelia. The girl smiled on him very ^amicably, and did not ap- 
pear to say anything against it when he took up her hand, kissed 
and pressed it to his lips. Mr. G. could not believe his own eyes. 
All the surrounding objects Seemed to tremble, or rather h© 
trembled himself. At first he wanted to enter abruptly and 
drive that insatiable seducer from the house ; then he considered 
the *©vil consequences which such a step might have for Amelia 
and himself. He thought too of the duel betwixt the Count You 
Siebenthal and the Viscount Von Wyttenbach only a hundred 
years ago. He ran as pale as death into his wife’s apartment, 
who was terrified by his look. , 

When she heard the cause of his condition, she endeavoured 
to console him ; assured him that the supposed^ ghost was really 
the expected bridegroom, an amiable modest man, with whom 
Amelia and herself had a long conversation. 

^ I believe Mamma, to your eye •this man is very modest. 
But go and see^ how far he has brought it with Amelia. They 
kiss each oiher.” 

That’s impossible. Papa !” 

“ Here, here, accuse these my eyes of falsehood. He has her 
in his clutches, she is lost ! Why are they alone — ^your brains 
are bewildered already, else you would not have left them alone.” 

^ Dear Papa, he asked permission to explain himself to her alone. 
How is it possible that you, an enlightened man ridiculing what- 
ever smells of superstition, should let your mind be turned^ and 
‘suddenly become the most bigotted of all men 
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* Svpwstititms^ bigotted ! no, c^l it pradent, careAd, against 
tiiis diabolical delusion ! Be it, whatever it may, we must arm 
wurselves against being cheated. The girl is too dear to me. 
'I order her for once, and for ever to intm<course with 

that soi disant Vwi Huber.* v 

“ But what will his father say ?* ,s, 

" Oh, the old man will saymothing. And how should he? 
And in the name of God ! let him say whatever he likes. Go, 
1 intreat you, and send away that cursed seducer !” 

Mrs. Guyot then went up to him, laid her hand in a friendly 
manner on his shoulder, and spoke softly in an intreating 
tone ; “ My dear husband, consider what you are doing in your 
idle fear‘1 Because he has a , pale face and a black coat, a stranger 
is not therefore a ghost. But if you order it, persist in it, and 
if it serves your peace of mind, I shall obey you. Yet consider, 
Amelia and I have invited him already to dinner.” 

" It is enough to strike a man with apoplexy ! * cried Mr. Guyot. 

To dinner ! It will drive me mad ! He must possess the magic 
art and has enchanted you like the rattle-snake does the small 
birds, who must fly into his jaw nolens volens. OS' ofl‘! 1 will have 
toothing to do with him !” 

At this moment Amelia in a cheerful humor came in. " Where 
is Von Huber,” asked Mrs. G. ' 

" For a moment only he went to his lodging. Truly he is a 
worthy excellent man V’ 

“ There you hear it !” cried Mr. G. “ In a quarter of an hour 
•he knows that he is a worthy and excellent man. You lovo 
Watteville! Oh if Watteville were here? But I will fear no 
more ; countermand your invitation. Tell him a li(% an honest 
shift, that I was suddenly seized with sickness^ that we are ex> 
tremely sorry, and that we cannot receive him to-day.” 

Amelia was frjghtened by the violence of her father. " Hear 
me papa, you shall hear what he has told me. He certainly is an 
. excellent man, and you will 

“ Stop ! I will hear nothing, I have already heard too much. 
Let me have my own will. Call it singularity, call it by what- 
ever name you like ; only hear me. Should Yon Huber re- 
semble the Dead Guest, or the Dead Guest Von Huber it is all 
the same devil. If you can bring your good, excellent Von 
Devil to leave Herbesheim to-day and for ever, I give you my 
Word of honor, that you may stick to and marry Watteville, 
ev^n should the real son of my old friend atrive. 1 promise to 
write immediately to his father, to relate to him all and to cancel 
all pluvious engagement as soon as I know that Satan is off. 
Ifiei'efs'niy hand, now tell me can you persuade him to pack, and 
beoff?” 
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** Well said Amelia overjoyed ; it shall succeed> only allow me 
to speak to him alone.” 

There we have it again ! No, no, off witkhim ! Write to him* 
a few lines. Off, with him !” 

No contradiction was of avail. But the price offered- to Ame- 
Ea was too precioiis. She wrote to the young Banker, she was 
sorry to he obliged to countenftand the invitation to dinner on 
account of the suBden illness of her father, she even requested 
him, if he had any esteem or friendship for her to leave town as 
soon as possible, for all her future fortune and the peace of the 
house depended altogether on his immediatt removal ; she pro- 
mised to write to him in a few days and to explain to him in a 
letter the singular causes, of her singular request. 

CONVERSATtONS WITH THE DEAD GUEST. 

A servant took Amelia’s letter to the inn and inquired for Vorr 
Huber ; the fellow went with pleasure, for he was in hopes of see- 
ing that famous and much dreaded Dead puest. But when he 
opened the door of the apartment of the Banker, he suddenly 
shuddered when he saw that tall, black and pale gentleman coming 
upon him, and heard him say in a hollow voice : What do you 
want?’’ The figure seemed to him much taller, blacker and pder 
than he had bad heard it was. 

May your excellency pardon me,” said the terrified man, 
with a face in wliich mortal anxiety was expressed? I did not 
wish*to interrupt your excellency, I only asked dor the Banker 
Von Huber.” 

“ I am |lie person.” 

“ YouflelP ? said the poor man trembling all over, and he felt as 
if his soles were nailed to tbs ground : “ For God’s sake, let me go !” 

** I do not hold you. Who has sent you?” 

^ Miss Guyot.” , 

“ Wherefore ?” 

“ That letter, you are . . . • ” With this unconcluded sentence, be-* 
cause the banker advanced a step to^j^ards him, he threw the let- 
ter at his feet, and ran off as if he was pursued ! 

Mr. Huber read Amelia’s letter, frowned darkly and walked 
violently up and down the room. 

Meanwhile he heard another knock at the door. The inn- 
keeper entered timorously, respectfully holding bis cap ki his 
hands and with a great many bows — You come in due time Mr. 
Host ; is dinner ready ?” said the black Gentlemffn— “ The dinner 
here is not good enough for your Excellency.” 

Quite so ; the things are well cooked.’* 

^ At the Golden Angel they could cook much better.” 
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‘‘ I wiU hear nothing of the Angel, I remain here at the Black 
Cross ; you are the most modest innkeeper I ever met with iti' 
my life. 4Let the table be covered.” 

The innkeeper rubbed his cap in hiaii|inds and appeared 
embarrassed how to express what seen^^ lie on his heart. 

The black Gentleman did not at first obsil^e it, as absorbed 
in thought, hb hastily walked °np and down the i%om. But 
whenever he approached too near the innkeeper, mine host 
carefully retired for four full steps. 

“ Do you want any thing else ?” enquired the Dead Guest. 

“ Alas, yes ! your excellency will be so good as not to take it 
amiss." 

“ By no means, out with what you have to say !” said the 
Dead Guest stretching out his arm to tap the innkeeper on the 
shoulder in a friendly manner. But he understood the motion 
difierently and fancied the Dead Guest wished to make an ex- 
periment of his head and nape. Believing himself to be 
in this fearful danger, with the quickness of lightning he 
bent himself to the ground,,made half a revolution with his body, 
took a desperate leap which carried him through the door and 
to the bottom of the stairs. 

Yon Huber, however annoyed he must have felt at such 
conduct, could not help laughing. He had observed this singu- 
lar shyness from all the inmates of the house ; it struck him par- 
ticularly since the morning. 

Again a knock at his door ; it was only half and slowly open- 
ed ; a martial head with a large Roman nose and large mustaches 
appeared with the question, “ Am I right? Von Huj^r?” 

* Certainly.” 

A big man in the Police livery now came into the room. “ The 
burgomaster requests your Excellency to repair for a moment to 
him.” 

“ To repair to him? that sounds somewhat in the Police style, 
Where does he live , 

" At the end of the street. Your Excellency, in the large cor- 
iner house with the balcony. 1 shall have the honor to conduct 
you thither.” 

“ That may not be necessary my good friend. I like neither 
military nor police escorts.” 

“‘The burgomaster has ordered it so.’’ 

“ Well, and jmu obey unconditionally. Haven’t you been in the 
tinoff ?” ' ■ 

‘In the_ seventh regiment of Hussars.” 

"In which battle did you get that fine scar on your forehead?* 

• in ft . battle with my comrades for a pretty girl P . ’ 
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• “ Thenyour wife won’t like to see that sear, unless ahe be kerself 

that pretty girl ?” 

^ I have no wife.” ; , , 

« No matter^ your heart then. For whoever can show such 

an honorable mark fair sex^ cannot remain insensible. But 

is it not so? 

The maikwith the mustaches ff owned his brow. It amused tho 
querist to read in Hie looks of this hero a kind of confirmation 
of his supposition; he therefore continued ^ “You must not lose 
courage, your soar ought to be e proof to your sweet heart, 
what you would hazard for a single look of her large black eyes, 
nay for a lock of her brown hair.” 

The police sergeant changed colour and widely opened his eyes. 

Your Excellency” he stammered, “ knows the girl already ?” 

“ Why not ? it is the prettiest girl in the whole town !” replied 
Von Huber smiling; whom it rejoiced to come at the love af- 
fairs of the police man by his bold and accidental questions. The 
policeman was not at all pleased; particularly with the roguish 
smile of that pale death-like face that appeared to have some- 
thing ghastly and malicious about it. 

“ Your Excellency knows her already? How is that pos- 
sible ? only yesterday you came here ? I have scarcely quitted 
the gate of the Milliner, and when I was not there another bad to 
look out for me. In a visible way you could not have entered the 
housa.” 

“ My good friend, houses are sometimes provided with blick 
doors.” 

The man^iyith the mustaches was thunderstruck, since he in- 
deed recollected a back door. Von Huber by the embarass- 
ment of the police man was made more wanton, and he endea- 
voured to make him jealous ; he said to him, “so she has become 
somewhat cold to your carresses? I thought so V the scar! the 
scar !” 

“ No my lord, not the scar. But, don’t get angry, yourself!’* 

What, I? Don’t you dream of that, you are of course not 
jealous. Let us enter into an alliance together, you under- 
stand.. 

• “I understand you but too well. No alliance. God beware !” 

You introduce me to your handsome bride, and I will re- 
concile her to your scar.’' 

The police sergeant made a motion as if seized witC a 
cold slmdder. Then he invited Von Huber in» a dry official 
tone to follow him to the Burgomaster. 

I shall go, but I positively decline your company through the 
town.” 

“ My order is so,** 



THE DEAD GUEST: 


KT 


[jANUAHt; 


" And I order the contrary. Therefore go and inform the Burg* 
mastei^ If you make the least hesitation, you may consider your 
bride *ost to you.” 

“ My lord for heaven sake !” said the l^est sergeant in great 
anxiety ! I obey ; but I entreat your E^cetfency for God’s sake> 
let the poor girl live !” ^ 

I hope you don’t suppose that I will eax the girkout of pure 
love?” 

“Your word of honor my Lord, that you will spare the poor 
child ; then I shall do for younvhatcver you may be pleased to or* 
der, should it even be my own death.*’ 

Quiet yourself. I give you my word of honor^ I will let the- 
poor child live. But tell me how is it that in your fear, you 
suppose such a thing possible ? who in this world can have the 
wish to kill a handsome girl?” 

“ You have given me your word of honor my Lord. I am content.. 
How can it interest you (o twist the neck of my poor Betty ? 

I go and leave you alone, even fiends must keep their word.*^ 

\Vith this the poor fellow left the room ; behind him he heard the 
Dead Guest laugh aloud.* It seemed to him to be a laugh of Sa- 
tanic scorn, and it came cutting through his ears and heart. He 
ran to the Burgomaster and related to his astonishment the 
whole story. 


THE EXAMINATION. 

Von Huber took his stick and hat and went off. Still he 
smiled at the “terror of the police sergeant whose jealoTisy he 
thought to have excited. 

As he crossed the street, he soon saw that he was yin a small 
town in which every stranger is gazed at as if he wi^re a wild 
beast, and where in greeting and returning the compliment a 
dozen hats are worn out in a year. Wherever he came people most 
politely receded on his approach with a low bow. Even from a 
p*eat distance all uncovered their heads. More respect could not 
have been shown to royalty. To the right and left of the houses, as 
he passed by, he saw a number of curious heads looking after 
him through the glass windows. 

But the worst happened to him when he came near the house with 
the balcony pointed out to him. Not far from that house in a square^ 
there is a fountain, the water of which, through seven pipes, gushed 
out into a large stone-bason. Round the fountain there stood 
n number of servant maids with buckets and tubs, busily chatter* 
ing. Some scraped fish, others were washin]^ salad, some placed 
their empty pails under tlie pipes, others carried the bucket al- 
ready fiUed, on their heads. Von Huber, to be more certain 
of the house of the Burgomaster, stepped aside, to inquire of 
one of those busy maidens, who in the vivacity of their conyersa* 
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tion did not at first perceive him. But as he opened his mouth, 
and all turned their eyes on him — help good Lord ! whal a loud 
outcry ! what a confusion ! all rebounded with terror. The one 
lets her fishdi'op into the water bason^ the other casts her washed 
salad on the ground, l&e water tub which the third carried on her 
head, tumbled down^^and the water dripped on the sixth as if she 
had been in a bath. All ran awa^ pale and breathless, except an 
old woman whose feet would not obey her any longer; she edged 
backward against the high fountain pillar as if she wished to 
push it down ; crossed herself witlf her withered hand as fast ao 
she could move it ; opened her pale lips and stared at him with 
eyes full of despair, whilst her thinly scattered hair stood an 
end. 

Displeased with these foolish people Von Huber proceed- 
ed directly to the house with the balcony. He was at the right 
place. The Burgomaster a short and well bred man, received him 
veiy politely and conducted him to a private apartment. 

“ You have sent for me” said Von Huber and indeedl 
I come with pleasure, for I hope to cl^ar.up many riddles through 
you. Only yesterday I arrived in your town, and I confess, have 
experienced here more adventures than on all my former travels.*" 

“ I believe it !” said the Burgomaster smiling : I heard of it^nd 
of something quite incredible. You are Von Huber son of the 
banker in the capital : you have connection with the house of 
Guyot and Co of this town ; you came since Miss Guyot ” 

^"Alfcorrect. Shall I legitimate myself to you Mr. Burgomas- 
ter?” Von Huber with these words took some papers out of his 
portfolio. 3^he Burgomaster did not decline to glance over them, 
but he immediately returned them with very obliging expressions 
of his satisfaction. 

“ Having told all Mr. Burgomaster that you could wish to be 
informed of. I now must request of you some explanation of 
tte various singularities of your town. Herbesheim is yet not so 
far separated from the remaining world, that sometimes a stran- 
ger may happen to pass it ; by what chance ami....” 

“ I know what you are going to say Sir. You shall know allj^ 
if you will only have the goodness to answer a few questions. 

I am at your command.” 

" Meanwhile, add my questions to the singularities of 
aheim that struck you, afterward you will explain to yourself ^1 
without much difficulQr. Do you dress yourself usmUj in black ?" 

* I am in mourning for one of my aunts.” 

Were you never before in Herbesheim T* 

^ Never.** 
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^Have you formed acquaintances with persons of this town, or 
did yojj by chance ever hear or read of the traditions of Her- 
besneim.’’ 

^ Personally I knew no body of Herbeshpin and I knew noth- 
ing else of the town than that there was that houi^e of Guyot and 
Co. and that Miss Guyot was an extremely amiable girl which I 
can confirm with pleasure.” * • 

“ Did you never hear or read of the story of the Dead Guest ?’* 

“ The history of Herbesheim, especially the old one is, I must 
confess it to my shame, Mr. iBurgomaster, as strange to me as 
the topography of the kingdom of Siam, and the Burmese em- 
pire.” — 

“Well Sir, your adventures in this town, which I rather guess 
than know, originate from our old traditions.” ' 

“ What can I have to do Vith your old stories ? such strange 
things never happened to me before.” 

The Burgomaster smiled and said : “ You are taken here for 
the Dead Guest, a^ghost in our popular traditions and however 
ridiculous tlie idea of our burgliers may be, I cannot — dp 
not take my sincerity amiss — I cannot conceal my surprise to see 
that you have a most striking resemblance to the hero of that 
Jiorrid tale. Supposing you do not wish to continue an old joke, 
that you are totally ignorant of the story of the Dead Guest, 1 will 
relate it to you just as I heard it from several persons.” 

Von Huber testified the most anxious curiosity. The 
Burgomaster *said“ It may be the first time that a nursery story 
was ever related olficially” and smiling, he told, from begin- 
ning to the end, the story of the Dead Guest. 

Now I can explain the whole mystery !*' said Von Hu- 
ber laughing, when the story was ended : The fair sex of Her- 
besheim are anxious about their necks.” 

“ Joking aside Sir, I am yet in the dark about several 
things. I believe in the most singular cases of chance ; but 
here the Goddess of fate plays her jokes so strikingly that 
I cannot but entertain sDine suspicion of you.” 

How, Mr Burgomaster, you certainly are not of opinion, 
'that I am the hero of your fable who visits Herbesheim every 
hundredth year to butcher poor virgins ?” 

“ Certainly not ! But accidentally you might have heard some- 
thing of that ghost-story and have taken advantage of your figure 
to enjoy the terror of the fair in Herbesheim. Why did you 
just chose the^ first Advent aunday for your arrival, and jus| the 
moment of the most violent storm and rain, if you knew nothing 
of that fable.” 

^"You are right Mr. Burgomaster, this accident is striking, 
i am surprised myself. However 1 can assure you that I so 



THE DEAD GUEST. 


49 


1830.] 


rarely look in the Almanac that I only now have the pleasure to 
learn that I arrived on the first Advent I also am ready to testify on 
oath that I did not ^^ive any orders terrain or storm to heaven ; 
on the contrary 1 should have liked to countermand the rain and 
the storm, as that weather very ill suits my jiresent state of health.” 

But how Sir, can you explain the grasp which you made 
wantonly this morning toward the nape of your landlord ?” 

Von Huber, laugtied aloud : ‘‘Hah, hah ! therefore did that 
po()r devil make a bow to the ground and give such a violent leap ; 
the landlord thought my innocent motion of the hand suspicious. 
I merely wanted to tap him on the shoulder.” 

One thing more, Sir, do you know Miss Cow ?” 

Many Cows Air. Burgomaster, but no Aliss that bears 
that handsome name.* 

“ Yet it is positively asserted, that you not only know her, but 
that you know even the back door of her house.” 

The back door of Miss Cow’s house ! Oh now I understand. 
At the back door I recognise the goddess of* the Police sergeant. 
Now the words and entreaties of that man are clear to me.” 

" I have something else to say Sir ; you will observe that 1 am 
informed of all your doings and of every step, and that the Po- 
lice of Herbesheim, may be put on a par with that of Paris even 
in the time of Fouchc and Savary. Till now I may explain every 
thing in the course of nature without having any suspicion that 
you endeavoured to bring terror on our pious Burghers. If 
you h^fl indeed no wish to act the part of the Dead (iuest, bow 
comes it to pass that in a very few minutes •only, you be- 
came so intimate with Aliss Guyot.” 

“ Then you are informed of that too ?” said Von Huber, per- 
plexed, and a blush came over his pale face which could not es- 
cape the keen eye of the Burgomaster. 

“ Again 1 beg your pardon for my curiosity” added the Burgo- 
master : You know officers of the Police and medical men have 
the privilege to put indiscreet questions. It is known to you 
that the Dead Guest lias especially the rejmtatiou to charm the 
ladies with the quickut^ss of lightning ; an art which I tliink 
you to possess without considering you dead.” 

• Von Huber, was silent for a moment, and then said : 

Mr. Burgomaster I begin to be more afraid of you than all 
your hon’ble citizens are of my black coat. The walls must tattle 
to you ; for this morning only I was with the amiable Aliss Guy- 
ot, ,< 0 ind tliat for a very short time, if you allude to that lyhen you 
talk of intimacy. But permit me to remain sileTit on that point. 
Either your walls have told you our whole conversation> and 
you know it, or if you do not, it does not become me to withdraw 
the veil ; unless Miss Guyot^ herself will doit of her own accord.’* 

January 1830. G * 



60 THE DEAD GUEST. [JANUAHIT, 

TheBurgomastcr,aignified with a gentle nod of the head that he 
did not wish to press any more on him, and he changed the con- 
versation : “ Do you intend to remain here a long time ?” 

“ To-morrow 1 shall depart. My affairs here are done and truly it 
is not very pleasant to be obliged to act the part of a ghost.” 

The announcement of the sudden departure was welcome news to 
the Burgomaster. He did not say a word more about it and 
conversed with him on different subjects. At last he took his leave. 

The Burgomaster found the case very singular. For to hold 
as the meeting of fortuitous cfrcumstances that which vStamped the 
pretended Von Huber the Dead Guest seemed unreasonable. Tliere 
was too much in all this for the natural order of things. On the other 
hand, there was no reason to doubt the veracity of the stranger. 
The Burgomaster considered the case in all its bearings, w hilst he 
looked on the street through the open window. He stepped to that 
window, as soon as his visitor had left the room, to observe in 
what manner the people in the street would look on the Dead 
Guest. But to his ji^reat astonishment he did not quit the Iiouse. 
He waited a long time ; a quarter of an hour had passed, but he 
waited in vain. He rung the bell. The servant came and was 
questioned by the Burgomaster. The servant swore to have 
^tood a whole hour before the house gate, but that he had not 
seen the Gentleman in the black dress go out of the house. 

The serv ant was dismissed : That looks very ghost like 

bummed the Burgomaster, and again he took his place hy the 
window, after^some time the servant entered uncalled rfhd in- 
formed him, that the chambermaid was as pale as death, and cry- 
ing, and told him, that the Dead Guest w^as witli his daughter 
alone in a room. That the young lady was as familiar with that 
horrid figure, as an old acquaintance ; that the Dead Guest had 
given the lady a pair of beautiful bracelets, and spoken to her 
in a whisper. That the chambermaid had seen all, but under- 
stood nothing ; and that after a short time the lady had sent the 
chambermaid out of the room. 

The Burgomaster laughed at first ; \mt every inclination to 
laugh vanished dt the mention of bracelets, of the whisper, and 
the chambeirmaid being sent away. In a rough manner he told 
the servant tb be gone : Bracelets ? whispers witli my Sophy ? 
How comes he to know her ? Good God ! How does my child 
become so soon acquainted with him ? Verily this man acts the 
pafi of the Dead Guest, too naturally ?” This he spoke to him- 
self. Sometimes he ran to the door of his apartment opened it 
and was going to surprise the stranger with his daughter, but he 
fhbvght of the duel between tlie Count Von Siebenthal and the 
VisbOunt; he was alsoasjiamed of his superstitious belief; he 
therefore put a bridle on his anidety. But another quarter of an 
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hour passed. At last be found the time too long. He wild- 
ly ran into his daughter’s apartment. She was alone admiring the 
beautiful bracelets. 

“ What have you got there Sophy ?” he asked in a tremen- 
dous voice. Sophia answered frankly : A present from 

Von Huber for Amelia Guyot. He is going away to-morrow 
morning, and he has his reasons for not entering Mr. Guyot's 
house any more. It»is incomprehensible to me ^ a Bridegroom, and 
so soon olf !” 

“ And how do you know him, oa he you?” 

“ This morning when I was with Amelia and her mother, we be- 
came acquainted. He certainly terrified me when I saw him 
for the first tinm- The actual Dead Guest! But he is a very 
good man. As he went away from you, I just left my apartment ; 
we recognised each other, and he immediately produced those 
presents.” 

Sophy related this so artlessly that all things appeared clear 
to the Burgomaster, except some few trivial matters. But on 
the following morning the Police Serjeant whs sent to see if the 
stranger agreeably to his word, had acfliaily left Hebersheim. 

NEW" TERROR. 

The Burgomaster, a man free from superstition and bigotry, 
had yet passed a sleepless night. But at night by the light of the 
moon or stars, not only the exterior figure of the world but also 
the interior world of mankind has a dilferciit aspect. One is 
more f^ligious ; more inclined to the belief of# unusual and 
wondrous adventures, and miracles, whatever prudent reason 
may oppose to it. When the Burgomaster recalled to his mind 
the whole history of llie Dead Guest and compared the time and 
hour when Von Huber made his appearance, his figure, his 
pale face, his entire black dress, the profuse and costly presents, 
his sudden acquaintance and intimacy with tfijee brides — ^Ibr 
Sophia too was on tlie point of being betrothed, and the story of 
Miss Co%v, he became suspicious. — Miss Cow had indeed coii-* 
fessed to the Police sergeant that the^Dead Guest had been in 
her shop, that he had made some purchases ; but that he had 
only appeared once ; but she would know nothing of that notori- 
ous backdoor. The Burgomaster had heard this from the Police 
Sergeant, and it gave him anxious thoughts. 

He could not look upon that tall pale Gentleman as a mere 
wag, he was too serious for that. Again his presents were fbo 
precious for a mere* joke on the fair sex of Herbesheim. Mr. 
Guyot always a mortal enemy of all superstitious belief, had re- 
lated and complained to him of so many singular accidents, tfiat 
reflection on all these tilings, was enough to give him a sleep- 
less night. 
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Before the Police Sergeant had reached the Black Cross, the 
people related to him in the street that the Dead Guest with his 
servants had suddenly disappeared. He had taken neither the 
Mail Coach nor horses^ and that he did not go out through any of 
the gates of the town. The deposition of the innkeeper only 
confirmed what lie had already heard, and he conducted 
the Police sergeant to the apartments of the pretimded Von 
Huber. There all things were in tlie best order, as if no one 
had dwelt there, the beds untouclied, the chairs were all in 
their places, no trunk, no garment, not the smallest piece of 
cloth or paper ; nothing was left, not a vestige ! Only on the table 
there was the full pay of his reckoning in hard' Thalers, but 
which he prudently did not touch. 

^^Let any one who wishes take away this devil’s money !” said 
the innkeeper. It is well known there conies no blessing wdth 
it. If I were to put it in my chest, it would turn out slinking filth. 
1 will make a present of it to the poor in the hospital ; as for me, 
I will not have it !” He handed the Thalers to the Police Ser- 
geant to give them to the Director of the Hospital. 

The report of the sudden disappearance of the Dead Guest 
was soon known throughout the town of Herbesheim. Mr. and 
Mrs. Guyot were informed of it by their maid servant, as soon 
as they got up from bed ; immediately after they heard it from 
the book-keepers and from the treasurer. 

‘^Wonderful!” said Mr. Guyot to his wife : Well wlipit do 
you say to that? I am glad he is olf. You must surely be- 
lieve that all this did not happen in the natural course of 
tlnV^gs ? I tell you, that never was the son of my old and esteemed 
friend Huber. Who would have believed such mad stories ? if 
he had not been witness to their truth w ith his own eyes !” 

Mrs. Guyot made some modest objections to the declaration 
of the informant. The book keeper was sent to the Black Cross, 
but he soon returned w ith a lull confirination of the details. Mrs. 
G. smiled at those reports, but did not know what to say against 
them. • « 

All at once Mr. Guyot started up with a truly death-like terror 
and lie turned so pale that Mrs. Guyot became alarmed. For a 
long time he could not speak. 

At last he exclaimed in a slow and tremulous voice, Mother, 
if the one thing is true the other may be so also,” 

What then lor God sake !” 

Do you tliink Amelia is asleep? We vTere for along time 
awake in bed, did you bear in the side room even the least tone, 
or a step, or the moving of a chair?” 

^ out Papa, surely you will not suppose that the child is 

jead!” 
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But if the one thing be true the other may be true also. — Oh 
it would be horrible ! Mamma I have not the courage to look 
after her.” 

“ How so ? Do you fear she • . . 

« Oh! God!” 

With these words the old man tortured with the wildest 
forebodings^ started for the sleeping room of Amelia. Mrs. Guj ot 
with anxiety went after him. Ho put his trembling hand on 
the lock of the door ; slowly he opened it ; scare ely did he ven- 
ture to breathe, and as no voice «net his car, for a long time he 
could not find tlie heart to glance towards her bed. “ Look then 
Mamma, I dare not !” said he with a mortal anxiety. 

She sleeps quite gently !” said Mrs. G. He turned his eyes 
in that direction. There laid Amelia harmless, the handsome face 
was still in the right place. “But is she alive?” asked Mr. G. and 
distrustful, he conceived the rising and falling of her breast as a 
deception of the eyes. Only when he touched her warm hand 
he found himself better, and still better when she opened 
lier eyes, with a iriendly, yet wondroifs smile. Mamma, 
explained the purport of the visit, and related the secret 
disappearance of Von Huber and tlie consequent new ter- 
ror of the Papa. But now they were all pleased and happy. 

ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


They were still more happy and contented, when on the same 
eveiyng, at supper, a carriage rattled tlirough the paved streets 
and sihopped belong the house. • 

Amelia attentive, jumped up and exclaimed : “ It is Watte- 
ville !” It was he. All hastened to meet him. Father Guyot 
pressed him in his arms much more heartily tlian he had ever 
done before. A thousand * things were to be asked. Fa- 
ther Guyot at last made an end to those troublesome inqui- 
ries and placed the Captain next to him at tabJe. The frolick- 
some joyous conversation began anew : “ And only consider 

my dearest Captain,” said Mr. Guyot : “ we have had that de- 
vilish fellow, the Dead Guest in Hertesheim, in our own house. 
What do you say to that? Yes, what will you say, within twen- 
ty-four hourvS he fished out his three brides ; in the first place that 
• girl there Amelia, then the Burgomaster’s Sopliy, and the third 
Miss Cow at the uiilliner’s. We were as frightened in this 
town as little children.” 

But the Captain laughed heartily and said : “ I have 3in- 
ed with him to-day* in Murteii at the Crown; you mean surely 
Von Huber, and no one else?” 

Mr. G. smiled in an angry mood : “ Von Huber here or 
Von Huber there! Be he whatever he will, it was the Dead 
Guest iu body; and that fellow shall not get my Amelia^ even 
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if he were Von Huber. For I should not like to have a cold 
shudder seize me whenever I saw my son in law. Had he ac- 
tually been the son of iny friend, so much the worse for him, 
for he really looked exactly like the Dead Guest as you have 
described him.” 

« Ah !” exclaimed the Captain, “ as to that he is very inno- 
cent. When on that evening I was obliged to relate^^*the story 
of the Dead Guest, and as I was to describe his figure, in my 
haste I found no original but just that Von Huber. His ap- 
pearance struck me, as he was'^particularly disagreeable to me. 
When I was ordered to Herbesheim with my Company, and as I 
was only a few miles distant from the Capital, on my march 
I made the short journey thither. Dining at the King of 
England with a great number of guests the unusual height of 
Von Huber struck me ; he overtopped every mortal man by a 
whole head, and his black hair, his pale fiice, his black dress, 
which he wore in mourning for a rich aunt, .ill made an impres- 
sion that could never be obliterated. 1 was informed that he 
was the son of the famou*s banker. He was a very indiSerent 
personage to me at that time, yet I could not forget his figure ; 
and I could still less forget him when he ceased to be an indif- 
ferent individual, since he — ou will permit me to express it — 
since he sued for Amelia.” 

^ Donner !” exclaimed Mr. Guyot laughing, and he rubbed 
and slapped his forehead: “ A fancy trick Irorn a rival ! .No- 
thing else ! Tlnkt this entered no one's brain, not even into that 
of the prudent Burgomaster and his Parisian Police ! 
That I could not guess, as soon as I saw Von Huber, that 
that roguish Commandant might have known him and formed 
the Dead Guest of him ? We old men remain, in spite of our grey 
hair, simple children — But Mr. Commandant you are the cause 
of these fatal stories ! young Huber must be terribly angry ; he will 
curse and swear at the manner in which he was treated here ; he 
will call me an old idiot.'* 

“ Not so Papa !” said Watteville. He^is on the contrary well 
pleased with the turn that things have taken. He desired me to 
give bis compliments to you, Mrs. G. and Miss Amelia. To day he 
and 1 became really good friends. For we naturally disclosed 
to one another the secrets of our hearts. At first, he and I were 
alone at supper ; we were very cold. He was gloomy and silent 
thongb he did not know me. I was gloomy and silent, just because 
I knew him, and thought him to be on his bridal journey to 
Herbesheim. Out of politeness we exchanged a few words and 
by ehsmcc I was informed that he came from Herbesheim and 
was on his journey home. A pardonable curiosity burn- 
ed in me to hear more. Of course 1 could not deny that 1 was 
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well acquainted with the town, and that I was the Com* 
mandant of it. Hah ! hah ! said he laughing, and shook hands 
with me over the table. " My lucky rival, to whom I must be 
under obligation for his own good fortune !” Thus acquain- 
tance was made, and frankness was the order of the day. Only 
think Papa, lie declared thfit Miss Amelia herself told him that 
she was jiromised to me, and that she begged of him not to ren- 
der her and me* unhappy ; on which lie seized her hand 
pressed it to his lips and said that he had been obliged to obey 
his father’s will unconditionally, V> visit Herbersheiin, and court 
Amelia ; but that he had hoped to change allairs to his purpose 
for tliat he loved, and secretly had made promise to the daugh- 
ter of a Professor at the university , who besides lier mental 
treasures bad few earthly ones, which to an old Banker was 
horror and abomination. The old Gentleman under tlie penal- 
ty of disinheritance, liad interdicted him every thought of the 
professor’s daughter, that the young gentleman had sworn fideli- 
ty to her, and that he was firmly resolved to marry her af* 
ter his father’s death.” 

“ How ?”said Mr. G. You Amelm knew all that from him?’’ 

“ Children, children, 1 really think you have played the fool 
with your father ! How ia^ it you did not tell me a word, 
not a syllable ?” 

Amelia kissed her father’s hand and said, Remeniber, my 
dear Papa, before you reproach your Amelia, that when 
I i^urned so gaily from Von Huber and went up to you 
to speak in his praise, and as I was going# to relate eve- 
ry particular, how angry you grew ; you know that you forbade 
me to speak, and that in recompense for my silent obedience 
you promised to substitute Watteville for Von Huber ?”• 

“ So ? Have I done so ? — Nothing in the world outdoes obe- 
dience, when one wishes to connect it with a little advantage !” 

“ Was I not obliged to obey ? Did you not threaten to lock 
up dear Mamina and me in the cellar, if ^ ^ 

“ Very well you prating gossip ! Don’t recall my sins.” 

“ But since you shattered with# yoimg Huber could not 
you have told him, what a singular prejudice existed against 
him ? He surely wovdd have been able to convince us that he 
was not the Dead Guest described by his roguish rival. At least 
you might have given a more reasonable cause for our foolish 
behavior !” 

“ That I did. As soon as he knew that there wa^S no 
spare place in my heart, he was happy and related to me 
the story of liis own heart ; soon after Mamma and I invited 
him to dinner, but ” 

“ Be silent ! Captain go on with your tale ! He then was not * 
in a rage with us ? What must he think of the honorable citi* 
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zens of Herbeshriin ! Did be not think that he had entered a 
madhouse^ when he arrived in our town ?” 

“ Somethin g similar he thought indeed. The behaviour of 
all the inhabitants must have struck him, for he related to me 
the most laughable and whimsical scenes occasioned by the ge- 
neral fear. But when the story of the Dead Guest was related to 
him, and he was informed that* they did him the hoifor to take 
him for the Winter King, who was reported* to have oeen so 
violently sent from this world tw^o hundred years ago, he re- 
joiced at the terror which he innocently caused by liis person.” 

“And of which you, with your wicked story, are solely the 
cause” said Amelia — Who before that eve^ning party knew how 
the Dead Guest looked ? The following day the children in 
the street related it to one another. 

“ Well, 1 was honest enough to confess my whole sin to 
Von Huber, as soon as 1 had recovered the use of my voice af- 
ter h full quarter of an hour’s laughing. That a foolish fanc^y 
just painted his figure to iny imagination, was pardonable. But 
at that moment I should sooner have thought of the falling of 
the heavens than sucli •a consequence of my story. Von 
Huber laughed with me till his sides were sore. He related to 
me that in order to terrify the more enlightened inhabitants 
of Herbesheim and to strengthen them in their pious belief, lie 
played a number of tricks in the fashion of the Dead Guest. To 
plague a police sergeant, he visited his bride the milliner ; to 
put his landlord in greater fear and astonishment, he as^'fted 
that he wisliod go to bed early to set out early on the next 
day, but that as soon as it w’^as dark he had his baggage removed 
by his own servants ; that by the moonlight he bad taken a w alk 
to the next vill: ge and that from thence only he had taken hor- 
ses to the next station after a night's rest there. Never 
have two men in this world so well imitated the unex- 
tinguisliable lang^iter of the (Jo<ls of Homer about the activity 
of Vulcan, than we both with our convulsive laughter at the ac- 
tivity of the inhabitants of Herbesheim with the Dead Guest. Over 
a bottle of Champaign, wotbanished rivalry, made ourselves ex- 
cellent friends and parted later than we first expected when wfi 
sat down to dinner.” 

Father Guyot though he smiled as Wattevillc went on with 
liis tale yet seemed to be at war with himself. Cliagriii and 
gladjpess were singularly mingled on his countenance. Aine- 
fia coaxed him with greater tenderness for she well saw wdiat 
passed within hifli and smoothed the contractions of his brow 
with kisses as often as they made their appearance. 

“ Children/ said Mr, Guyot ; “ you now see what a train of 
folly and nonsense, superstition carries along with it, and even 
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I, old philosopher as I am, was obliged to wear the foolscap and 
to swim with the stream. I wish I could be ashamed but yet I 
find it ridiculous to be ashamed of our poor human nature. Then it 
is certain let no olie think himself too high, firm or strong on his 
feefjbut let him look well that he may not stumble, ftlamma or- 
der a bowl of Punch that we may get cheerful with bur Captain. 
I say we, tliht is to say my own liitle self : for you mamma, you 
have carried the palm of victory and require no such 
auxiliary to become cheerful, and as for you Amelia, it is clear 
that you are not very sorrowful nedr Watteville through whoso 
means you have gained the object you most desired.” 

Mamina took the Captain’s hand with 'a kindly and truly mo- 
therly smile and said ; “ Did you well understand the last words 
of Papa'?’* 

“ No,” said Watteville blushing and embarrassed, but I wish 
almost to be indiscreet enough to understand them.” 

^ Mamma let the "punch be served ; let all this idle talk bo 
put aside. We iiTust banish with punch that* infernal story from 
our memory. Even the strongest and nfost courageous man who 
has heard with coolness a hundred bullets whistle about his ears 
has his ruu-away ni(j|pents ; the circumnavigator who can trace 
his way through the wide ocean, may lose his path on a prome- 
nade ; the most pious and purest bride of heaven has once a 
moment like other daughters of Eve.” 

“ l^begin to speak of something else Pap^ said Amelia 
coaxingly. 

“ Bye the by. Captain” continued Mr. Guyot, “ do you know 
that I have sold you ? For tiie prize of getting rid of the Dead 
Guest I have sold you to Amelia. Don’t take it amiss that with- 
out your consent, 1 have disposed of you in your absence. As 
your former tutor I have assumed that right. Here Amelia take 
him. Be happy together !” * 

Both sprung from their seats and embraced him. 

Captain !” said he, put away your uniform !” 

“ It shall be off!” said the Captain \^th tears of joy in his 
cyd^. 

And quit the military Service” continued Guyot. For Ame- 
lia is to live with her parents, and I hav.e given you away to 
her, not her to you.” 

“ To-morrow 1 shall resign my commission !” • 

"Children” said father Guyot, “my joy is top oppressive; 
I can hardP^T^fiak, — give me a glass of Punch — ^may you be happy 
and wise, and never tremble at such superstitious fears as those 
which made a fool of an old Philosopher, and turned the son of a 
rich banker into a Dead Guest.” Y. R. 

January 1830. H 
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ft was a Turret high, tliat onoe had been 
Most f «ir within that gardened spaee^ — and frowned. 
Beetling in grandeur o’er the deep moat’s bound. 
With spires and bastions towering o’er the scene : 
The steps that led to it were broken nO\\!^ 

And threatened danger to th^ intruder ^jjre^ 

And, as Isought the battlement’s steep brow, 

My steps shnint:, trembling, back ; yet did I dare 
'^ro climb the dark ascent. 'J"he hall I gained. — • 

Its walls yet brig ht with specks of bh^and gold ; 
And, browsing in that desolate Rpot^jS^old I 
A solitary Goat ! — how it attained 
'J'hat perilous place 1 know not ; but it fed 
Quietly there, — starti^ to hear my tread. 

2 . 

Sweet, peaceful creature I - love’st thou too to traco 
The haunts where grandeur once held revels loud? 
Where devastation boldly now takes place 
Of wjfssail-triumph, — and the sensual crowd 
Of pleasure's vassals? — here no longer sounds 
The laugh of frivolous mirth ; nor meets the ear 
The tone of soft, kitar, or lute ; for here 
' Afrits and speettes walk their disftial rod;nds! 

Oh man ! dost thou not shudder thus to see 

Thy noblest works o’ertbrown ? — and dost thou dare 

To lift in pride thy recreant head, and bear 

The mien of one all potent ? — yonder tree 

Hath flourished there for ages, — they are dust 

Who planted it !^be humble, holy, just 1 



ON POETRY 

aId the supposed unsociabiutv op poets. 


There k perhaps no man so little understood, or so ill ap- 
preciated in general society, as the Poet. He is unintelli-p 
gible and even repulsive, to all but those who think and feel 
like himself, or Who have an especial partiality for the same pur- 
suits. While his heart oversows with social love, he is apparent- 
ly the most un ocial of human beings.. He is silent and reserv- 
ed in crowds, and has an appearance of pride and coldness that are 
the very reverse of his natural disposition. One of the most 
essential attributes of the true poet is a profound sympathy with 
human nature, and with the whole external world. It is the 
very depth and intensity of his emotions that compels him to 
wreak himself on expression,” and appeal to the hearts of 
Lis fellow creatures* He is only iiuliflerent to indifferent 
things : and when his companions are struck with his seeming 
apat hy, his soul is perhaps tossed upon a sea of thought, and 
his whole being is ijyivolved in a tempest of wild and incommu- 
nicable dreams. At such a time it could no more be expected 
that he should be interested by ordinary affairs, thah that a mail 
should occupy his mind with the frivolities of fashion in a storm 
on thtf Atlantic ocean, when the elements appear to tlireaten tho 
dissolution of a world. • 

It may be said that no human being could be continually in 
a state like this, and that the poet must have intervals of calm, 
when lie should be alive to the influences of things around 
him. That the poet is always in such a condition of extraordi- 
nary excitement, we by no means maintain, but his thoughts and 
emotions, come and go, when no one knoweth’ *, and therefore 
is it unreasonable ill tlie man of the world, to accuse the poet of a 
deficiency of social feeling, when he is unable to draw the curtain 
of the poeUs heaft. The* man of genius^is as incapable as other 
men of regulating his moods of mind, and he is sometimes melan- 
choly in tlie gayest scenes, and cheerful in the dreariest. It is of- 
ten the strong contrast of the state of the external w orld, with that 
of his inner soul, that makes him shrink into himself, and appear 
unsocial. But it is the world, and not the poet that is cold, j^nd 
unlympatbetic. If tiie poet were always sure that his emotions 
would be anderiStood and shared in by his companions, he would 
not hesitate to reveal Jiis soul, but the expression of deep feelings 
whether of joy or sorrow, to those whose minds are of a sterner 
i^inperaoient^ and caimot vibrate with the same delicacy cf tone,. 
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appears absurd and unaccountable. His enthusiasm is received 
with a cold smile, and his grief with wonder and contemptuous 
pity. To add bitterness to these mortifications he is often consi- 
dered either aflected or insane. Even sensible and w<^ft meaning 

S iople are sometimes utterly unable to appreffciate a man of genius. 

ow frequently are the acquaintances of celeb^•ated men, astound- 
ed at their success ! The anials>of Literary Biography teem with 
the mistaken notions of the early friends and companions of thor 
master-spirits of mankind. We rarely indeed meet with the 
near relative^ or intimate associate of a poeL^wio does not speak 
of him with irreverence, or what * is still more intolerable 
an air of indulgent patronage. Is it then to be wondered at if 
with thoughts that lie too deep for tears,” and unparticipated 
feelings, he shrouds himself in a world of his own, and is solita- 
ry in the midst of crowds ? From being thus checked in society^ 
and unappreciated in personal intercourse, the poet devotes him- 
self more exclusively to the cultivation of his divine art, by which 
he is enabled, as it were in his deep retirement, to touch the, ge- 
neral pulse with the magic of his appeal. But his love of man- 
kind is still conspicuous/ He clings to the sympathies of hu- 
manity, and rejoices in stirring with kindred I'eelings the breasls 
of thousands to whom he is personally unknown. 

' He feeds bis inmost spirit with the manna of praise, and lives 
upon the public breath. When he fails to give delight, he is in- 
capable of receiving it. His existence is inseparably connect- 
ed with that of his fellow creatures, and a mental isolatiop would 
be worse thau death/ His pride and happiness consist in the 
power he possesses over the human heart. How glorious is the 
poet who thus shrouded in personal obscurity, causes Ihe waves 
of human passion to rise and fall at bis comniand ; w ho warms 
countless multitudes with bis own enthusiasm, and stamps im- 
mortality on cveiy burning word ! 

It is the fashion of the day to disparage both Poetry and 
Poets, and the Utilitarians would persuade their disciples that 
to unfold the profoundest secrets of the huipan heart, and to 
thrill, refine and elevate the soul, with * l| 

** Ttiose thoughts, that wander through eternily,” 

is an idle and profitless amusement, and unworthy the attention of 
a man of sense. The blind, cold and grovelling .spirit, of this no- 
vel doctrine is one of the signs of the times that is far from grati- 
fying to a truly philosophical observer. It has become an inexcus- 
able heresy to i^eak df the utility of such men as Shakespeare and 
Milton, WHO are actually degraded in the scale of writer., below 
jeremy Bentham and Mr. Mill ? These sages would make man a 
, mere a<i|omaton, a mechanical machine, whose motions are regu- 
lated by tioadter able rtiles: Every thing approaching to entbusiasDii^ 
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and intensity of sensation is regarded by the new school of phi- 
losophy as an evidence of morbid irritability, and is treated as a 
disease. If poets have hitherto been reserved in society how much 
more so,^iiust they become in proportion to the prevalence of 
these opinions. When they find themselves characterized as 
insignificant triflers, and their art considered an ingenious jug- 
glery, thejj will speedily shrink fro*i all personal contact with 
the world. It is the aim of the new sect to erect an eternal barrier 
between Poetry and Philosophy. They speak of the first as a 
fable, and of thi second as ^theqnly true thing.” But while the 
Museisrepresentea-as a painted and frivolous coquet, Philosophy, 
is a coarse, and sensual being, who can scarcely see a yard before 
her, and who must touch every thing she hears of before she ia 
convinced of its existence. Her eyes are ever bent upon the 
ground, her voice is exerted in endless complaints of the extrava- 
gance of the world, and her soul is rapt in paltry calculations. 
She is, in fact, a selfish and narrow-minded economist. If Poetry 
present her with the crystals of Castalian streams, her first and 
last question is howmiich they will produce .-and to what account 
they can be turned. She has not evea the dignity of a mer- 
chant, but is a petty retail dealer in the meanest wares. This de- 
grading and disgusting spirit has seized for a while upon the 
public mind, but it cannot possibly continue unless the veiy ele- 
ments of our human nature are decomposed by the chemistry of 
utilitarianism. While there is beauty in the universe, and it is 
acknowledged to be the production of a beneficent Power, who 
gives\s nothing tliat is useless. Poetry, who bashes herself in 
the light and loveliness of nature, will never wholly cease to 
enchant and refine the heart of man. 

We entertain a somewhat higher opinion not only of Poetry 
but of Philosophy, than the Utilitarians appear to do, and pre- 
sume that those divine spirits were meant to be companions and 
not rivals of each other. • 

Tite word utility is one of the rocks on which the Bentha- 
mites have been wrecked. Now it is admitted, nothing is useful 
but as it contrib^es unite or less to the liappiness of mankind. Tho 
Btjnthamites maintain that happiness consists in sensual enjoy- 
^.ments — in eating and drinking — lingood clothes and comfortable 
houses. The poets do not deny the value of tliese things, in their 
way, but maintain that the cultivation of the heart and mind is 
more essential, when it is considered that we Jiave something^su- 
periorto mere animal existence. To this the Benthamites rejoin 
that before we can exert the mental faculties we must support 
life. We must live before we can think. Therefore is of more 
•consequence to live than tq think, and therefore tnose articles 
that support life are more useful than poetry. Would not the 
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0me style of argument prove the inutility of virtue ? If thehappi-^ 
Mei3s of human life resembled the faappinpss of brutes, the Bentham-^ 
ites would have the best of the controversy. It may be Urged that 
we are caricaturing the Utilitarians, and we do not meahito assert 
that the entire philosophy of these people is compressed into our 
rapid statement, but that we have given a fair representation of 
the ca se between " Poetry an# Utilitarianism. We see nothings 
Objectionable in theOpposition of the Benthamites to the common* 
systems of education, by which boys are taught words instead of 
things, ^nd. every language but their own — r^r Ire we disposed 
to question the truth of the celebrated doctfine respecting the 

greatest happiness of the greatest number.” We think the Utili- 
tarians have argued on these points with great acuteness and saga-^ 
city, and are likely to benefit mankind by their labours. It is a- 
gainst their views of theeflectsofthe Fine Arts and Poetry, and 
the elegancies and refinements of life, that we are desirous to make 
a stand, and we feel tlie more inclined to do so, because we find 
i^ersons on all sides of us, whose talents demand our esteem,, 
who have not escaped the contagion of the new mania, and wha 
actually talk with indifleteuce and contempt of those very ac- 
complishments which havu elevated their ctiaracters, and made* 
them what they are. 

If the word Utility^ has been used with no definite meaning,, 
that of Poetry f has been still more vaguely understood. Many 
tolerably educated people can discover no difl'erence between 
the Rhymester and the Poet, and when they hear Poetry gituken 
of as one of the loftiest exertions of the human intellect, they 
are very apt to cast up their eyes in amazement. This confound- 
ing of the /nechanism of Poetry with the spirit, is one of the chief 
causes of the little estimation, in which the art divine’* is too often 
held, even by persons of liberal views, and superior understand- 
ing. But, if Poetry be so mean a thing as to consist in the 
mere jingling of rhymes, how is that there are so few genuine 
Poets, and so many pretenders, and that the notion has so long 
prevailed, that Poeta Nascitur, non fit. It is generally allowed 
that no art or labour will iftake a Poet, though rifre industry and 
good sense may accomplish almost every other attainment. The 
t act is that genius of the highest order is essential to the true Poet, 
and it is on his knowledge of the human heart, and his exquisite 
sense of moral and external beauty, that he must depend 
for«success in the cultivation of his art. Wesliall conclude our 
remarks, with quoting a few words on the s^me subject, by one 
of the ]^t prolfe and originalfintnded men of the present age 

, Tlwrcfte people,” says he, who talk of Poetry as of a matter of 
amusemejilt and idle pleasure ^ who will converse with us as gravely 
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about a ia^e for Poetry, aa they express it, as if it were aa inTifferent 
a thing as a taste for roi'e-daucing, or Frontignae or Sherry. A'-lstotle, 
hath said, that Poetry is the most ptAlosophival of all writing ; it is so : 
it’s object-is truth, not individual and local, but general and operative ; 
not standin g upon external testimony but carried alive into the heart by 
passion, truth which is its own testimony, which gives strength and divi* 
nity to thet|ibunal to which it appealsyfhiid receives them from the same 
tribunal. Poetry is the image of man and nature. The obstacles 
which stand in the way of tiie fidelity of the Biographer and Historian, 
and of their consg[}u<^nt utility, are incalculably greater than those which 
are to be encountered by the? Poet wno has an adequate notion of the 
dignity of his art. The Poet writes under one restriction only, namely, 
that of giving immediate pleasureUo a human being possessed of that in- 
formation which may be expected from him, not as a lawyer, a physician, 
a mariner, an astronomer or a Natural Philosopher, hvd as a Man! 

The knowledge both of the Poet and the man of Science, is pleasure, 
but the knowledge of the one clings to ns as a necessary part of our exis- 
tence, our natural and unalienable inheritance ; tlie other is a personal 
and individual acquisition, slow to come to us ayd by no habitual and 
direct sympathy connecting us with our felljw-beings.^^’^ Poetry is the 
breath and finer spirit of all knowledge ; it is the impassioned express 
sion which is in the countenance of Science Tiie objects of the 

Poet’s thoughts are every-where ; though the eyes and senses of man, 
are. it is true, his favorite guides, yet he will follow wherever he can find 
an atmosphere of sensation in which to move his wings. Poetry is tho 
first aad last of ail knowledge — it is as immortal as the heart of man 
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Autumn ! and the red sun thro’ mottled clouds, 

Like fire bark thro’ blue waves , his passage cleaves ; 

In yellow raimeii^ all the orchard shrouds. 

And gildf with glory all the saffron sheaves, 

The wind, fleet handmaid of th^ harvest field. 

Curling the golden tresses of the corn, 

Brings on the breaking silence of the morn 
The reapers’ song — Lo ! where they gaily wield 
Their gleaming sickles, brandished high in air 
Ere they begm their merry toil ! — and now 
The sun, advancing from his Eastern lair, * 

Chases from sorest heai^ sad dreams of nights 
For darkest waters will reflect his light ! 

R.C.C^ 
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ON THE ABOLITION OF SUTTEE. 


njust Government tbe life of the meanest subject is held precious." — Montesquieu* 

The surest tests^ bf civilization are the value of human life, and 
the treatment of women. Where life is held so cheap, that 
little re^gnance is felt at taking ijt by viuleftce ; and where 
womaii is Uss the companion and the friend of man than his 
slave— -we need look no further to be convinced tliat civilization 
amongst a people exhibiting these conclusive signs must be very 
imperfect. 

There is a certain principle of destructiveness, so to express 
it, that pervades no less a state of society perfectly barbarous than 
a statjB of society even considerably advanced in civilization. — 
In the first ; it is tl\e effect of necessity. — In the second it is a 
custom derived perhaps fiym the barbarous precedent of the iirst. 

Thus the Cannibal has not the slightest repugnance to killing, 
and devouring liis neighbour, whom in fact he considers as little 
better than so much walking * provan ' — nor does his conscience 
give him the slightest whisper tliat he is doing wrong. He must 
eat his. neighbour or starve. Let this Cannibal again — have 
plenty offish and the flesh of sheep, goats, &c. and a few escu- 
lent roots or vegetables, and he will no longer attack his^neigh- 
bour to eat him. The barbarism of necessity now at an end — next 
comes the barbarism of custom. Cannibals familiar with the 
sight of human beings slaughtered for food — have a certain 
yearning for the pomp and circumstance of the thing — though 
no longer impelled to it by hunger. Accordingly, when one tribe 
beats another in^battle, some of tbe prisoners are made slaves, as a 
kind of festival in honour of the event ; a festival rendered per- 
haps the more acceptable inasmuch as both tribes may happen to 
be some days journey from their goats or hogs, ajid esculent roots. 
Some bright genius of a chfef accordingly, propoSis that they should 
slaughter and coqk a few of their prisoners. In process of time 
however they are weaned from anthropophagy entirely, but 
still a hankering for slaughter remains, and a religious character 
is given to what formerly was a mere Cannibal festival, and 
the prisoners are ofi'ered up, as victims on the altars of their gods, 
or as sacrifices^to the manes dSf their deceased friends. 

The principle of destructiveness being now associated with re- 
ligion or the doctrine ofihe soul’s immortality falsely understood, 
leads ^ fs has done in many quarters of the world to "frequent 
auietde^ mutilation, and murder/ 
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In some places^ the worst effects of the principle haying disap- 
peared before the ameliorating light of gradual civilization, its 
traces are to be found in certain cuttings and maimings, and 
savage austerities and penances. At this stage of society, how- 
ever, the effects of the principle are personal not relative, and the 
individual is contented in his gloomy and superstitious notions 
of the most merciful and compass%nate creator of the Universe, 
with executing such penance or punishment upon himself alone. 

Connect this destructive principle in some way, not only with 
the superstitions, but the self-interest, or emolument of individu- 
als, and then the difficulty of reforming it, becomes much in- 
creased. 

Even in Great Britain now so polished, history informs us, 
that Cannibalism once prevailed; and after its disappearance 
followed the human sacrifices of the Druids, a people considera- 
bly advanced in civilization, and gentle traces of whose system 
are still very perceptible in those parts of the country where the 
tide of commerce, with the manners it induces, has not swept a- 
way all the ancient land marks. Amongst the natives of Ota- 
heite too when our navigators becamelirst acquainted with them, 
human sacrifices, and child murder, were common, but both in 
Britain and Otaheite the detestable practices alluded to, were 
abolished by the pious and persevering exertions of the Christi- 
an missionaries, who inculcated a system of revelation and mer- 
cy before which the other vanished, 

' As Etna’s fires grow dim before the rising 

It would be in vain to enquire how the practice of Suttee first 
arose. The custom itself betrays in its hideous features, that it 
is the offspring of barbarity and superstition. It prevails we be- 
lieve more in Bengal than in any other part of India, and Kali 
too, has more worshippers in Bengal than any where else, so 
far as we are aware of, and there can be little doubt we believe, 
that human victims were once offered up on the altars of this 
goddess. 

Amongst oui\countfymen at home,* and indeed in Europe ge- 
nerally, the Hindoos are considered as a humane, polite, and 
highly civilised people. We by no means deny that they gene- 
rally are so, nor will it be unaccountable to a close observer of 
human nature, that a people extremely scrupulous about the life 
of an insect^ or a reptile, should under certain circumstances 
not^ly be carelesii of human life, but absolutely claim it as a 
privilege, to cast their children to the sharks. Extraordinary as 
it may appear it may still be philosophically accounted for^ how 
a man that would shudder at killing a calf, will, without cbmpunc- 
tion, give his assistance in having his aged mother roasted aUve. 
January 1830, I 
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Here then we have a very revolting illustration of the opera^ 
tion of that principle of destructiveness to which we have refer* 
red and upon which we could expatiate at greater length, but 
that we scarcely deem it necessary. Here we have the terrible 
reaction previous to perfect civilization of the last workings of 
evil and oppression upon the weaker vessel, while man himself 
strong in his selfish decrees and immunities, sacrifices nothing 
whatever, no, not even his convenience. Here we see the most 
helpless and destitute of human beings, a widowed woman, per- 
haps the mother of a weak and» forlorn family, called from their 
soft endearments, and the genial influences of nature, (never so 
precious as when we are to be torn from them abruptly, and for- 
ever,) to be consigned to a sudden and terrible death. 

We cannot, however say, that we feel any surprise at ab- 
surdities how’ever monstrous of which Superstition is the 
mother and self-interest and wordly emolument, are the spon- 
sors ! We are not astonished ft any horrid or barbarous ano- 
malies among a peopk where women are almost nonentities, or 
have no palpable weight in the moral siSale. 

Certainly nothing is further from our intentions than to allude 
in the slightest degree, disrespectfully, to the Religion of the 
Hindoos, or that of any other people on the face of the earth. 
So long as such religion does not sanction crimes incompa- 
tible with public justice, and in violation of the express law of 
nature as respects human life, the Govern men t have ,,poth- 
ing to do witlf it, but to tolerate it. When however, it 
passes the proper, the eternal bounds of justice and humanity, w^e 
would say to it in the sublime words of the sacred oracles. 

Hitherto shalt thou come, and no further, and here shall thy 
proud waves be staid.’’ 

Once more to ^efer to this destructive principle of human na- 
ture, we may stale that it was an old custom with some of the 
natives of the Eastern Archipelago to waylay some of their own 
countrymen and Europeans, for the purpose of cutting their 
heads ofl*, to be used secundum artem in some superstitious ce- 
remony. When the Brifish Government had a more extensive con- 
nexion with the Indian Archipelago than it has at present, the 
practice in question was found to be a dreadful evil, especi- 
ally, as the heads cf Europeans happened to be more in request 
than* those of Natives, did the British Authorities to 

the Eastward dp under these circumstances'? Did they permit 
this pretty system of assassination to proceed, because forsooth 
the urged that the practice had a religious source ? No, 

it down in every instance by bringing the decapitators 

to irlW foir the murder^ and if found guilty, they were executed. 
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Formerly the Natives of Bengal had a fancy for throivihg their 
children into the sea at Saugor point, and leaving them to be de-^ 
voured by the sharks and alligators, and all on the score of religion. 
It is useless to argue with the ignorant and the superstitiously 
besotted ; — but will not the better informed even for a moment re- 
flect, how unlikely it is, that the wanton and cruel sacrifice of 
life, should be acceptable to tlie most beneficent author of life, 
or that if he required it he would not have unequivocally mani- 
fested his desire, instead of leaving it to nature to outrage it- 
self on the plea of propitiating hifti? ^ 

That atrocity was put down at once, by a decree of the Go- 
vernment, by in short, the justice and the fearlessness of the 
Marquess of Wellesley, and what was the result, Bigots grum- 
bled a little at first, but the body of the people and even the Kali 
worshippers in Bengal not being wholly alien to the filial influence 
of mother nature, were soon reconciled to an order to desist from 
a practice that those feelings ^hich may sleep, but are never 
eradicated, told them was wrdlig, in the utmost degree. Tho 
custom now is only a matter of history, anti some of the natives 
hesitate not to say that such a monstrous abuse could never 
have existed. The very enactment of a law however, proves th© 
crime to have existed even in the absence of more positive proof, 
and we trust the time is not far distant, when, the majority will 
doubt that there ever was such a thing as Suttee. 

'Wfhen Suttee was first permitted by the British ruling power 
it certainly was upon the express understanding rtiat the practice 
was not only peremptorily enjoined in the shasters, but that the 
sacrifice should be perfectly voluntary, and in no way, either di- 
rectly or indirectly enforced by other parties. 

For a long time the amomaly went on without, perhaps attrac- 
ting so much notice as it ought to liave done. Murmurs not 
loud, but deep, were heard against the custom as well in India 
itself as in different parts of Europe. At length out of th© 
very body of the Hindoos themselves stepped forward an enlight- 
ened, and intrepid assertor of the laws of nature and humanity. 
This was not however a mere well mrfianing, but ignorant zealot. 
No, the person in question was a man of extraordinary talents, 
• and endowments, and of a benevolence equal to his intellect. He 
was too, a Brahmin, a learned Brahmin, and he proclaimed it to 
his deluded countrymen that Suttee was nowhere enjoined in the 
shasters ! We are too much acemstomed in the wordliness of 
dailj^ 'parlance toi attribute ms^y things to chance or mere 
human ability. We must confess, that to us it appears, that the 
finger of providence was visible in a proceeding, which out of 
the very ranks of bigotry and superstition, called forth a powerful 
and enlightened advocate for the interests of truth, nature, hmna- 
liity and true religion. ^ 
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Add to this, that it was proved beyond doubt that in many in- 
stances the sacrifice was by no means voluntary, but that scenes 
of undisguised, and wanton atrocity took place ; and that num- 
bers of intelligent natives expressed their surprise that the 
British Government did not put the practice down, seeing that it 
was little better than a local abuse of which the great body of the 
people did not approve. Nay with sm adroit stroke of*sophistry, 
the advocates of Suttee turned round upon us, shifting the anns 
of barbarity from their own shoulders to those of their masters, 
and argued because the British*’ magistrate came to see that the 
woman herself desired to bum, that it was British authority 
that kept up the custom of Suttee and not themselves ! Here 
then was a practice in its mildest form, culpable in the extreme ; 
but in its worst perfectly horrid, and forming a foul blot on the 
annals of British connexion with India. What a debt of gratitude 
then do we not all, as well as the natives themselves owe to that 
distinguished member of an ill^rious House, that truly English 
statesman who has stretched tmh his arm strong in justice, and 
while he bestowed a meed of measureless mercy for which thou- 
sands still unborn will yet bless his memory ; cleared the British 
name from the stain that so long has unhappily tarnished it ! 

Much delusion mixed itself up for years with the Suttee question, 
producing a difference of opinion respecting the expediency of 
what all were agreed upon as to the abstract principle. Accor- 
dingly there were, and for ought we know, are £nropeans,;who 
supposed that j^iny interference of authority with the practice 
would only increase an evil that it was so desirable to put an 
end to altogether. The fallacy of this objection is perceptible at 
a glance. It was as much as to say that our hands were not strong 
enough to put down a system of murder, a position which if it were 
true would prove that the British were unfit to Govern India, for 
if authority is not,strong enough to protect the weak against the 
strong, even when backed by the demon of superstition, it is strong 
for nothing. 

By the repeal of the Suttee, which formed no canon of the Hin- 
doo religion, and which even if it had ought not to be permitted 1^ 
any Government, since toleration then would become cruelty ; and 
it is an axiom of all Governments that crime in the subject 
must not be permitted to go unpunished. By the abolition of 
this abhorred practice we say, that the toleration most wisely and 
properly extended by the Bullish Government to the Hindoo 
religion remains perfectly untrebiched upon. ' *«» 

A Government may tolerate much, but to expect that it should 
continue to tolerate the destruction of human life under its very 
eyes, no matter on what pretext, is too absurd to any mind, but 
one besotted by prejadice, ignorance or superstition. After the 
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information that accumulated on the subject, and the amw^ir-- 
cumstances that were distinctly developed, the only course left, 
and the only one worthy of agreat and just power to pursue, was, 
since Suttee had been so abused, since it had advanced from its 
first less revolting position of suicide, to abolish the practice in 


toto. 

That afAhe Hindoos will ap*prove of the abolition is not to 
be expected. There are two leading reasons why some of them 
wont like it. These are, the objection of prejudice, aud the 
objection of interest. • • 

Montesquieu in philosophising on national characteristics, at- 
tributes to delicacy of organization, some Eastern peculiarities. 
^ If, he says, to that delicacy of organs which renders the Eas- 
tern nations so susceptible of every impression, you add likewise 
a sort of indolence of mind, naturally connected with that of the 
body, by means of which they grow incapable of any exertion 
or eflbrt ; it is easy to compreheq^ when once the soul has 
received an impression she cannofifehange it. This is the reason 
that the laws, manners, and customs, even tliose which seem quite 
indiflerent, such as their modes of dress, are the same to this very 
day in Eastern countries as they were a thousand years ago."^ 

As to the objection of interest, it is not one of the least extra- 
ordinary features of the practice of Suttee, that it came to be 
regardejl as a measure of domestic economy ! What says the 
philo-suttee, is the use of a widow, especially an old one ? She only 
incurs «xpeuce, ^ come my worthy good woman, you surely cannot 
be so lost to the honour of your family as to survive your dearly 
beloved husband, even though he did occasionally give you a 
beating.’ The poor creature thus appealed to cannot resist, and 
fanaticism or drugs, finish the good work, and thus a burden is 
got rid of! We grant that many through the sorcery of delusion, 
might be actuated by more exalted motives, but it will be imprac- 
ticable for the stoutest advocate for the burning system to deny 
that it was to a certain extent felt to be economical. 


A great and just prin^^iple is not to bj eventually kept down by 
such objections, any more than the stone rolling down the mountain’s 
side, is to be turned from its course by a few mice running against 
it ! There are certain things that cannot be permitted to be mere- 
ly conventional. One of these is the preservation of human life. 
The abolition measure has therefore vindicated the cause of huma- 
nity, justice, and good Governmei^dbr as our motto, irrefraga- 
bly pHOclaims. • ■ 

In a just Government, the life of the meanest subject 

IS PRECIOUS. J. 


* Spirit of Laws, Book zir. chap, v. 
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lines written in a lady« album. 


Lady- — tbougli no poetic fire 
Breathe in my verse^ — no Muse inspire 
My soul with that resplendent lore 
That glitters in the page of Moore — 

W^ith ^^ordsworth’s sentiment profound— 

Or Byron’s storm of thought and sound — 

Or classic CAHiPDEiiL’s patriot glow — 

Or Scott’s free strain, whose* numbers flow 
As wildly as the wandering rills 
Mid Scotia’s proud romantic hills — 

’I'he state, the tenderness, and power 
Of Southey in his happier hour — 

The gentle truth, and visions bold^ 

Of him-^ the Taie of Love** that told— 

Or Shelley’s wilderness of dreams. 

His thunder clouds, meteor-gleams— 

Though pdwers like these alone are given 
To spirits touched with light from heaven^ 

Who seem upon this earth to wave * 

Celestial wands — and thousands crave 
A spark of their immortal flame. 

To cheer them on the path of fame. 

Yet crave in vain — and^id the throng 
E’en I have dared an idle song — 

’rhoKUgh barren rhymes my labours raise. 

Poor shrubs on which the sun of praise 
But seldom beams, — I do not fear 
Fair Lady ! thine indulgent ear ; 

For promptly at thy soft command — 

A nd who could check his heart or hand 
At Beauty’s call — I’ve framed a lay 
Whose sound perchance some future day 
May bid thee hail with kind regard 
The memory of thy friend and bard. 

But turning to my task and theme, 

W^hat rays of glory round me stream ! 

The dazzling gems these leaves enclose— 

The various spells that Genius throws 
On every page— the flow’rets rare 
TraBsplauted in thu^ight Parterre- 
Strike dumb the fainEtlescriptive muse. 

As sun-beams mock the painter’s hues 
Nor need these simple verses tell 

The hand of Taste hath chosen well. D. L. R» 

* Coleridgcu 
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the" victim. 

A FRAGMENT OP AN EASTERN TALE. 

If. * ^ y^ice came th!*ough the thick darkness deep 

and thrilling as the note of the Abyssinian trumpet^ but solemn 
and sweet as the call of the moollah when it floats over the sleep- 
ing city on the breath of the g^ ey mowing. “ Where my star rests 
there is the victim ; thrice must the blow be struck ere the portals 
of my glory yield entrance to my worshippers ; be firm ! be for- 
tunate V* A noise like the far off muttering of receding thunder 
was heard, the darkness cleared away, the bright moon lighted 
up the frost fogs and the mists of the valley. Amurath stood 
alone in the shadow of the terrible Dewalaghiri, above him hung 
those awful summits of eternal snow, around him was the silence 
of death. 

^ ^ ^ ^ There was stillness in the palace of the 

great merchant Kara Mostapha, the bridal feast was over, and 
nothing broke* the quiet of the marble balls but the murmuring 
of the soft night wind amongst the branches the jassamin and 
rose trees, and the plash of the numerous fountains as their sil- 
ver waters glittering in the moonlight fell back like showers of 
pearls lyto their basons of jasper* and agate. 

MourdU tlufc brave soldier who rescued Kara M^staplia from 
the Bedouins, who had made the Koords tremble before the 
banner of the crescent, who at the risk of his own life saved the 
only daughter of the great mercliant, when her boat sunk in the 
rapid waters of the Tigris, has this day espoused her, the beautiful, 
the rose of Bagdad — the pearl of terrestrial loveliness. " Do 
you see that dim purple light like a star that seems to hover over 
the house of Kara Mostapha” ? said a solitary passenger in the 
still and deserted street to a soldier of the night watch. I do, 
replied the soldier, and n^w the moon ha$ set, it seems brighter ; 
may^he prophet avert evil omens ! See it sinks into the gilt roof 
of the Harem, now it is gone ; how fast the black clouds are ga- 
tllering, the big rain drops are beginning to fall heavy and fre- 
quent, and hark to the thunder growling a far ofl'— salaam salaam 
alikoom ; I must reach the caravanserai ere the storm comes on. 
There was a scream louder than tlif r howling of the tempesf, 
anothei^nd another, A scream of d(^th from the Jiaram of the 
palace of the rich merchant ; lamps and torches blazed and gleam- 
ed with a dusky flame in the white glare of the ceaseless light- 
ning, and glanced upon spears and flashing scimitars and the 
untarbaned heads of men who had risen and grasped their arms 
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in wild haste. Shouts, execrations and threats of vengeance were 
mingled with the roar the increasing storm, and the ceaseless 
cry of despairing women-^the bride lay murdered on the bridal 
couch, where was the bridgroom ? 

The sun was sinking in all the glory of a Persian summer 
evening — the hills, the woods, appeared as if viewed through a 
transparent ddw of gold, far in the distance arose the vast peak 
of Demawend reflecting back from its summit of etenial snow 
the crimson radiance of the* western sky, but with a softer hue, 
like that rosy light which fills the fourth heaven ; nearer wwe the 
white slender Meenars of the modest village musjecd, rising above 
the dark tamarind foliage which encompassed them like columns 
of pearl in the green caves of the ocean. The purple mist was 
gathering in the vallies and there was no sound to break the deep 
tranquillity of the hour save the long solemn call of the Meizouin 
to evening devotion. Amurath gazed upon the scene before him 
and for a moment^the visions of revenge, and the remciubi^nce 
of past glory, faded frqmhis mind, his head drooped, he covered 
his face with his hand and sighed deeply, the sound aroused the 
little Yousef, who was reclined contentedly on the flowery bank, 
his bead resting on the knees of his friend, and his eyes fixed 
upon the beautiful clouds which floated around the setting sun. 
Alas you are unhappy i said the aflectionate child, removing 
Amurath’s hand from his face, and gazing with kind earpestness 
upon the iioljle but wasted features of the exiled pn^nce^ you are 
unhappy Mourad, how shall I please you ? Dear Mourad how 
shall 1 make you happy ? shall I climb those trees over the stream 
for a cool pomgranate to refresh you ? shall I bring your kullee- 
an ? shall I tell the tale poor Leila taught me ? what shall 1 do 
to make you look less sadly ? — nothing, nothing iny excellent child 
answered Amyirath, kissing his snowy forehead, it is sunset, my 
strength is scarce equal to the fast our faith enjoins, but the even- 
ing meal will restore me — ^well, cried the delighted boy, how glad, 
how glad I shall be, there are the beautiful grapes my uncle 
Mostapbahas sent, and*I have gathered some fresh oranges^ and 
my mother has prepared a wheaten cake, and then my uncle you 
know sups with us, and, added he laughing and clapping his little 
hands, he has ever a flask of sheeraz wine and that shall restore 
you Mourad. But you forget my dear Yousef, said Amurath, in 
a melancholy tone, you forge, tin anticipating the pleasure# of our 
feast that it is to be the last^ we shall partake togethei^ Alas 
alas I cried the child, why did you remind me of that, unkind 
Mourad; as I rested with my head upon your knee and watch- 
ed the. beautiful sky, 1 ceased to think upon the miserable to- 
moitoW. Oh Mourad^ Mburadl ! do not #ay that we part to meet 
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no more, tell me that you will come to me in Missr, ' I shall be a 
great man,, iny uncle says I shall — I shall have camels and horses 
and slaves and gold, but I will give all to you ; and then I will 
cool your sherbet, and bring your kullian,and twine my fingers 
in this beautiful hair, and kiss you, as I do now — nay Mourad 
do not speak sadly, do not look sorrowfully upon me, but call 
me your o^iii Yousef, your little brother — and bid Allah bless 
me as you did that night when I found you lying by the 
side of the swollen stream, worn out by the storm, fainting 
with hunger and fatigue ; and warmed your cold hands and 
gave you beed mushk. The obdurate heart of the Prince 
was touched — ^witli a trembling voice and downcast eye he call- 
ed upon Allah to bless his little preserver, whilst the tears cours- 
ed dow n his cheeks and he pressed the innocent to his breast. 
But stay, cried the child, suddenly breaking away from him, I 
hav% heard Fakcer Moohuminud Moolah say that when our 
hearts wish for happiness, we should pray to God and his Pro- 
phet who are alone able to grant it to us — hark to the Allah Hu ! 
it IS the hour of the evening Nuinaz. I wilt pray Monrad that 
we may meet again, do thou pray wifh me and I know tliat 
Allah will give us wlrat we ask, I know he will not refuse you 
any tiling for I am sure /could not — with these words he turn- 
ed his face to the South and prostrated himself in humble adora- 
tion before the Eternal. His prayers ascended to the seventh 
Heitven with the incense of the sweet flowers around him, an 
ofl’eriii^not more pure than that of his simple and loving heart — ^ 
Amuram wRo had been mucli affected by the wliolC of the child’s 
behaviour view ed him with humid eyes ahd with a fondness which 
he had not imagined he could have felt again towards any hu- 
man being. If ever I am restored to Empire, said he internally, 
and his eye was brighter with the thought : that boy shall be 
high among the highest, but poor Yousef I will not hurt thy 
gentle Jieart even now — my prayers ! — poor diild ! he little 
knows that while my head bows my heart cannot bend: but no 
matter I wdll not deny Jiim all the gratification an empty cere- 
mony can afford to his innocent mind. •Making these reflections 
Anmrath stepped towards his little friend with an intention of 
proslrating himself by his side; but he was spared this mockery 
of adoration. Oji a sudden he stopped like one frozen by the 
breath of the Sassir, hi.s tace became livid, large drops of agony 
trembled on his forehead, liis features were convulsed, he stared 
wildly for a moment and beheld — Mi^rciful Allah ! — over the head 
of thtfitind hearted, tlie innocent, the gentle Yousef hovered the 
still solitary violet star which called for his destruction. At first 
the wretched Amurath desired to doubt the evidence of his sen- 
ses, he struck his eyes violently with his clenched hand as if t? 
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blind them to flie fatal object, but the star remained burn- 
ing dimly and silently ^er the devoted victim. Amurath's 
breath came thick, the original black drop that poisoned his 
heart’s blood spread like fire through every vein, yet still he hesi- 
tated to execute the dreadful office he had bound himself to per- 
form. Curses on my hesitation, muttered he convulsively— is it 
thus I prove myself worthy ‘of the aid of the inilexible and 
mighty being who only asks this poor sacrifice in return ? is it 
thus I prove myself worthy of empire, of revenge — liave the 
young and the brave fallen beneath piy sabre, has my dagger 
drank the blood of the grey-haired and the beautiful, and am I 
to be baulked when on the very threshold of my glory by com- 
passion for a foolish child ? Curses on my woman’s heart, but 
curses on ye, ye fiends who exact this sacrifice. Come 
round abhorred, despised, spirits of murder and of darkness; 
guide my steel, receive your victim. He advanced wi^ a 
noiseless but unsteady step towards the prostrate infant, 
again he paused for the sweet accents of the little Yousef’s 
childish Namaz cafhe igpon his car like a fresh breeze upon 
the brow of a fainting traveller. “Spare Mourad,” prayed the 
unsuspicious child, Spare him Gracious Allah until I am rich 
and great, and can make him happy.” Amurath had not lost all 
human feeling and affections — his heart was bard, but it was not 
of steel or of marble ; for a moment the struggle was dreadful 
within him, bis breast was torn and his frame was shaken by a 
thousand contending feelings, his good genius appeared ^for a 
single instant \o triumph ; Empire, revenge, all were forgotten ; 
Amurath might still have lived to repent — slowly then was he 
sheathing his half drawn dagger, while a tear he endeavoured in 
vain to repress trembled on his cheek, his purpose was given up, and 
he turned to fly from the dangerous spot, when suddenly a light 
scornful burst of laughter floated in the air above him, like tlie 
liUTii of bees wlien there is the silence of Iiot noon in the still val- 
lies of Sylhet — Amurath started, he glanced wildly and savage- 
ly around, his tierce and indignant spirit appeared to blaze in 
every feature of his face,*his teeth were sfet — his eyes flashed fire, 
he grasped his dagger and the next moment it was buried to tlio 
very hilt in his preserver’s body. No scream, no struggle an- 
nounced the sensations of his innocent victim ; the stroke was 
sure as it was sudden, the luckless Yousef fell upon his face with- 
out a groan and yielded up Jhis holy and spotless soul to Azrael 
the Angel of Death. ^ ^ 
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THE ANNUALS FOR MDCCCXXX. 

FRIENDSHIP’S OPPERINO— FORGET-ME-NOT — BENGA^ ANNUAL. 

We liaife been favored with the proof sheets and engravings 
of the Friendship's Offering for 1830, and as we have reason 
to believe that we possess the only copy of the work in this coun- 
try it affords us great pleasure td be able to make liberal ex- 
tracts from its pages for the amusement of our Readers. It is 
really surprizing to observe the rapidity with which the Annuals 
are now prepared for publication. Tlie present work must have 
been nearly finished in the early part of August, and Ackermann’s 
Forget-me-Not, was ready perhaps a month before. We hear 
that the latter publication has also been received in this coun- 
try, and will be exposed for sale, perliaps before the appearance 
of our Magazine. Should we be fortunate enough to procure a 
copy in sufficient time we shall give oiy Readers some account, 
with a few specimens, of its contents. . 

The Friendship’s Offering for 1830 will support, but notin- 
crease tlie reputation, of this pleasing and elegant publication. 
We believe it is still edited by Mr. Thomas Pringle, though 
as our copy is defective in the title page and preface, which were 
not printed at the time the book was sent us, we cannot be sure 
that w’b owe the selection and arrangement of tb^ articles and 
engravings to his acknowledged taste and experience. Who- 
ever may be the Editor, however, tlie work will reflect credit on 
his name. It opens with the following very pleasant prologue 
in which, as the talkative little Book is represented as of the 
feminine gender, we can excuse an air of good humoured vani-^ 
ty, and a slight touch of jealousy and pretension.* 

PROLOGUE. 

/Liber Loquitur^ 

Kind Reader — here thine ear incline : 

I am the seventh of my line ; 

Before me six fair sisters passed. 

Each sweet one lovelier than the last ; 

With charms to win both ear and eye. 

They came — they conquered — and swam by, 

^Tis now tny turn — and 1 am told — 

(For though 1 blush to seem so bold— • 

So vainly vaunting of my beauty, 

I must, you know, perform my duty) 

I’m told that I shall far outshine 

The elder sisters of my line ; ^ 
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That the first talents of the land 
Have in my ing had a hand ; 

That money has been freely spent 
In giving me accomplishment ; 

And nought, in short, has been a wanting 
To make me perfectly enchanting. 

Nay more : my kind admirers hint 
(Though I dare say there’s nothing in’t) 

That even the brilliant Souvenir 
Will be eclipsed when 1 apftear ; 

That the meek, prudish Amulet 
With bitter jealousy will fret ; 

.That Keeps ARE, Gem, Forget-Me-Not, 

And some whose names I have forgot. 

Who dress themselves in silk attire. 

For very envy will expire. 

I mention this by way of jest— 

Not thatd credit it the least. 

Comparisons ihiglit seem invidious — 

I just shall hint — Fra not quile liidaous ; 

We ALTi, 1 trust, shall lovers gain. 

For men by diverse charms are ta’en ; 

Some fancy looks demure and grave. 

Such as my serious cousins have. 

Offering and Amulet, dear creatures ; 

Sqpie like the more coquettish features 
Of Keepsake, that court-loving dame, 

W'ho sets all Bond-street in a flame ; 

Some doat on pretty Buou ; many 
Prefer sweet Souvenir to any ; 

Others, again, have ne’er forgot 
Their dear tirst love, Forget-mf.-Vot ; 

Still* on the whole — if friends don’t llatfer— 

I bear the bell. But that’s no matter ; 

W e are a band of bright compeers — 

Why should w« pull each others? ears ? 

Our competition brings much good. 

If followed in a generous mood. 

^’’is ow'iied that our own glorious land 
Alone can boast so fair a band : 

Then, let our jealousy be shewn 
How best to keep that boast our own ; 

Aii^ teach our offspring to inherit < 

The noble rivalship op merit. 

OcL 1S29. F. 0. 

next article is apoem entitled " A Cry from South Africa.^ 
by James Montgomery, the celebrated Bard of SheflSeld. It con- 
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tains perliaps more religion and philanthropy than good poultry 
though even as a literary composition Itis by no means.discredi- 
^ble to his genius. 

The next article that attracts oiir notice is The outline of a 
hy William Kennedy, the author of a little volume of Po- 
etry, entitjpd Fitful Fancies.” There is considerable power 
and condensation in this story, but it is too desperately sad, and 
there is occasionally a visible hankering: after startling ellVcts. 
These faults are also observable in the Author’s Poetry, which 
with some energy and spirit, is a Tittle nielo-drainatic, and be- 
trays at times the toil and trouble” of the author, and his de- 
termination to be outrageously wretched. He is capable of 
better things, and if lie would only look on the sunny side of 
the moral an l (ixternal world, he would be a happier man, and 
a more useful and agreeable writer. 

We think it one of the greatest objections to our Literary 
Annuals that so many murky and miserable narratives are al- 
lowed to darken their pages and invest them with a character 
ot‘ gloom, that is utterly at variance with the nature of a 
Keepsake, which should rather inspire gladness and miUTiment, 
than tears and horror If these melancholy contributions are en- 
couraged and increase upon us, a Literary Annual, will eventually 
resemble Pandora’s box, and be the last thing ip the world that we 
should olfer to a friend. Wliat often renders these horrible sto- 
ries, more objectionable, is that they have no moral end in 
view, and gratuitously liarrow up the reader’s miifd for no better 
purpose thau to prove the author’s power of inflicting pain. 

On the whole however the prose compositions in the volume be- 
fore us, though too often imbued with the melancholy, we have 
justreprobat<?d, are more able and spirited than the poetical. The 
reverse is usually the case in ihe^other Annuals. There are 
nevertheless many very beautiful verses, scattered through the 
work, and a lew of them we rniist lay before our readers. Tiie 
following little poem entitled “ The Song of the Forsaken 
Majd” is full of simple fiathos. • 

SONG OF THE FORSAKEN MAID. 

I. 

Oh, wed I mind ! the mOon flrmg bricht 
Upon the wave her quivering itanie; 

The birds^sang love frae ho we and heicUt,— 

An’ ane was by I danrna name. • 

The fields are mute, the sangsters flown; 

The leaves liae left the silent tree ; 

In haste awa the >Spring has stowm ; 

An’ my fause love’s forsaken me. 
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Forgotten is minstrel strain^ 

Sae loved an* lost; without regret 
The wave in darkness sleeps again-^ 

An* why maun I remember yet? 

Oh, gin that lesson I could wrest 

Frae thy deep heart, thou darksome seal 
An* whare suld I sae saftly rest. 

Sin’ my fause love’s forsaken me ? 

Some Lines ta the Redbreast,’^ by John Clare, the Northamp- 
tonshire Peasant, though rather too long for extract have much of 
the tenderness and truth of Burns. The Stanzas entitled “ The 
Hills andFreedoni,”byC. Redding, the acting, though not osten- 
sible Editor of the New Monthly Magazine, have spirit and anima- 
tion. 

This gentleman has lately published a volume of Martial 
Songs, and though it has not yet reached India, as we had 
formerly the pleasure of perusing it in manuscript we can testify 
to the energy and fervour of its contents. 

The following are th^ Stanzas we have just alluded to, and 
though they are by no means equal to somtf of the Author’s col- 
lected Songs, they exhibit his love of Freedom, and deserve the 
praise we have awarded them. 

THE HILLS Aisri) FREEDOM. 

BY C. REDDING. 

The hills, the hills, eternal hills ! 

for the hills on high ! 

Their dizzy steep that fear instils, 
llieir wild blast’s hollow sigh. 

The hills, the hills, the eternal hills f f 
O for the hills, agaiii! 

Their name the soul with freedom fills— • 

The slave dwells on the plain ! 

The eternal hills that prop tlie sky I 
Their mane of rolling cloud. 

The lightning their red canopy. 

Their rniisid thunder loud ; ** 

Or clad in purple robes that vie 
With Tyrian colour bright. 

Proud of their brave regality, 

En crowned with starry light 

Dark forests on their shaggy side. 

And heaths of rich perfume, 

T411 brows of adamantine pride 
Frowning o’er dells of gloom. 

Where mountain nymphs in robes of blue] 

Confess love’s genial tie. 

And nurse a hardy race, and true 
To deatldess liberty. 
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The hills^ the Itills, the eternal lulls ! 

O ibr their shades once ! 

Their breath of life, their heaven-fed rills. 

Their ton ents’ dashing roar : 

Leave slaves their plain and Capuan ease, 

Hie stagnant waters home, 

JJle the eternal mountains please. 

And cataracts wild in foam. 

Our next extract is a Sonnet of much elegance and beauty. 

LAKE SCENERY. 

A LINE of glorious light upon the hills 
Edged the horizon. All the landscape lay 
In deepest shadow ; but the living rills. 

Like veins amid the mountains, lapsed away 
Through the purpureal garment of the day. 

Sparkling in silvery beauty. At my feet. 

Clad in a garb of twilight-tinctured grey, 

'J'he stirless lake reposed in slutnber sweet ; 

And in its waveless mirror were enshrined 
The siin<tipt mountains and the laughing streams 
And shadowy landscape — perfectly defined. 

As childhood’s visions are in after dreauis. 

Above the sky was beautifully blue, — 

And one fair star beamed tremulously through. 

ft. F. H. 

The next is almost as good though its merit is of a diiferent 
character. 

SONNET. ^ 

DEATH AND TIME 

Time, taunting, said to Man with aiisiere urow, 

“ Thou fool to pile up monuments of fame ; 

Thy lesser works durable as thiiai- — 

The pyramids bear not the builders- name.*’ 

Death, 'rime’s dark page, to Man in triumph said. 

Thy mighty schemes of little power resign. 

Millions; whence thou art sprung, are with the dead, 

Canst thou escape ? even Time himself is mine.” 

Then Man looked round with a despairing eye, 

And asked his fieart and heaven, * if this were ^ ?* 

Straight from the blooming earth, and glorious sky. 

And from the soul, came the full answer — ^ No !’— 

Immortal hope then raised Man’s brow sublime, — 

And from him shrunk the Conquerors; Death ftrid Time ! 
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The followin*;: ‘‘ Lines written in an Album,” nra by Mr. 
Tlioinas Pringle, and are 4;u'editable to that UGcomplished and in-> 
teresting writer. 

This fair Volume to our eye 
Human life may typify. 

View the new-born infant’s face 
Ere yet Miiuniath sia/nped its trace, 

Or the ypiirii; brain begun to think — 
f^^Tis likeilhis book, ere touched by ink. 

Look again: As time flows by 
Expression kindles In the eye. 

And dawning Intellect appears 
Gleaming through its smiles and tears; 

Lightening up the living clay. 

Year by year, and day by day ; 

While the Passions, as they change, 

Write inscriptions deep and strange ; 

Telling to observant eyes 
Life’s eventful histories. 

Lady, even so thy book 
By degrees shall change its look, » 

^As eacli following leaf is fraught 
W^ith some penned or pictured thought. 

Or admits the treasured claims 
Of endeared and honoured names ; 

While gleams of genius and of grace, 

Ljke fine expression in a face, 
l^iid even to wiiat is dark or dull 
Some bright tinge of the beautiiid. 

Farther still in graver mood 
Trace we the similitude ? 

Apter yet the emblem grows 
As we trace it to a close. 

Infe, with all its freaks and follies, 

Mummeries and melancholies. 

Fond conceits> ill-sorted matclias. 

Is — a b^ok of shreds and patches ; * 

Stained, alas ! with many a blot. 

And many a word we wish foi’got. 

And vain repinings for the past : 

W^hile Time, who turns the leaves so fast, 

(The hour-glass in his other hand 
W^ith its ever-oozing sand,J 
Presents full soon the final page 
To the failing eye of Age, 

Scribbled closely to the end — 

Without a space to mar or mend. 
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We have now perhaps extracted enough of the Poetry, and 
must proceed to a further notice of the prose and make a few 
selections from this department of the book. The prose piece^ 
entitled “ Reading the News” by Charles Knight, and which 
was written to illustrate an engraving of a picture after Wilkie, 
is one of the most meagre productions we have seen for a long 
time, and i» wholly unwortny of tfhe subject. 

“ The Voyage Out” by Mrs. Bowdicli, is not much better. 
The circumstances that occasionally happen Sn a sea-Voyage are 
not naturally introduced, bijt are forcibly crouded together, like 
beasts in a menagerie, for mere show. We are surprized at 
this want of tact and verisimilitude, in a talented and experienc- 
ed writer like Mrs. Bowdich. These faults however, are pet^ 
haps partly to be attributed to the confined limits permitted to a 
story-teller in the London Annuals. When materials which would 
form a volume, are to be condensed into eight or ten pages, it is 
not easy to preserve nature and consistency, and writer^ in such 
cases, anxious to omit nothing, which they deem characteristic or 
important, fill the space allotted them witli iifore^than it can fair- 
ly hold. The consequence is a want of harmony and connection 
that is destructive of* all effect. 

The story of The Cobbler over the Way,” by J^iss Mit- 
ford, though a little too puerile, is told in the easy and 
pleasant manner, which characterizes that popular writer. ^ The 
Lover's Leap, a Highland Legend,” by Leitch Ritchie, is an 
extreniyy powerful and well wrought narrative, but would be 
more to our taste, if its conclusion were less distressing. “ The 
White Bristol,” tlm production of one of “ the O’Hara Family,’* 
is lively and clever. But we are weary of particularizing every 
separate article, and suspect our weariness may be contagious. 
We shall therefore proceed at once to our extracts. Our first 
shall be a graphic Irish sketch, by MI’s. S. C. HalL 
LARRY MOORE. * 

Think of to-morrow !” — that is wb at do Irish peasant ever did yet, with ^ 
view of proriding for it : at least uo one 1 have bad an opportuuitv’ of being ac- 
quainted with, lie will think <4' any thing — of ev^ry thing but tliat. There if 
Larr^ Moore, for eKat»ple : who, that has ever visited my qwn pastoral village of 
Bannow, is unacquainted with Larry, the Baiinow boatmiioi—the invaluable Larrr 
•^whp, tipsy or sober, asleep or awake, rows his boat with undeviatiug power arid 
precision 1 — He, alas ! is a strong proof of the truth of my observation. Looh 
Lm on ^ fine sunny day in June. The cliffs that skirt the shore where his boat is 
mporetl are crowned with wild furze ; while, here and there, a turf of white or yel- 
low broom sprouting a little above the bluish green of its prickly neighbour, waves 
its blossoms, and flings its fragrance to the passing breeze. Down to the very edge 
of the rifling waves is almdkt one unbroken bed of purple tbme, glowing and 
heantiful; — and there Larry’s goat, wdth her two sportive lids — sty, cunning 
rogues ! — find rich pasture — now nibbling the broom blossbma» hovv sporting amid 
the furze, and making the scenery re-echo with their musical bleating. The little 
island opposite Larry considers his own particular property *, not tUatn single sod 
of its bright greenery belongs to him^ut, to use his own words-*'* sure it's all Se 
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one my ewn-^don’t I see it— 4on't I walk upon it — and tiie rery water that it’s set 
an is my own ; for sorra’ a one can put foot on it widout me and the coble,* that 
have b^en hand and glove as good as forty years.** But look, I pray you, upon Lar- 
<iy : — there he lies, stretched in the sun-light, at full length, on the firm sand, like 
.0 man-porpoise — 'Sometimes on his back-^then slowly turning on his side — but his 
most usual attitude is a sort of reclining position against that fiat grey stone — just 
'at high water mark : he selects it as his constant resting-place > because (again to use 
•his own words) ** the tide, bad cess to it, was apt to come fast in upon a body, and 
there was a dale of throuble in moving ;<but even if one chanced tofaH asleep, sorra’ a 
^morsel of harm the salt water could do ye ou the grey stone, where a living mer- 
woman sat every new year’s night combing her black hair* and making beautiful 
music to the wild waves, — who, consequently, trated her sate wid grate respict— 
-Why not1”T^There, then, is Larry — bis chest leaning on the mer-ifiaid’s stone, as we 
call it— 'his long bare legs stretched out behind — kicking occasionally, as a gad-fiy or 
merry-hopper skips about, what he naturally considers lawful prey : — his lower gar- 
ments have evidently once been trowsers — blue trowsers ; but as Larry, when in 
amotion, is amphibions, they have experienced the decaying effects of salt water, and 
now only descend to the knee, where tliey terminate in unequal fringes. Indeed 
bis frieze jacket is no great things, being much rubbed at the elbows — and no wonder 
for Larry, when awake, is ever employed, either In pelting the sea-gulls (who, to 
confess the truth, treat him with very little respect), rowing his boat, or watching 
the circles^ which the large and small pebbles he throws in form on the surface of the 
jcalm waters — and as Larry, of course, rests bis arm, while he performs the above- 
named exploits — the sleeves must wear, for frieze it * impenetrable stuff.’ Hia 
bat is a natural curiosity— corouosed of son-burnt straw, banded by a misshapen sea- 
ribbon, and garnished by * delrak,’ red and green — his cutty pipe, stuck through a 
flit in the brim, which bends it directly over the left eye, and keeps it ** quite handy 
widout ony trouble.” His bushy reddish hair persists in obstinately pushing its way 
cut of every hole in his extraordinary hat, or clusters strangely over his Herculean 
•boulders — and a low furrowed brow, very unpromising in the eye of a plire*> 
«ologist : — in truth, Larry has somewhat of a dogged expression of countenance, 
which is relieved, at times, by the humourous twinkling of his litle grey eyes— 
pretty much in the manner that a star or two illume the dreary blank of a cloudy 
November night. The most conspicuous part of bis attire, however, is an Lndressejl 
wide leather beltpthat passes over one shoulder, and then under another strap of the 
•ame material that encircles his waist : from this depends a rough wooden case, 
containing bis whisky bottle ; a long narrow knife; pieces of rope of various length 
end thickness ; and a pouch which contains the money he earns in his * vocation.* 
i “ Good morrow Larry !’* — 

. “ Good morrow kindly, my lady ! may be ye’r going across ?’* — 

No thank ye, Larry— but therj is a silver sixpence for good luck.” 

** Ough ! God*a blessing be about ye. — I said so to my woman this morning, and 
•he bothering the sdwl out o* me for money, as if 1 could make myself into silver, let 
alone brass : — asy, says I, what trouble ye takes ; sure we had a good dinner yes- 
Iterday ; and more by tokens the grawls Were so plased wid the mate, the craturs ! 
sorra’ a morsel o’ pratee they’d put into their mouths ; — and we ’ll have as good 
• one to day.” — v «■ 

** The ferry is absolutely filled with fish, Larry— if you would only take the trouble 
to catch it !** — 

** Is it fish! Ough! Sorra’ fancy 1 have for fasting-mate — besides it’s mighty 
watry, and a dale of trouble to catch. A grate baste of a cod lept into my boat yes* 
terday, and 1 lying just here, and the boat close up ; 1 thought it would ha’ ated asy 
while 1 hollooed to Tom, who was near breaking his neck after the samphire for the 
quality, the gomersal ! — ^but, my jewil ! it was whip and a way wid it ail in a minit— 
pack to the water.-^Small loss !*' 

But Lariy, it«would have made an excellent dinner.*’ ' . 

*• Sure I’m after telling y’er ladyship diat We had a rale mate dinner by good luck 

' 


Boat. 
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'** But to-day, by yoat own canfeasion. youbsd nothing/* 

. ** Sure you Ve just griven me sirpeuca.”— 

** But suppose I had not !'* 

Where’s the good of thinking that, now V* 

' ** Oh Larry, I*m afraid you never think of to-mmrmo 
** There’s not a man in the whole parish of Bannow thinks more of it mor I do,” rear 
ponded Larry, raising himself up ; “ and to prove it to ye, madam dear, we ’ll havf 
a wet night—l see the sign of it for all the sun’s so bright— both in the air and the 
water.” • * 

** Then Larry, take my advice, go home and mend the great hole that is in the 
thatch of your cabin.*- - ^ 

** Is it the hols ! where’s the good of losing time about it now, when the wea« 
ther’s so fine V*— • • 

** But when the rain comes 

** Lord bless ye, my lady, sure I can’t hinder the rain ! — and sure its fitter for me 
to stand under the roof in a dry spot, than to go out in the teams to stop up a taste 
a hole. — Soira’ a drop comes tibrough it in dry wsather.” 

*' Larry, you truly need not waste so much time : it is ten chances to one if you get 
a single fare to-day — and here you stay doing nothing. You might usefully employ 
yourself by a little foresight.” 

** Would ye’ have me desert my trust \ Sure I must mind the boat. But* 
God bless ye, ma’mdarlint, don’t he so bard intirely upon me; fori get a dal» 
0* blame 1 don’t by no mannt|v;of nmans deaarve. — My wife turns at me as wlcke j 
as a weazel becasel gave my donsint to our Nancy’s manning Matty Quough *, and 
slie says tliey were bad to come together on account4hat they had’nt enough to pay 
the priest ; and the upshot of the matter is, that the girl and a gnind-clnld is coia4 
back upon us ; and the husband is off — God knows where.” 

I’m sorry to hear that, Larry ; but your son James, by this time^ must be ablo 
to assist you.” 

“ There it is again, my lady I James was never very bright— and his mother waf 
always at him, plaguing Lis life out to go to Mister Ben’s schbol and saving, a dalp 
about the time to come ; but I did’nt care to bother the crntur— and sorry to 
•ay he’s ^med out rather obstinate, and even the priest says it’s becase I never 
Ihinkof to-morrow.** • 

** I’m glad to find the priest is of my opinion : but tell me, baye you fatted thf 
pig Mr. Herriptt gave you V’ 

" Oh ! my bitter curse (axing yeV pardon, my lady) be upon all thn 
pigs in and out of Ireland-— that pig has been the ruin of me,— it has such ataste fot 
ateiiig young ducks as never was in the world ; and 1 always tethers him by the leg 
when I’m going out ; — but he’s so cute now, he tuts the theter.” 

“ Why not confine him p a sty—you are close to the quairy, and could buil4 
one in hmf an hourl” 

** is it a stye for the likes of him !— cock him up with a stye ! Och Mushal 
MusLa ! the tether keeps him asy for tlie day !”— 

^ “ But not for the morrow, Lagy.” — ^ 

• JNow ye’r at me again — ^you that always stood my friend. Meal-a-murder, if 
there is’nt Rashleigh Jones making signs for the boat! Oh! ye’r in a hurry arw 
well, ye’ must wait till ye’r hurry is over— I’am not going to hurry myself 
iwid whiskey in my bottle, and sixpence in niy pocket, for priest or minister.” 

“ But the more you earn, the better Larry.” 

“ Sure I’ve enough for to-day.” — 

« But not for to-morrow, Larry.” — 

** True forye, ma’m dear— though people takes a dale o’ trouble. I’m thinking, 
'when they’ve full and plenty at the same time ; and 1 don’t like* bothering about it 
4hen— and it’ll be all the same in a hundred years. Sure ,1 see ye plain enougli 
jffaster Rashleigh. — God help me— I broke the oar yesterday— and never thought tl9 
•get it mended— and my head’s splitting open with the pain— 1 took a drop tog 
mnoh last night and that makes mo fit for nothing-*^'* 

« On the merrowy Lanj." 
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•* FaitK!' ma'm denr, rouV« f 6d badl Oh dear! If Fd hhd the sense to aettfa* 
lobster i>ots last niglit, what a power I*d ha* ean^ht ; they’re danoing the haipe xASt- 
rily down there, the cowardly biackguards--but 1 did not think—** 

** Oftlie ?nf)7’» nu’, Larrtr.'* 

*• Oh |hen let me alone, lady dear! What will I do wid the oar! Jim ConHof 
#«i^e me a beautiful piece of strong rope yesterday, but I did n*t want it— and— L 
l^elieve one of the cliildre got hold of it — I did n’t tbibk— ** 


• •* Of the morroii), Larry !’* 

By dad 1 have it ! — lean poke the coble on with this ould pitch ihrk ; there's oiH 
fntich good in it ; but never heed — it*s the master's ; and he’s too much of a jontfe- 
man to mind trides ; though I’m thinking times an*t as gooMii id him now' as they 
tfised to be; for 'Barney Ciaref toold Nelly PareM, who tovild, Tom La very— , who 
tould it out forenent me and a dale mofe genteeUmen who were taking a drop o* com- 
fort at St. Patrick’s— -as how they bottle the whisky and salt the mate at the big 
libuso ; and if that iln’t a bad'sign, I don’t know wdiat is---thotigh we may thank the 
Jtelish housekeeper for it, I’m thinking wid her hearvbr bonhet and her yellow 
IK shawl, that iny wife (who knows the differ) says, after all, is only calico-cotton.” 


** What do yhu inean by bottling the whisky and salting the meat, Larry t” 


Now, don’t be eomiifg over us after that fashion; may be ye don't know, in- 
deed? Sure the ri^ht way, my lady is to have the whisky upon draught ; and 
^hen it’s so refreshing of a hot summer's day to take a good hearty swig; — and 
in winter-^by the powers ! Md*m, honey — let me ju^ take the liberty of advising 
you never to desarttbe whisky ; it ’ll always keep tll^^i^uld out of y’er heart, ana 
the trouble from y’et eye. — Sure the clargy take to it — and the lawyers take to 
|t, far before new milk and his holiness the Poyie— God bless him — to say nothing 
the king (who’s the first king of heart of hearts we ever had) — drinks nothing but 
Iniiishown — which, to mv taste, hasn’t half the fire of the rule Pottcen. It’s next 
to a deadly sin to bottle whisky in a jontleman’s house : — and as to salting mate !-— 
nure the ancient Irish fashion-^the fashion of the good ould times is just to kill tho 
%aate, and thin hang it by the legs in a convanient place ; and, to be sure, every one 
^ 'can take a part of what they like best.” 

^ “ But do you know ilmt the Koglisb think of tP-morraWt Larry ?” 

' ** Ay, the tame negress 1 that’s the way they get rich, and sniff at Aie worlds 
myjewil; andthlVno oulder in it than Henry the Second; for sure inhere had 
been English before his time, its long sorry they’d ha’ been to let Ireland alone.” 

“ Do you think so, indeed, Larry ?” 

, FBprove It |oye, my ludy, if ye’ll jist wait till I bring over that impatient 
•chap, ilashleigh Jones, who’s ever running after the day, us if he hadn’t a bit to 
cat :"*there,. d’ye see him 1 he’s dancing mad — he may just as well take it nsy. It’s 
such as him give people the feaver.^ . There’s that devil of a goat grinning at me ; 
CPrra’ » drop of milk can we get from her, fur she won’t stand quiet for a body to catch 
ber ; and my w'ife’sSiot able, and I’m not willing, to ^ capering ovbr the cliffs. 
Nev^er mind' ! sure whisky is better nor 

At last Larry and his boat are off, by the assistance of the pitchfork, and most cer- 
tainly he does not hurry hinnself ; hut where is Bashleigh going to 1 As 1 live ! he 
^as got into Mr. Dorkiu’s pledsure boat, that ha^ just turned the corner of tho 
Skland, alnd will be at this side before Larry gets to the other. Larry will not eaBily 
pardon this encroachment ; not because Of the money, but because of his privilege; 
i tiave liMd it rumoared that if Larry does not become mofe active he Will loab 
bis situatiob; bull oaiiaot believe it : be is, when fairly on the water, the mbalfe 
careful boatman in the county; and permit me to mention, in sotto roce.— -(1 would 
iiot have it repeated for the world)— that his master Could not possibly dismiss 
Lim on the charge of heedleasness, because he himself once possessed uninciMired 
J^roperty by fiiSd and flood, -- Wooded hills, veidvit vales, and pur^^-gnsfilng 
liybre. Those fait hbrituges are, however, uuforturiately passing into thebande^ 
oi^eyjprqp^mra ; and the hair ^ the generouk good-natured landlord has beedmb 
i6®iie, and has furrowed bis brow, long before sixty summers nave flowed 

bbSiiilv His children^ too, db not hold that station in society to which their 
bir^i endtles them ; and lattIHy be baB*not been so often on the grand jury, nor Sft 
the near Member’s diimers* The poor love him as well as syer y but . the . rish have 
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3 ie|?le 6 te< 1 « in ft ^eat deprett, his always hospitabte board. BAts, it is said, desert A 
failing house : have nobles, then, the same propensity. Be it as it may the parish 
priest told me, in coQ6dencB, that all the change originated in our excellent friend** 
never thinking of to-mouhow. 

"Our next and last prose extract from the volume is a very elo- 
i^uent and striking Italian Story, by, Mr. J, A. St. John. 

m- • LUCfFER. 

t ■ 

Is ancient chronil|^ of Arezzo, which still remains in manuscript in the church of 
St. Angelo, in ^at city*, there is found the following very extraordinary story of the 
painter Spinelm Aretino, to whic^j Lanzi alludes brieily, in bis llislory of I^ainting 
in Italy. No farther notice has, 1 believe, been taken of it by any other writer 
whatever, altbougb it appears to mo to be singularly well calculated to gratify or to 
excite the curiosity of those who love to pry into the mysteries of human naj^u^y, 
and to mark the strange avenues by which mortals sometimes approach the gati||^f 
death. Though I was not permitted, while at Arezzo, to copy any portion of tiio 
tnaiiuscript, the ncl ventures, if they may be so called, of tliis unfortunate artist, made 
so profound an impression upon me, that they frequently ^iresent themselves to my 
memory when 1 least desire it, and float in long and fearful procession before ^ly in- 
Ward sight saddening and barrowing up my soul. However desirous, therefore,! 
tnay be to banish such unpkp^ant images, forgetCulness is altogether put oftheques- 
lioii; and, indeed, 1 bn ve’^jlle rally remarked, that when once a disagreeable idea 
has got footing in the mind, no effort of the will is capable of driving back the un- 
welcome intruder into oblivion. Perhaps by clotning the vision with words I may 
in some measure vulgarize*it, transform it into a mere tale that is told, nnd thus pre- 
vent it from tormenting me any further ; as persons sometimes get rid of a ghost 
by pointing him out to another. 

When Spinello first arrived at Arezzo, he took lodgings in the house of an artist, 
who, altlioiigh he possessed iio great share of genius, had'contrived to amass const* 
derable wealth.' This artist was no other thhn Bernardo Daddi, whose son, also 
named Bcniardo, afterwards beehmh the pupil of Spinello, and almost eclipsed his fa- 
ther’s refutation. Besides this son, Bernardo had several other gbildren, and among 
the rest a daughter named Beatrice, then just verging upon womanhood. With this 
daughter it was to bo expected that Spinello would immediately be in love ; but our 
young artist had left behind him, in his native village, a charniiiig girl, to whom he 
was in a manner hnthfothed *, and he was the last man in the world to look upon ano- 
ther with a wandering heart. ITe, thefefoi'e, lived in the same house, and ate at the 
fame table with Beatrice, without even discovering that she was beautiful ; while 
they who merely caught a glance of her at clnirch, or as she moved, Itke a vision, 
klong the public walk, pretended to be consumed with passioiv 

Fathers, whether their children are beautiful or not, are often desirous of preserv- 
ing an image of them during their golden age, when time, like the summer sun, is 
only ripening the fruit he will afterwards wither, and cause to drop from the bough.* 
Bernardo was possessed by tliii desire ; and as h# never dreamed that any pencil in 
Ari^zzo, but his own, could reproduce upon canvass the lovely countenance of Beatrice, 
he spent, as from his opulence he could now aflbrd to do, a consideruhle portion of 
^bis time in painting her portrait. The girl, however, who was not greatly addicted to 
meditation, and could not read, for books had not then come into fashion, grew lue- 
laucholy during these long sittings, and her father perceived it. At first no remedy 
^Ikresented Uself, lie endeavoured, indeed, to converse witli her a little in his uncouth 
way ; but he had noV cultivated the art of talking and quickly exhausted his topics. 
Jie next introduced his son Bernardo, the junior of Beatrice by one year, whose ef- 
|drts ^tVeating ainusemelit, being constrained and unnatural^ for he came .ngkitist 
• ms will, were ltttle more siicbes^ul than his oWn. At length the idea of engaging the 
•ervices of his lodger, with whom he had observed that Beatrice sbmlftiineB laughed 
khd chatted of an evening, occurred to him, aiid he forthwith mentioned the subfoct 
lo Spinetio. TTie young man entertained a very strong who, if 
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be wanted g:eniu8, was far from beings destitute of mniable and endeliringf qualities ( 
and therefore, notwithstanding that he felt it would greatlj interfere witl^ Jbis stu<* 
4iea, and trench upon his time, he immediatelj determined to eomplj with the old 
man’s desires. 

The next morning saw Spinello installed in his new office* Beatrice was seated 
like a statue in an antique chair, with her arms crossed upon her bosom, her eyes fix-* 
ed upon vacancy, and her features screwed, in spite of herself, into an expression of 
weariness and impatience. By degrees, however, as Spinello conversed with her, now 
of one trifle, then of another, her eyes, in vdluntarily wandered to thaS portion of tl|||v 
room in which the young dialectician sat involved in shadow, and exerting all 
eloquence and ingenuity to awaken her attention. The experinient succeeded. Spi- 
nello was entreated to be present the next day ; the day following, and, in fact, eve^ 
ry day, until the portrait was completedf or, at le9||»t, nearly so. By this means the 
young man was led to gaze for whole hours together upon the face of Beatrice ; until 
at length, feeling from a distance, as it were, the influence of beauty, be was enabled 
to explain as well as the old philosopher, why Cupid is painted with arrows. He gas^f 
ed/lbs 1 have said, upon the face of Beatrice', and would sometimes spend a moment 
in examining the inanimate representation of it, and in instituting a comparison be., 
tween it and the original ; and one day, forgetting in his idolatry of loveliness tho 
respect due to old age, he snatched the pencil from the hand of Bernardo, iwd with 
singular ardour and impatience exclaimed — " Let me finish it !” Without uttering a 
word, the old man, awed by the vehemence of his manner, yielded up the pencil ; and 
Spinello proceeded, as if in a dream, to embody upon canvass the ideas of beauty 
which inbabiced'his soul. When his fitof enthusiasm h^^mewliat subsided, be per- 
ceived what he had done, an^d began with many blushes, to apologise for his extra- 
ragance : but the old man, charms with the delicacy and freedom of his touches, de« 
dared that he alone was competent to represent the charms of Beatrice, and that 
him he yielded up the honour. 

Spinello, thus entrapped by his own enthusiasm, could do no other than proceed with 
the portrait. Though infinitely desirous not to wound the feelings of Daddi, he per- 
ceived at once that it would be necessary to recast the whole design of the piece, to, 
change the style of colouring — in a word, to paint a new picture. I)addi, who loved 
bis child still more than his art, and wished to preserve and transmit to posterity a 
likeness of her, by whomsoever painted, was not offended, though be was alible hurl; 
by this freedom, an# without murmur or objection allowed Spinello to accomplish hig 
undertaking in whatever manner he pleased. The young man went to work with a 
satisfaction and alacrity he had never before experienced ; and the image of Beatrice^ 
passing into bis soul, tube thence reflected, as from one mirror, upon another, on the 
canvass, shed the slight of paradise over his fancy — as the musk-deer perfumes th^ 
thicket in which it slumbers. 

Though this picture is greatly celel^iated in Italy and especially at Arezzo, 1 shall 
not pause to describe it minutely, or dwell upon the effect which it produced upoa 
my imagination when^ first beheld it. Perhaps, as I knew the story of the artist, 
my feelings might be traced to another source ; but I well remember how strongly I 
,nras moved on first beholding the pale and thoughtful countenance of Beatrice. She 
is represented reclining, in a chaste and thoughtful attitude, on an antique couch at 
the foot of a pillar : flowers aud flowering shrubs appear to shed their perfume a- 
round ; and a spreading tree, with a vine loaded with grapes climbing up ito trunk 
and branches. Stretches over her. In the back-ground the sky only, and a few dus- 
ky trees, appear. The design, it will be perceived, is meagre enougbi but the execii- 
tfon is incomparably beautiful ; and it maybe safely affirmed, that if immorulitr 
upon earth was all that Bernardo coveted for his child, his prayer has beengranted- 
A thousand pens have been employed in celebrating this picture, and Italian literatura 
* must perish ere Beatrice be forgotten. 

It were as easy to count the billows which roll befora the breath of theflempeal 
over the wintry sea,^8 to describe that series of signs by which the soul ibvealf , 
countenance the changes which take place in its condition ; and there- 
fore 1 sbaU not pretend to say by what means, since it was not by words, Spinell<^ 
dieeovei!;e4 that he was beloved by Beatrice : but assuredly the discerery gave hint 
ooDSideiable pain *, for he was not one of those vulgar men, who, like the pa^nt 
' ^ intl> wMODMia inn (tie wgntup sf «s* |4ol to W 
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woman, wIioaeHmage he bad first set up in liis heart, thoug^h the image only bad 
latterly been visible to him, was still the deity of the shrine, and he neither dared 
nor wished to bend the knee to a new object. Still the form of Beatrice would rise 
up both in his sleeping and waking dreams before his fancy, among his most che’* 
riebed associations ; and her features, althougli he observed it not, mingled them- 
eelves, as it were, with the elements of every picture he painted. 

While this was the state of his mind and feelings, Spinello was engaged to paint 
his famous picture of the * Fall of the .Angels/ for the church of St. Angelo at 
Arezao. The^esign of this great work, vAiich has been celebrated by Vassari, Mo- 
ierui, and other writers on Italian Art, waS at once luagnificeiit and original ; and 
the countenance and ^gure of TiUcifer, upon which the artist appeared to have con- 
centrated all the rays, as it were, of his genius, were conceived in a manner fear- 
fully sublime. Spinello disdained the viil^r method of binding together, by an 
arbitrary link, all the attributes of ugliness, which artists have generally pursued 
when they would represent the greatest of the fallen angels ; and, after meditating 
long upon the beat mode of embodying the principle of evil, determined to clothoi 
It with a certain form of beauty, though of a kind not calculated to delight, bat on 
the contrary to awaken in the soul all those feelings of uneasiness, anxiety, appre- 
hension and terror,^ which usually slumber in the abysses of our nature, and are dis- 
turbed only on very extraordinary occasions. In short, the beauty of Spinello’a 
Lucifer was that of the lightning, dazzling, pale, and fearful, such as it appears; to 
the benighted traveller on some unknown and unsheltered heath, when the bright, 
dashes, as they pass, appigr to be the arrows of death, and himself tlie quarry at 
which they are successively 'Parted. • 

From the moment in which he began to delineatedhis miraculous figure, a singulat 
ehauge seemed to have taken place in his whole nature. His imagination, like a 
Oea put in motion by the wtiid, appeared to be in perpetual agitation. Ho was rest- 
less and uneasy when any other occupation kept him away from his picture ; and 
when he returned to it the motions of his mind, far from subsiding into that delicious 
tranquillity which generally accompanies the performance of a beloved task, only 
grew more violent and untractable. As his health was good, and his frame vigorous 
though susceptible, this state of excitement was at first rather pleasing than other-, 
wise. He indulged. himself, therefore, with those agitating visions, as they may 
be callea% which the contemplation or recollection of his Lucifqj: called up before 
his mind ; as daring and ostentatious men sometimes sport upon the edge of a 

ra ice, At length, however, the idea of the mighty fallen angel, whose form 
I delighted to clothe with terror and sublimity, began to present itself under a 
new character to kis mind ; and instead of being a subject to be fondled, as it were, 
and caressed by the imagination, seemed as it approached maturity to manifest cer- 
tain mysterious qualities, which, like the carnivorous propensities of the lion reared 
in domesticity, were altogeriier unexpected bydhe fosterer, and engendered terror 
and apprehension rather than delight. • 

Spinello’s studio now began to be a place of torture to him, and he turned his eyes 
towards the amusements of the world, which he had hitherto shunned and scorned, 
He frequented the society of other young artists, with whom he often strolled into tha * 
woods, or rather groves, for which this portion of Etruria was always remarkable/ 
sometimes traversing or descending the Val d'A^no, at others roaming about the. 
ruins, or visiting the site oW*liny*8 Tuscan Villa. On returning in high spirits from 
one of these excursions, he learned by the letter of a friend that the object of his first 
|pve had proved unfaithful, and been united in marriage to another. This event^ 
though ithad no connexion whatever with his former cause of uneasiness, threw anew 
gloom over his imagination, in the midst of which the figure of Lucifer, dilatingj| 
like an image in tlie mists of the desert, to superhuman dimensions, stood up to scare 
and torment him afresh. 

The qpbappy young max^ wounded in hb feelings, and haunted by the shadow of 
hb OM now fled to Beatrice for relief ; and her tone of tffinking, which had 
in it something of the Stoic cast, united with a manner at once playful and dignified^’ 
delighted him exceedingly. They conversed togethar on many occasions for whole 
horn i and the trains of thought, which at snch timea swept like glorious pageanti 
throu^ his mind, followed each other too rapidly to allow of the existence of meloA*^ 
«Mjr> SpiiMllo wwiM 
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intber tbaa in passion, upon the face of Beatrice, a certain something, like a rnj 
oHight, or a spark of fire falling upon an altar, would penetrate his soul, and kin* 
ilie a sudden and fierce pain ; but it usually passed quickly away, and was forgotten. 
By degrees, however, its recurrence became more frequent, and the ])ain it inflicted 
more intense ; and consequently there soon mingled a considerable portion of uneasi* 
11088 in bis intercourse with his fair and beautiful friencL The existence of this 
Strange feeling, howevq^', appeared to him so extraordinary and inexplicable, that 
lie now began to feel extremely desirous of tracing it to its source, to discover whe- 
ther it indicated any hateful or abominal^e quality in the cause of it,«or was merely 
tlie result of some peculiarity in bis own organization. .He meditated on the subject 
in vain. Beatrice always came dut of the furnace of examinstion more bright and 
pure than ever; and the perplexed, irritated, and unhajipy artist, unable to account 
for the phenomena by which he was tormented, gradually learned to consider iheoa. 
as some of those mysteries of nature, which, however we may scrutinize them, ws 
can never, penetrate. 

At length the picture was completed, and placed in the church of St. Angelo, ahovf 
the altar ; and Spinello felt relieved, as if the weight of the whole universe had been 
removed from his spirit. He now chatted with Bernardo, or with his pupil, and the 
other young artists of Arezzo; or enjoyed the passionate niid alinust solemn cou- 
Torse of Beatrice, who from a lively, laughing girl, bad now been transformed, by 
some hidden process of nature, into a lofty*minded, com uanding woman. 

His constant and almost devotional application to his great picture bad consider- 
•bly shattered his nerves, and he felt his natural susceptibility no much iiicreaa? 
ed, that although it was now summer, and the earth'^overed with glorious ver- 
dure, and the air peopled wfih balmy breezes, which seemed to have dipped their 
wings in all the spices and perfutics of the Bast, the horrible idea which had so long 
haunted him soon returned ; and a cloud spread itself eves his imagination, which a^ 
the hurricanes that vex the ocean could not have blown awnv. To dissipate this un- 
accountable sadness, he wandered forth alone, or with Beatrice, over tlie sunny fields ; 
but he telt, as he wandered, that his heart was a fountain which sent forth two streams^ 
—the one cool, delicious, healing, as the rivers of Paradise ; the other dark, bitter, 
and burning, like the waters of hell : and they gushed forth alternately, accordingly 
as his thoughts communicated with the recollection of his own picture, or with th# 
landscapes around him, painted in celestial colours by the hand of God. ^B'aatrice, 
who w^alked by bis^ide, was herwl fa mastery. To feel the pressure of her hand, to 
bear her breathe, to listen to the music of her voice, was a bliss unspeakable ; and 
there was a sovereign beauty in her countenance which seemed to cast forth rays of 
joy and gladness upon every thing around her, as the sunlights up with smiles the 
cool waves of the morning. Yet Spiuello felt that as often as this fragment of Para- 
dise, as it might Justly be termed, was turned towards him, lightnings appeared to 
gleam from it w-hich dismayed and whberedhis sopl. At such moments a piercing 
cold darted through his frame ,* and wTien it passed away, a tremor and shivering suc- 
ceeded, which witiicfed all l^is energies. In fact, whether in* the society of B.entrico 
or not, Spinello now found that the terrible form of Lucifer, which liis genius had 
. created, was ever present with him, standing, as it were, like a mighty shadow, be- 
iween liim and the external world, eclipsing the glory of earth and heaven. And 
when in the gloom of the evening keWmetimes instiutaively closed his eyes, as if to 
shut out some corporeal sight, be discovered that, like the ims^e of the Oriental laver* 
the abhorred figure had taken up its abode between his eyelids and his eyes, and wag 
not to be shunned. 

The summer passed away in this manner, and autumn drew negr ; and as the glories 
of the sun became dinutier, the figure of Lucifer appeared to increase in dimensions 
tod brilliancy, and acquired more ppwer oyer tlie imagination of Spinello. The apr 
parition usually made choice of the night for its most awful vlsitsj and when the un« 
lay down to court slumhei^ npqo Jhis coaoh, toe jlord of L^t Spirits 
seemed to lie down Jbeside him, in idl bis fearful beauty,' to project himself isto |h| 
sphere of his sleeping fancy, and to envelop himself in all the ioids of his dreams. 

; Tortpred by an enemy who appeared to have passed by some dreadful process intd 
ooce of his being, Spinello felt his energies and hie health departing from him j 
wjhsle bis imagination, into which every faculty of bis mind appeared to be fast mel*' 
ftret sad voluae»ii«s wintry tonp at «is iAwsssed «by tbs wsutt 
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orf er^rj n^igliWunnp^ Btreamlet. At 1«n^th it occurred to biiA tbftt perhaps this de«‘ 
mon of his fancy, which he was well convinced was an unreal phantom, yet could 
itot^banish, might possess no resemblance to the figure his pencil had produced ; and 
might disappear, or at least he reduced to the condition of ordinary ideas, by a com- 
parison with the 'bodily reprbsentative of his originitl conception. This thoiiglit 
presented itself to his mind one night in October, as he lay tossing about in sleeple&g 
agony upon his hed. He instantly started up, dressed, threw on his cloak, which 
the coolness of the night, windy and dark, rendered necessary ; and seizing a lighted 
torch, issued foAh towards the church. 

The holy edifice stood in those days, when Arezzo was but a small place, at some 
little diBtance from the dwellings of the citizens, and was surrounded by a thick 
grotre of sycamores mingled with pine trees. ^The townsfolk had long retired to 
rest, and the streets were empty an c> desolate. IMot even the shadow of a monk flit- 
ted by him as he passed, with his torch flaring in the wind, and casting an awful 
and almost magical light upon the houses, painted according to the fushioii ofthd 
time and country, in broad stripes of deep red and white. As he approached the 
church, the wind, whistling through the pine branches^which swung to and fro, and 
flapped against each other, like the wiings of the fabled Siraoorg, or of some mighty 
demon struggling with the blast, sounded like numerous voices issuing from the 
black roof of clouds above him, and akrieking as he passed. At length he entered 
the church, which in those times stood open day and night to the piety of the people, 
arid drew near the alter. Upon the walls on both sides were suspended rude iinugetf 
of the Saviour carved in wood^ and blackened by time, and numerous antique scrip- 
ture-pieces by Giotto, Cimabue, and other fathers of tfiefirt, which seemed to start 
into momentary existence as Spinello’s torch oast its ted.light upon them. At every 
atep, bis heart beat violently against his side, and appeared as if it w^ould mount in- 
to his throat and choke hiifi. But his courage did not fail, and he ascended tho 
Mosaic steps of the chance), and, with his torch in one liand, climbed up upon the 
altar and lifted his eyes tow'ards the picture. As he stood on tip -toe on the, altar 
and passed ids torch along the wall, the mighty ranks of the fallen angels, in head- 
long flight before (he thunderbolts of heaven, seemed to emerge from the darkness, 
with the awful form of Lucifer in the extreme rear reluctantly yielding even to Om- 
iripotencefitself, while blasting lightnings played about his brow' and eyes, that' 
flftshed with the fires of inextinguishable fuVy. On first castin^his eyes over his 
picture, a feeling of self-complacency and pride stole over the soul of the artist. No 
one had ever before succeeded, as no one bit Milton has since, in delineating that 
tremendous majesty which sits upon the throne of hell. But ns he continued to 
gaze w'ith a kind of idolatry iit the work of his own hands^ his imagination became ex- 
cited by degrees, and l ife appeared to be infused into the figure of the gigantic de- 
mon. In spite of the singular beauty of the features, which looked like those of an 
arch -angel, the face before him appeared to be b^t a mask, beneath which all tUo 
passions of bell were struggling, gnawing, and stinging, and detouring the heart of 
their possessor. ** The baleful eyes, that witnessed huge afllictton and dismay,*" 
appeared to flame in the obscure light, like the fabled carbuncle of the Kaianiau 
kitig ; and the mighty limbs seemed to make an efifort to free themselves from the . 
canvass, and spring forth upon thj floor of God’s;ftn|^ple. As this idea rushed upon 
the mind of Spinello, the wind, moaning through the aisles, and multiplied by the 
echodi, sounded like the voices of wailing and desolation, which, the imaginatioa 
may suppose, mingled in dismal concert when the spirits fell from heaven y and the 
artist, overpowered by the crow'd of horrors which fastened like hungry vultures' 
upon his fancy, sprang from the altar, and, stumbliog in iiis baste, extinguished hiS; 
torch. His imagmatidn, now wrought up to a frenzied pitch hy the awful scene^ 
distinguisbod in every moan of the blast the shrieks of a fallen spirit ; and the^, 
wind, as if to increasd his misery, raised its voice and swept through the sacretL 
^ bllildiiig with trerndtAous power, howding, and shrieking, and g‘il|])ering as it pass- 
ddV Thh demoniac excitement of the nidmcnt now became too great to be endured* 
Spinello sOnk upon the ground, struck his forehead against an angle of tlie altar, and 
fSin^d away. How long he remained in this condition, he could never conjecture ; 
but When he recovered Ms senses, aH arontid him appeared like the illusioh o^ 
a drettfh, The wind had died away, the darkdess had disappeared, the moon bkd' 
isltoMikd^aS VSw CbwHviiigiflHs mild end the long ^ 
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dows upon tlie eBeqaered pavement ; and, rising from the ground, he crawled out' 
of the church and reached his lodgings. 

The next day he was too unwell to leave his bed ; and Bernardo, with his 
whole family who loved the young man, and were anxious to discover and re- 
move the cause of his misery, came to see and console him. Beatrice was the 
^rst who entered ; and when Spinello heard the sbund of her footsteps, which ho 
could most accurately distinguish, a beam of joy visited his heart, atearofde- 
light trembled in his eye, and he blessed^ her ierveiitly. When he lifted his eyes 
to her countenance, however, the vision of the preceding night ii^emed to be re- 
newed, and the hated form of Lucifer, with all his infernal legions, swept before his 
fancy. Ignorant of what was passing through his mind and with a heart year- 
ning towards him with more than a sister’s love, Beatrice approached his bed, and, 
hiicel in g down beside it took hold of Bis hand^which was stretched out languidly 
towards her. She felt that it was burning with fever, and that his whole frame was 
ut that moment agitated in a fearful manner. He spoke not a word ; but turned 
away his face, as if by a desperate effort to recover his composure, while he held her 
hand with a convulsive grasp. She saw his chest heave, and his eyes roll awfully 
as ho gradually turned towards her. Aud at length, finding it was vain to strug- 
gle any longer to conceal his feelings, he threw himself upon his face, pressed her 
treniblinghandto his lips, and burst into a passionate and uncontrollable flood oftears. 
Beatrice, surprised and overcome by the scene, hid her own face in the clothes and 
wept with him ; while her father, her mother, and the whole family, stood motionless 
upon the floor of the apartment, transfixed with sorrow and oblivious of every other 
consideration. • 

By degrees the young man recovered his composure, as persons generally do after 
•bedding tears, and his heart'Seemed to be relieved. Beatrice also experienced tho 
•ame change ; and her father a humane and compassionate old man, supposing that 
Jove might have some share in the misery of his lodger, after motioning his whole 
family to leave the room, drew near the bed, and inquired of Spinello whether hisaf- 
fectioi fpr Beatrice had any share in his present unhappiness ; and whether her hand, 
for her heart he perceived was already his, would make any change in the state of his 
mind. At this new proof of the old man’s love, Spinello could scarcely contain him’- 
•elf. For the moment Lucifer left him, while visions of delight and joy painted them- 
selves upon his f^ncy. To reveal to Bernardo, however, or to any othernbuman be- 
ing, the real cause of bis misery, would he was fully persuaded, expose him to the 
Sus])icion of insanity ] and that we can, on such occasions, conceal what passes with- 
in us, is an advantage, the full value of which is not always uuderstood by the vul- 
gar. His expressions of gratitude, though few and brief, were vehement and sin- 
cere ; and his mind becoming wholly occupied with Uiis new idea, his fever sooa 
left him ; and in a few days he was again able to breathe the balmy air, with his fu- 
^re bride by his side. v 

liis health still ap;)eared , however, to be but feeble ; and the benefit of change of 
jesidence being understood in those times as well as in our own, Spiuello was couii« 
selled to remove for a season to some sea-port town on the coast of Naples. Through 
* mere chance, and not from any classical predilection, be chose Gaeta, anciently Cajeta^ 
xvhitber Lseliusand Scipio used to retire from the politics of Rome to amuse them- 
selves with picking up shells d^on the sand. Tlf^^reiider the excursion more plea- 
sant and profitable, Bernardo determined to accompany his intended soii-in-lavr.and 
to make Beatrice also a partner of the journey ; and their preparations being soon 
completed, they departed in good spirits, and in due time arrived at the place of theic 
destination. 

Lodgings were taken in the neighbourhood of the town, near the beach ; and the 
lovers now comparatively happy, daily strolled together along the margin of ths 
Tyrrhene sea, which, rolling its blue waves in tranquil succession towards the shore^ 
liroka in soft miinnurs at their feet. For a time tho mighty demon oiivhis imagi- 
nation seemed to httve deserted him for ever, while Love, with his playful mien ai^ 
celestial countenance, sported in his stead in the warm recesses of his fancy. 
jUiew begun to experience a secret exultation, in his delivery fromhis inexorable 
dneiny ; and as he walked with Beatrice along the sand, or sat down on Some wave- 
#orn rock beside the waters, he would gaze with inexpressible triumph and delight 
the glonottg fem ef his loisUese/ as the wind RIM her heavy geldea toessete 
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from her shoulders which sparkled like alahaater in the sun. Ever and anon, howerer, 
when the beautiful creature suddenly turned her dark eyes upon him, a sharp pang 
would dart through his frame, and throw him into momentary but fearful purturbation. 
But these fits were not of frequent recurrence, and ail his endeavours to discover 
their mysterious cause were vain and fruitless. 

They had now been some months at Gaeta, when Beatrice was suddenly called 
home by her mother who had been seized with a dangerous illness. Her father of 
course accompanied her on her return ; but Spinello in spite of his entreaties and 
remonstrances,* was compelled to remain where he was ; as Beatrice, who feared 
that Arezzo might recall all his gloomy ideas, peremptorily insisted that he should 
never return, but settle at Gaeta, or remove to Naples. He therefore submitted 
but with a heavy heart ; and saw his guardians, as it were, depart from him> and leave 
him to himself. • * 

What he seemed to fear when they left him, soon came to pass. With solitude 
Lucifer returned ; and he now presented himself so frequently, and in such awful 
colours to Spinello's mind, that the little fabric of health w'hich had been reared with, 
so much care was quickly thrown down while visions of horror swept over the ruins. 
It should here be observed, that Spinello had now learned to associate every hateful^ 
and abominable idea with this tremendous demon of his imagination ; and they w'ho 
know that countless hosts of phantoms can be drawn from the regions of fear, and 
marshalled in terrible array by the fancy, will not greatly wonder at the effect which 
the fearful vision that perpetually flouted before the eyes of the artist at length pro- 
dobed upon his mind and body. 

His health which now declined more rapidly than ever,^as soon irrecoverably deS"* 
troyed ; his frame wasted visibly away ; and as his ^ody grew weaker, liis visions in- 
creased in horror, until at length Uie intellect tottered upon its basis, and almost gavo 
way beneath their intolerablie pressure. In a few weeks he was shrunk to a skeleton 
while his eyes shone with preternatural brilliancy; so that the people of the house 
where be lodged, were territied at bis apperance and avoided his looks. For bis own 
part be was scarcely conscious of the existence of the external world> evel^y thing 
around him appearing like the creations of a dream— mere shadows with whom he 
could have no sympathy. There seemed, in fact, to be but two beings in the uni« 
yerse->-]|^mself and Lucifer ; and he felt that he w'as engaged in a struggle which 
must teri^iiiate the existence of the one or the other. When he succeeded in freeing 
himself for a moment from the fangs of this vision and could rfpel it to some little 
distance from his mental eye, he perceived, us distinctly as possible its illusory 
nature, aud wondered at the power it exerted over liis imagination. If, 
however, lie ohtuined a momentary respite of this kind, it was not, as in the case 
of Prometheus (whoso vulture was of the same brood as his demon,) by night, but 
•t sun-rise, when the God of the Magi stepped, as it were, upon his throne to re- 
ceive the homage of the earth. The hour of rept^, as night is to thefortunate and tho 
happy, was to him the hour of torture ; and he daily lingered ^about the sea-shore, 
anxiously watching the setting sun, aud trembling more and more as the glorious 
luminary approached the termination of his career and disappeared behind the pur- 
ple waves. As soon as darkness descended upon the earth, Lucifer, if absent be- 
fore, invariably alighted with it, and stood beside his victim, who, clapping his 
Lands upon his eyes, would fly ^ith a howl or aP shriek towards the habitations 
ofm«D. 

At length he became convinced that his last hour drew near ; and he blessed God 
tliat his struggle was about to terminate. As soon as this idea took possession of his 
mind, he grew a little more tranquil ; and excepting wlieii lie thought of Beatrice, 
awaited the final hour with a kind of Batisfuction. In this pious mood of mind be one 
evening wandered to his usual haunt on the sea-side. The sun had set-'-themoott 
and all the stars were in liouveri— -aud the earth and the sea were sleeping in the 
silver ligj^t. He sakJiim on a lofty rock overhanging the sea, which was deep 

and BtiH in that part; and with the waves on his left, and the earth in all its love- 
uness Qu his right, be raised his eyes towards heaven and was absorbed in devotion. 
At that moment a face of unutterable beauty presented itself in the bright moonlight 
before him. With a single glance, he discovered it was that of Lucifer, but softeuedl 
to angelic loveliness. Uttering a wild and piercing shriek he started from it to- 
viracdi the edge of the precipice. Beauice— for it was i^e*—iiistaatlj caught hia 
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py the hand to dragf him back ; and pronounced his name. The words and the touph 
dissipated his illusion ; and with the rapidity of li|^htiiing revealed to his mind the 
ifatal secret of his misarv. He now saw thnt^ litiving been occupied with thoughts of 
)ier when he painted his picture he hnd lent a portion of her beauty to the fallen arch 
angel ; and hence the pain her looks had occasionally indicted on him. Wbila 
this conviction darted into his mind, be was already falling over the pre- 
cipice; but he still grappled at the rock, and made desperate oilbrts to re- 
cover himself. Beatrice, also, finding that he was going and drawing lier after him, 
for she stil held him by the hand, cuughtliold of a tuft of puss whii h grew on tha 
edge of the cliif and grasped it convulsively. In this situation they hung for an 
instant, suspended over the abvs.s ; but the grass -tuft by which she clung gradually 
gave way ; and in another instunt, a siillen ])luoge in the deep waters below told that 
tJie lores and miseries of Spineilo and l^eatrice v^ere ended. 


We have now to give some account of the engravings of the 
Friendship's Offering^ but as we have already occupied so 
much space with the Literary department of this publication, 
we raust4)e brief in our remarks on the embellisliinents. The 
best of these is a brilliant line engraving by E. Goodall from a 
Painting by G. Arnold, entitled “ Echo.” This is one of the most 
poetical compositions we have met with for some years. Echo 
IS personified in a light, and aerial female form, floating over a 
still secluded lake. — Tfie portrait of a beautiful female, with 
an open and lively expression of countenance, painted by a 
promising young artist of the name of Wood, and en- 
graved by Edwards, is a very exquisite production. The en- 
graving is clear, sharp and sparkling. — Mary Queen of 
Scots, presenting her son to the Church Commissioners” paint- 
ed by Stephanofl* and engraved by R. Baker, is interesting 
and well designed, but tliere is that dwarf-like appearance 
about the figures observable in the works of Hans Holbein, and 
the engraving has too much colour in some parts and too little 
in others. The child has the face of an old woman. We recognize 
however that air of theatrical elegance about the costume and 
manner of the Queen, whichStepbanofi’ usually throws around his 
female figures, sbme of which are the perfection of loveliness, and 
refinement. — Catherine of Arragon,” painted by Leslie and en- 
graved by Humphreys is a very superior production, though the 
drapery is somew hat hard and heavy. In lather respects great taste 
and spirit are exhibited both by the painter and engraver. — “ The 
Spae Wile” by Stothard, has his usual stiflhess and mannerism. 
— A little child gazing on a Dead Bird, from its plainness, and want 
of proportion, and the peculiar shape of its hands, we ' should 
take to be Westall’s, though the impression before us is a proof 
bjefore the letter, and no artist's name isattached^^ A sketch of 
^ Spoleto’’ ia. very beautiful as a landscaper but fhe en- 
graving is feeble and cold. “ Vesuvius” though we object to the 
ba$>|micd nature of the subject is admirably handled by Turner, 
the first of bur living Landscape Paintep.— "" The Mas- 
querade” . after Kidd, engraved by Armstrong is coarse and oom- 
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inon->place« — “ Reading the News” a picture by Wilkie engraved 
by H. Robinson, is interesting from the name of the Painter, for 
who does not prize every production, however humble, of the 
immortal Wilkie. It has much of his peculiar humour and 
simple nature, but the engraver has scarcely done justice to 
the original,—" Lyra,” painted by Wood, is very sweet in 
the facial wcpression, and the engraving is excellent of its kind, 
though being stippled, it does not seem in its place among so many 
highly finished line engravings. — We have now gone rapidly 
over all the embellishmenjls, and, may be thought not to have 
spoken of them in a very enthusiastic way, but to con- 
fess the truth, we expected something better. They are 
very beautiful, and even superior perhaps to those of the last 
year, but the great eiforts now making in the departments of the 
Tine Arts for the London Annuals, are apt to excite our expec- 
tations of almost absolute perfection, and as they fall short of this 
standard we feel proportionably disappointed ; nevertheless it is 
but bare justice to acknowledge that there are very few similar 
publications that aflbrd a stronger display#of either Artistical or 
Literary Talent than the Friendship's Offering for 1830. 


FORGET-3IE-NOT, FOR MDCCCXXX. 


W^liad almost despaired of being able to gratify our rea- 
ders with specimens of the ForgeUme-Not in this month’s Ma- , 
gazine ; but a copy having just reached us we hasten to give a 
hurried notice of its contents, and to select a few brief specimens 
in prose and verse. The Literary department contains many excel- 
lent articles by writers whose names and talents are familiar to 
the public, llie first prose compoftition in the book is entitled 
" A quarter of an Hour too soon,^ and is a very ftlever and amus- 
ing production. The writer commences by quoting Lord Nelson’s 
remark that “if he had ever done any thing worth talking of in* 
the world, it was by being always a quarter of an Hour before his 
-time,” and proceeds to show that this saying might be reason- 
^ able enough in the hero of Trafalgar^ but it could not be ren- 
* dered applicable to common mortals. He illustrates his position' 
with his own history, in which every untoward accident that 
befalls him is attributed to his having been fifteen minutes too 
soon.^ If wy;ecollect rightly, an article written in a similar style 
. appeared iivtne last Forget-me--Not, entitled#" An hour too 
many.” " The quarter Hour too soon,’’ is toalong for an 
entire extract, but we give a brief specimen of it. Our author 
had obtained an Ensign’s Commission in one of the King’s regi- 
ments, with which he had just embarked for the eontinent. He 
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had not been Tong at sea before he experienced the inconveni- 
ences of a gale of Wind. 

** Out ship still lav a hundred yards from the shore ; and- the waves which had 
brought her so far were not yet tired of playing the same auties with lier as they had 
done for some time past ; she pitched and rolled hideously. Before me lay thepleasaht 
laud of the canteen, the coffeehouse, and the hotel. A crowd of jovial-looking mih'taires 
had already gathered ou the beaclr to welcome us home, and were roaring with laugh- 
ter at our unwilling manccuvres. ** Flesh and blood canbear this no longer/’ eaid t to 
tlie colonel, who, without boots, epaulettes, or stomachy was clinging for his life to 
the jurymust of our dancing ship. The w'ords w'ere no sooner pronounced than I 
jumped overboard, and was, like Cscsar, ** buffeting the waters witli fierce contro- 
rersy.” The waters took thair reveng<^ : I was the last of their victims, and they 
determined to make me remember them. The billows did with me just as they 
liked. AVhen I was within ten yards of the shore on the back of one, the next con*- 
veyed me fifty yards to sea. , No boat was at hand to determine “ the controversy 
find, in as few minutes ns possible, a huge hill of foam, tumbling hack from, the 
beach, carried me with it, insenaible, down Channel. 

1 awoke in the hands of a committee of country 'burgeons, at th e critical moment 
when the men of science were on the point of carrying it against the philatithro- 
pists, and I was about to he consigned to the forceps of a fashionable lecturer on 
the pest mortem peculiarities of roan. Here, perhaps, 1 began to breathe fifteen 
minutes too soon ; for one quarter of an hour more was the time in which the phi- 
lanthropists had agreed to give up the experiment of my recovery. Less prompti- 
tude on my part w'ould havdeaved me a good deal of after- trouble. 

But 1 was fated to disajipoint Svery one ; and 1 disappointed the men of science of 
tbeirprize, jumped into n post-chaise, and flew back to. quarters. The first man 
whom I met in the streets of Portsmouth was my friend .lack, taking a tranquil 
saunter among the print-shops. He was goodnaturedly glad to see me. ** But you 
were unlucky,’’ said he, ** in venturing to swim from the vessel. 'I'he tide was 
going down ; in anciher quarter of an hour she was lying high and dry, and yoo. 
miglit have landed in a cabriolet.” 

“ But the regiment, where is it to be found ?” ^ 

* ** You have nothing to do with it now ; you were retumetl drowned, fpif every 

ensign iu the corpsvwould have pledged every thing but his epaulette, that you 
were gone to the bottom. Your commission is given away, and now you have only 
to go to town and fight them out of another, if they will take your own word at 
the Horse-Gnaids for your being alive.” 

“ But what are you doing iu Portsmouth, Jack 1” 

“ My duty: 1 have been gazetted to the regiment ; and have the honour to he 
at this moment lieutenant iu thecom|^any you left behind, when you were in such 
a hurry to see service.” 

1 cursed the tifteeit minutes in the depths of my soul.” 

Mr. Sboberl, the Editor of the Forget^me^Not has published, 

■ as be supposes, a very early production of Lord Byron, but we 
can hardly think it jrenuine, and if it is, ri reflects no great honor 
upon his Lordship’s Juvenile Muse. It is a very poor imita* 
tion of Shenstone. We extract it, however, as a curiosity . 

TO MY DEAR MARY ANNE. 

BY LOPD BYRON. 

The lines addressed " To my dear Mary Anne” were written about a year or 
less before my marriage, and when Lord Byron left Annefi^y. — A nns 
'Musters. *" 

Adieu to sweet Mary for 

From her 1 must quickly ^part. 

Thou^li tlie fates ns from each other sever. 

Still her image will dwell in my heart 
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Thfi flame that within roy breast burn^ 

Is unlike what in lovers’ hearts glows ; r 
The love which for Maiy I feel 
Is far purer than Cupid bestows. 

I wish not your peace to disturb, 

• 1 wish not your joys to molest t ■ 

Mistake not my passion for love, 

'Tis your friendship alone i request. 

Not ten thousand lovers could feel 
The friendship my bosom contains ; 

It will ever within my heart dwell. 

While the warm blood flows through my veins. 

Vi'!'., ^ 

.. 

May the Ruler of Heaven look down. 

And my Mary from evil defend ! 

May she ne’er know adversity’s frown. 

May her happiness ne’er have^an««nd ! 

Once more,* my sweet Mary, adieu ! 

Farwell ! I with anguish repeat— 

For ever I’ll think upon you, 

While this heart in my bosom shall beat. 

Oui^ next poetical extract shall consist of some very sweet and 
touchAg verses by Miss Emma Roberts. • 

SONG. 

BT HISS EMMA ROBERTS. 

Upon the Ganges’ regal stream. 

The sun’s bright splendburs rest ; 

And gorgeously the noon^tide beam 
Reposes on its breast ; 

But in a small secluded nook, 

Beyond t\^ western sea, • 

There rippling glides a narrow brook. 

That’s dearer far to me. 

The lory perches on my hand. 

Caressing to be fed, 

.^^^d spreads its plumes at my commaii 
And sFoops its purple head ; 

But where the r^n, bumble guest. 

Comes flyin^ln>m the tree, 

Which bears its unpretending nesi^ 

Alas I I’d rather her 
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The fire-% flnslies through the sky, 

A mfeteor swift and bright ; 

And the wide space arotintl, on high. 

Gleams wi^ its emerald light ; 

Though glory tracts that shooting star. 

And bright its splendours shiite. 

The glow-^orm"s lamp«is dealer far 
To this sad heart of mine. 


Thioiighout the s ummer year, the flowers 
In all tlie flush of bloom. 


Clustering around the forest bowers. 
Exhale their rich perfume. 


The dai^4y, and the primrose pale. 
Though scentless they majpbe. 
That gem a far, far distant vale. 



Are much more piized by me. 


The lottis apes its chalices, 

Upon the tahk's broad lake, 

Where India’s stately palaces 
Their ample mirrors make : 

But reckless of each tower and dome, 

1'he splendid and the grand, 

I latignish fof a cbttage home, 

Within my native laud. 

Miss Mitforft has given an historical sketch of the Trial of 
Charles the First, but she has very feebly handled so fine a sub- 
ject. The simplest prose narration of the circumstances at- 
tending this important event would be more interesting than 
any ordinary w liter could ever hope to render it ito declamato- 
ry blank-verse. We have n^ wish to speak disrespectfully of 
Miss Milford’s powers generally, but certainly in this instance 
her nerveless versification, is peculiarly ineffective. The prose 
story of the Exile, by Mr. W. H. Harrison is clever and 
agreeable. We can afford room for a ^>rief specimen of it. 

“ I would inquire after certain of our friends in Flanders. How is Frank Sack* 
ville ? The king promised to take care of bis fortune.” 

And has kept his word most royally, to the last stiver of it,” was the answer. 

“ And where is poor Frank now 1” 

** In a garret at Brussels/’ said Pierrepoint, of such circumscribed dimensi- 
ons, that he cannot stretch himself^withbut dinging open the wineb^ lor elboYfroom.” 

And does he flaunt it as bravely as ever V’^^ftrsued the querisb 

** Atfle, no I” was the reply. ^' Poverty ia imllbtle o tailu, and, has slashed 
his (TOiiblet sadly. He told me, with tears in hiji eyeS| tha^ tiie leel^of his shirts bo 
Imd six different ways of gettWg km. Ulmf, on uhdVes^idgt. WiBself one night, ho 
missed it altogether, and at last found its aieteiKMl]l' in his boot/* 
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Has he recourse to tjie triee-iitic as ftvquentl^r as sits to w<iW)t, drowning his 
tares after the manner of Clarence r* said Wioterton. 

“ Oil, no ?*’ rejoined the other ; “ be has descended to the atcobol, which he ob- 
tains as he can ; be^s, borrows, or fferhsps steals it, as did Froibetbeus fire of ano- 
ther sort, and like him; sufTers for ft in%is llrer.” 

*' And how fares ilifith old l^ar Jehn^-^abeent Jack as we need to strle him 1 Is 
he still subject to those fits of abstractitl^ under thd btfiuence Of which he was ac- 
customed to fotKet his meals V’ * 

“ Fortunately for him, as much so es erer,” replied Pierte]|i'oiht ; " a circum- 
stance that adininister^ marrellously to hia eontentence, seeing that his dinner is 
freqtiently as absent as himself.” ^ 

“ He had a turn for poetry, had bf not f’ said Winterton. 

** Call it a twia,'* replied ^the incorrigible Pierrepoint; ** for nothing could be 
more foreign to his nature* He bad a fancy for bell-ringing, you will remember ; 
and when he gave that up, liet^vk to jingling of another Sort, and uiuk-named it 
poetry.” 

liiliding, by a natural transition, from poetry to music, I would inquire bow goec 
the world with my friend CroQlhet ; is he as indefatigable a scraper as ever ?'* 

“ Confound him ! yes,”i‘iild Pierrepoint ; ** he lodged in the next room to me, 
where he fiddled from inoriiing*ttll night, and taught me, by sad experience, that the 
punishment of the bow-string is not confined to Turkey,” 

The lines on The Stolen KisSy by Captain M^N^ghten, havo 
all the spirit anti fertroar that the subject i^tdred. 

Barry Cornwall’s verses on the Place de JFeannie D’Arc, at 
Rouen, and addressed %o Prout the Painter, are replete with his 
worst faults. It is strange that this Poet who has a great deal 
of fancy and delicacy of leeling, should deform bis productions 
with so much alfegtation, bad taste and absurdity. 

His present Poem for instance commences in this fantastical 
ipannei^ ^ 

Oh thou brave Art of Painting ! with what sldli, &cf. &c. 

And proceeds with such stuff as the following : — 

Oh ! a brave Painter art thou, Samuel Prout : 

By Juf)iter ! I would tmtiive without 
A Dr;’. wing from thy Pen, thooglf 1 should feed 
To-morrow on Chamelioiisl * 

♦ ♦ 4 ♦ 

Oh! jnrere I you, friend Artist, I wouTct roam, &c. &c. 

We shall now extrastwoiae pretty verses by Mr. Thomu 
Haynes Bayly, the author oS tho pofiular Song of “ Oh ! no 
we never mention her.f* 

srwo. 

BV HAVarEB BAVLV, E«». 

Oh ! does he think, when I sMumo 
^^bis cold uiHneoBilig smile, 

ITHW forget his vomsi oi love ?»— 
lliat 1 iorgive^^gitile ? 

- Wwsn'itc morse to pJne 

Where Peace wTs wiiitt (b^dlriell ; 

. w Jwd s^%he 
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/sought him not : — my mother’s love 

TAm left me nought to seek ; ^ 

Sly heart was gay^ my step was light. 

And health wa^ on my. cheek. 

He camcj and bought the simple wreathe 
My mother used to sell ; 

He Whisper’d praises in my ear— 

Oh, I remember well ! 

t * 

He^inger’d near my village home. 

And said ’t was for my sake ; 

He deign’d to be my partner, too. 

At harvest-home shfid wake ; 

Be placed a ring upon my hand ; 

And could I then repel ^ ^4, 

The token of a blameless love ?— 

Ob, I remember well ! 

The sumieer pai^s’d — ^he came no more—* 

I thought 1 should have died. 

When next we met, a noble dame « 

' Was smiling at his side. 

* He saw roe— but his guilty eyes 
Abasbild before me fell ; 

The lady soothed him, and be smiled— 

Oh, I remember well ! 

c 

They told me ’t was his wedding day. 

They bore me to the church ; 

And pale, and cold, and statue-like, 

I linger’d in the poich : 

I heard his weddmg peal — I feli 
^The beating of the bell ; 

1 saw him kiss his lovely bride— 

Oh, I remember well ! 

\ 

And I have lAet him in the wiwld. 

And I have heard him speak, * 

And madly forced a smile to light 
My flushM and feverish cheek ; 

Do I forget T No ; let him wait 
Until he hears my knell ; 

For till 1 rest bentath the turf 

« I shall remember well ! 

Our next and last extract shall ||||a very good stoiy entitled 

THE BED MAN, 

It WM lit Aa konr of atm, in aa Angoat a^aaniac, diat ' a aalH^ honeman ar^ 

. tivad at tk* Kssk Swmi a seimtix'iiu abeitt Ida# ‘MIsb tava «f Laiaaa* 
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ter. He was mounted on a larg:e fiery cbarRer, aa black as jet, and had behind 
him a portmanteau attached to the croep of hia saddle. A black travelling cloaks 
which not only covered his own person, but the greater part of his steed, was 
thrown around him. On bis head be wore a broad-brimmed bat, with an uticom* 
monly low crown. His legs were cased, in top-boots, to which wore attached spurs 
of an' extraordinarv length ; and in his hands he carried a whip, with a thong three 
yards long, and a liandfe which might have levelled Goliath himself. 

On arriving td the inn, he calmly dismdhnted, and called upon the ostler by 
name. 

Frank !” said he, take my horse to the stable ; rub him down thoronghly ; 
and, when he is well cooled, step in end let' me know.’* And taking hold of hia 
portmanteau, he entered the kitchen* rollowecbby the obsequious landlord, who bad 
come out a minute before, on hearing of his arrival. There were several persona 
present, engaged in nearly the same occupation. At one side of the fire sat tbo 
vilbigfl school master— a thin, pale, peak-nosed little man, with a powdered peri- 
wig. terminating behind in a long queae, and aa expression of self-conceit strongly 
depicted upon liia eountdhanco^ He was amusing himself with a pipe, from which ho 
threw forth volumes of sm^o withUtn air of great satisfaction. Opposite to liim sat 
the parson of the parish — a rnt j bald-headed personage, dressed in a rusty suit of black, 
and having his shoes adorned with immense silver buckles. Between these two 
characters sat the exciseman, with a pipe in one hand, and a tankard in the other* 
To complete the group, nothing is wanted but to mention the landlady, a pliimp^ 
rosy dame of thirty-five, who was seated by the school*>niaster s side, apparently 
listening to some sage remarks which that little ge^tldftan was throwing out for 
her edification. 

But to return to the stranger. No sooner had he entered the kitchen, followed 
by the landlord, than the eyes of the company were directed upon him. His hat 
was so broad in tlie brim, Ms spurs were so long, bis statue so great^ and bis faco 
so totally liid by the collar of bis immense black cloak, that he instantly attracted 
the attention of every person present. His voice, when%e desired the master of 
the house to help him off with his mantle, was likewise so harsh that they all heard 
it with suj|den curiosity. Nor did this' abate when the cloak was removed, and hia 
bat laid as^e. A tall, athletic, red-haired man, of the middle age, was then made 
manifest* He had on a red frock coat, a red vest, and a red necf cloth ; nay, - hia 
gloves were red ! What was more extraordinary, when the overalls which covered 
bis thighs were unbuttoned, it was discovered that bis smalL-clotbes were red 
likewise. 

“ All red !’* ejaculated the parson, almost involuntarily. 

As you say, the gentleman is all red !*’ added the schoolmaster, with his char* 
ecteristic fiipparicv. He was checked by a loo|^ from the landlady. His remark, 
however, caught the stranger’s ear, and he turned round upon b^ with a penetrat* 
ing glance. The schoolmaster tried to smoke it off bravely. It would not do: be 
felt the power of that look, and was reduced to almost immediate silence. 

“ Now, bring me your boot-jack,*' said the horseman. 

The boot-jack was brought, and the boots pulled iff. To the astonishment of th« 
compgny, n pair of rSd stockings were brought into view. The landlord shrugged 
bis shoulders, the exciseman did the same, the landlady shook her head, the parsou 
exclaimed, “All red }’* as before, and the schoolmaster would have repeated it, but 
be had not yet recovered from his rebuke. 

“ Faith, this is odd !*' observed the host. 

“ Rather odd,” said the stranger, seating himself between the parson and the 
exciseman. The landlord was confounded, and did not know wbat to think of the 
matter. ^ , 1= 

Afte^sittingforamw moments, the new-comer requested the l^st to hand him a 
ntghtcap, which he would find in his hat. He did so : it was a red worsted one: 
ai^ be put it upon his bead* 

• Here the exciseman broke silence, ' by ejaculating, “ Red again The landlady 
nve him an admonitory knock on the elbow : it was too late. The stranger heard 
ms remark, ani regaird^ him with one of those pierobcg glancee for which his &tti 
•ye MenMd so remsrkabies r v.i 
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' ^ All f94 J*’ niurrn^»4 tl>« pawon once mote. 

*‘Yp§, Doctor Poaiidtext,tli#|f:©nrima!i, as yoti inT, is sll red,*^ rs-sohoiMl tbi 
idhoolniiiter, who by this titi;^ bad recormd bis s<»1f-poM«ssion. He would bare 
ffone oh, but the landladv p:are him a fresh admonition, by tramplinft upon his toes $ 
tnd her husband winked in toben of silence. As in the case of the exciseman, the 
were too late. 

« Now, landlord,** said the stranffer, aiter be bad been seated a minute, may I 
tnsuble you |e fiet me a pipe and n can of your best Biurlon 7 But, I'lrst of all, open 
my ])ortmante8u, and give me out my slipper^*’ 

The host did as he wns desired, and producM a pait of red merocce slippers. Here 
Sn inrolufitary exctamntion broke out from the eompeny. It beymi with the par* 
Son, and was taken up by the school •nhister, thcaeacisemah, the landlady, and the 
landlord, in auecession. More red !** proceeded ft*em every Hp, with diderent 
decrees of loudness, llie landlord's #as tbe least loud, the school-master’s the 
loudest of all. i . 

** I suppose, gentlemea,'* said tbe stranger, ** you Were remarkkig upon my 
clippers.” • 

Eh — yes ! we were just sayiny that they vdfcpe red,” replied the school -master* 

^ ** Pi^Tt’* demanded the ocher, as be raised tlie pipe to bis mouth.*' did yOil 
never beiWe see a pair of red slippers ^ 

* This question staggered the respondent : he said nothing, but looked to tbe par* 
ton for dasistanee. 

•* Btit you are all red/* pheerved the latter, taking a full draught from a (bamiiig 
tankard which he held in hia bend. 

' ** And you are all black,*’ said the other, as he withdrew the pipe from his mouth* 
and emitted a copious piitf of tobacco smoke. The hirt that covers your numskull 
is black, your beard is black, yoiir coat is Mack, your vest is Mack ; your smalt* 
clothes, your atockings, your shoes, all are black. In a word, Doctor Pouijdtext* 
jou are——** 

What am I, sir V’‘sai#the parson, bursting with rage. 


*‘ Ay, wbatisbe, sir,?’’ rejoined the schoolmaster, 

** He is a Mack-coat,” said the stningev, with a contempAueos aoetf./*' and yma 
ere a pedagogue.^ 'I’bis sentence was followed by a profound calm. Note, ward 
was spoken by any of the company, hut each gazed upon his neiirhbour in lileMe*. 
In the faces of tbe parson ami scltoolnuiBter anger was principally depicted : the ea« 
ciseman’i' mouth was turned dowrn in disdain, tbe landlady's was curled intoa sar^ 
castic smile ; and as for the landlord, it would be difficult to say whether eslonieh- 
Met, anger, er foar, most predominated in his mind. Ihiriiig tkis omi&otis tran- 
qniUty the stranger looked otj unmoved, drinking and smokiog alternately with totfah 
indifference. The pohoolmasTer would have aaid something had be dared, and ee. 
would the parson ; hut both were yet smacting too bkteidy under theis sebuff ta 
hazard another observation. 

In tbe midst of this mental tumult, the little bandy-legged ostler made bis appear* 
aAcef and announced to the rider that his horse had been rubbed down according to 
jfodera,. On hearing this, the Iked Man got up (Von bis seat, and walked out to tbe 
litahle. His departure seemed to act as a sudden relief to those who were lefk be* 
hmd. Their tongues, which ^is presenceliad hound by a talismanic influence, wsi^ 
loosened, and a storm of words broke forth proportioned to tbe foarfol calm whielk 
preceded it. 

" Who is that man in red ?” said the parson, first breaiitig silencev 

«* Ay, who is be I” re-echoed the schoolmaster. 

* * ^ He is a bit of a conjurer, I: warrant,” quoth the bUotseiiHHik 

I should not wonder,” said the landlord,/* if he be a ipyjfigay -franco.** 

Or a travelling packman,” edddd tb^ lhndlady. 

• I mi certain he is no better than he ihoidd npete thh pnrtoirigaiu. ^ ^ 

clear,” exclaimed the whole of thft company, bUg^OiAiig Ihff peih» 

S t, and terurinating ttb usual with the host. Hum at tail Dbotdr 

dfost resumed—** I ahatt qutstfon him tighlly wlten he letiuite M 

r see ifojtertutent ornga^^^ 

5* A/r •gpitog muit ba dom/' mi ft# icbiO»*iBiitiiiH V < . 
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■ •• WhutiTM* you do/* said the landlady; let it he ddae driUy# ' I hhemld kibt likl 
foan^wliim” ^ v « « , 

• ” A fiafor his an^er !** roared her hushand. snapping bia fingets ; ** | shall give 
him the bark of the door in the twinklios: of an ©ye, if he so much as chirps.** 

- “ Anger, indeed!” observed the erciseman; “leave that to me and my cudgel.** 

“ To vou aud vour ciidorel !’* said the stranger, who at this moikient entered, and 
reanmed his T'lace at the fireside, after easting a look of inetfable contempt upon th© 
•csciseinan. IMie latter did not dare to ^ay a word; his countenance fell, andliis 
Stick which he was brandishing a moment he'fore, dropped between his legs. 

There was another pause in the cbliveTsation. The appearance of the Red MaA 
hgaln acted like a spell on the voices of the company. The parson was silent, and 
i)y a natural consequence his echo,, the scbosl-master, was silent also : none of tbA 
Others felt disposed to say any thing. The meeting was like an assemblage of quu*- 
kers. At one side of the fire sat the plump^arson, with the tankard in one haud^ 
and the other placed upon bis forehead, as in deep meditation. At the opposito 
aide sat Che schoolmsfster^ puffling vehemently from a tobacco-pipe. In the centra 
was the exciseman, having at his right hand the jolly form of the landlady, and ut 
bis left the M;in in Rt d; the landlord stood at some distance behind. For a time 
the whole, with the exceptiou of the stranger, were engaged in anxious thought. The 
one looked to the other with wandering glances, hut, though all equally wished to 
apeak, no one liked to be the first to open the conversation. “ Who can this man 
he T* “What does he want Irere 1” “ Where is ha from, and whither is ko 

hound T* Such were the enquiries which occupied evm mind. Had the object of 
their curiosity been a brown man, a black man, or ei^pn^reen man, there would have 
been nothing extraordinary ; and ho might have entered the inn aud departed from 
it as unquestioned as before he came. But to be a Red Man 1 There was in this 
eometbingso startling that the lookers-on were besides tbemselvee with amasement. 
I'he first to break this strange silence was the parson. ^ 

“ Sir,’* said he, we Imve been thinking that you are- — ** 

** 1’hat 1 am a conjurer, a French spy, a travelUitg piekman, or something of tJih 
eort.,*’ observed the stranger. Doctor Poundtext started back on bis chair, and weR 
he might ; for these woi^s, which the Man in Red bad spoken, were the very one* 
he hims^ was about to utter^ 

“ Who are you air!’* vesumed he, in manifest perturbation? “ What is your 
nae V* 

*. “ My name,’* replied the other, “ is Reid.** 

“Andvrhere, in heaven's name, were you bom?*’ demanded the astonished 
parson, 

“ I was born on tlie borders of the Red Sea.” Doctor Poundtext had not anothe^ 
word to say. The schoolmaster was equally abounded, and withdrew the pipe from 
his mouth: that of the excisenoan dropped to tTie ground : thejandlord groaned g- 
loud, and bia spouse held up her bands in mingled astdhisbmeiit aud awe. 

Afref giving them this last piece of information, tlie atrange man arose from 
his seat, broke his pipe in pieces, and pitched ,||he fragments into the fire ^ then, ‘ 
tlirowing bis long cloak carelessW’ over his shoulders, putting his hat upon his he^d 
and loading himself with his boAs, his whip, and uis portmanteau, he desired the 
IsndTord to dtow him to his bed, and left the kitchen, after smiling sarcastically to ils 
ifimateii, and giving them a famiUm and unceremonious nod. 

His disappearance was the signal for fresh alarm in the minds of those left behind* 
Not a word was^said till the return of the innkeeper, who in a short time descended 
ftom the bed-room over-head, to which be had conducted his guest. . On re-edtering 
the kitchen, he was encountered by a volley of interrogations. The pantoti, tliS 
eehoolma^jer, tbi^lgseiasa. and his own wife, questioned him over and over again. 

** Whg was the^an in Ren !«he* must have seen him before-— must have heard 
Of him— in p word, he must know somefibidg about him.*’ I'be ^st protested “ that 
he never beheld the stranger till tba#hour : it wis the ficat time he hod made bis 
peiranse at the Black Swan, ondf m kelp him God; it should be ^ last 1*^ 

' “ iHfhy don’t you turn him out V’ exekimed the epeiseman. \ 

. “ If you think you are able to dp it, you a^ heardly w^come/* replied the landt 
nvii ” Far my past; t hatk ap ootiaA of demtai(* to moak ^wtan with the fihai^ 6t* 
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his wbip, or Ms great, red, sledge-hammer fist." This wae an irresiatiMe argument 
and the proposer of forcible ejectment said no more upon the subject. d 

' At this time the party could hear the noise of heavy footsteps above them. They 
were those of the Red Man, and sounded with slow and measured tread. Thev lis- ^ 
tened for a quarter of an hour longer, in expectation that they would cease, 'fhere 
Was^ no pause ; the steps oontinued, and seemed to indicate that the person was 
lunusiiig Jiimself by walking up and down^the room. ^ 

It would be impossible to describe the multiplicity of feelings which agitated the 
^iiids of the company. Fear, surprise, anger^ and curiosity, ruled them by turns, 
and kept them incessantly upon the rack. There was something mysterious in tbs 
visiter who had just left them— someth^g which they could not fathom—something 
unaccountable. ** Who could he he V* This wa% the question that each put to the 
other, but no one could give any thing like a rational answer. 

Meanwhile the evening wore on apace, and though the bell of the parish church 
hard by sounded the tenth hour, no one seemed inclined to take tliehint to depart^* 
£ven the parson heard itwithout regard^ to such a pitch was his curiosity excited* 
About this time also the sky, w'hich had hitherto been tolerably clear, began to be 
overclouded. Distant peals of thunder were heard ; and thick sultry drops of rain 
pattered at intervals against the casement of the inn : every thing seemed to indicate 
A tempestuous evening. But the storm which threatened to rage without was unno- 
ticed. Though the drops fell heavily : though gleams of lightning filled by, fol- 
lowed by the report of distant thunder, and the winds began to hiss and whistla 
Among the trees of the neigl^lmm-ing cemetery, yet all these external signs of ele- 
mentary tumult were as nothing to the deep, solemn footsteps of the Red Man* 
I’hero seemed to he no end to his walking. An hour had he paced up and dowa 
the chamber without the least interval of repose, and he w*us still engaged in this 
occupation as at first. In this there was somothing incredibly mysterious; and thsi 
party below, notwithstanding tbeit numbers, felt a vague and indescribable dread 
beginning to creep over them. The more they reflected upon the character of the 
vtranger, the more unnatural did it appear. The redness of his hair and complex, - 
ion, and, still more, the fiery hue of his garment, struck them with astoj^ishinenr* 
Hut this was little to the freezing and benumbing . glance of his eye, tl)p strange 
tones of his voice, Ind his miraculous birth on the borders of the Red Sea. There 
was now no longer any smoking in the kitchen. The subjects which occupied their 
minds were of too en|^rossirig a nature to he treated with levity : and they drew 
their chairs clos with a sort of irresistible and instinctive attraction. 

While tliese things were going on, the bandy-legged ostler entered, in manifest 
Alarm. He came to inform bis master that the stranger's horse had gone m^, and 
was kicking and tearing at every thing around, as if he would break his manger in 
pieces. Here a 1ou#neighing and rushing were heard in the stable. ** Ay, there 
he goes,” continued he. “ 1 believe the devil is in the beast, if be is not the old 
enemy himself. Ods, master, if you saw his eves : they are like — ” * 

" What are they like 1” demanded (he landlord. “ Ay, what are they like I” ex- 
claimed the rest with equal impatience. • 

“Ods, if they a'n't like burning coals I" ejaculated the ostler, trembling from 
head to foot, and squeezing himself in among the others, on a chair which stood bard 
by. His information threw fresh alarm over the company, and they were more agi» 
tated and confused than ever. ^ 

During the whole of this time the sound of walking over-head never ceased for 
one moment. The heavy tread was unabated : there w'as not the least interval of 
repose, nor could a pendulum have been more regula r in ite m otions. Had 
theiw been any relaxation, any pause, any increafe, or ^Bf^dimiAtion, of 
rap^ity in the lootsteps, they wool# have been endurable ; but them wa# 
same deadening, monotonous, stupifying sound con- 
liAdad, like clockwork, to operate incessantly above tbeir heads. Nor was them 
Any sbAtemeot of the storm without ; the wind blowing among the tress of the ce- 
metery iti a sepulchral moan ; the raju beating against the panes of glass with the 
^Impettious loadAeM of hail ; and lightning and thunder flashing and pealing At brief. 
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intervals throuK^ tlie murky firmament. The noise of the elements tras indeed 
frightful, and it was beig:htened by the voice of the sable steed like that of a spirit 
of darkness; but the whole, as we have just hinted, was as nothing to the deep, 
■oleVnn, mysterious treading of the Red Man. 

. Innumerable were their eonjectui^a concerning the character of this persnnngm 
it lias been mentioned that the landlady conceived him at first to be a travelling 
packman, the landlord a French spy, and the exciseman a conjurer. Now their 
opinions weregwholly changed, and they looked upon him as something a great deal 
worse. The parson, in the height of bis learning, regarded him as an emanation of 
the tempter himself; and in this he was confirmed by the erudite opinion of the 
schoolmaster. As to the ostler, he could say nothing about the man, but he w as 
filling to stake Ilia professional knowledge tliat his horse was kith and kin to the 
evil one. Such were the yarious (foctrines promulgated in the kitchen of the Black 
Swan. * 

If he be like other men, how could he anticipate me, as he did, in what 1 w af 
going to say T* observed the parson. 

“ Born on the borders of the Red Sea!” ejaculated the landlord. 

" Heard ye how he repeated to |is what we were lalkiug about during Lis abaencb 
jn the stable V* remarked the exciseman. 

And how he knew that 1 was a pedagogue?” added the schoolmaster. 

“ And how he called on me by my name, although he never saw nor heard of ms 
Tieforei'” ssfid the ostler in conclusion. Such a mass of evidence w'as irresistible* 
It was impossible to overlook the results to which il naturally led. 

** If more proof is -wanting,” resumed the parsoi^afiifr a pause, only look to 
his dress. What ('hiisrinn would think of travelling about the country in red T 
It is a type of the kell-fireHrom which he is sprung/’ 

** Did you observe bis hair banging dowu his back like a bunch of carrots ?” ask« 
id the exciseman. 

** Such a diabolical glance in bis eye !” said the schoolmaster. 

' Snob a voice !” added the landlord. ** It is like the sound of a cracked cla« 
Jionet.*' 

** His/eet are not cloven,” observed tho landlady. 

** No matter,” exclaimed the .landlord ; the devil, when he chooses, can havf 
is good legs as his neighbours.” * 

** Better than some of them,” quoth the lady, looking peevishly at the lowei^ 
limbs of her husband. 

** Meanwhile the incessant treading continued unabated, although two long hours 
had passed since its commencemeut. There was not the slightest cessation to the 
sound, while out of doors the storm raged with violence, and in the midst of it tbs 
hideous neighing and stamping of the blacl^ horse were heard with pre-eminent 
loudness. At this time the fire of the kitchen began to burnjow. The sparkling 
blaze was gone, and in its stead nothing but a dead red lustre emanated from the 
grate. One candle had just expired, having burned dow-n to the socket. Of the one 
which tem-Ained the unsnuffed wick was nearly three inches in length, black and 
crooked at the point, and standing like a ruined tower amid an envelopment of sick- * 
ly yellow fiame; while around the fire’s equally decaying lustre sat the frightened 
cofA'ie, narrowing their circle as its brilliancy faded away, and eyeing each other like 
apparitions amidst the increasing gloom. 

* At this time the clock of the steeple struck the hour of midnight, and the tread of 
tlie stranger suddenly ceased. There was a pause for some minutes — afterwards a 
xustling-r-then aoioise as of something drawn along the floor of his room. In a mo- 
ment thereafter bis door opened; then it shut with violence, and heavy footstepa 
Were heard t^ympUitg down the stair. The inmates of the kitchen shook with alarm 
as the ffead caThdIlfearer. * They expected every moment to behold the Red Man 

* inter, and stand before them in his nativsncharacrer. The landlady fainted outright: 
the exciseman followed her example : the landlord gasped in an itfony of terror : qpd 

schoolmaster uttered a pious ejaculation for the behoof of bis soul, Doctor 
Pouadtext was the only one who preserved any degree of composure* He managed, 
in a trembling voice, to call out ** Ayutt&t / Satan i lexoxoiae thee (rom hence Ui 
llm bottpiB oflhe Red Saa 
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I HIV m fast at 1 can.” taid th« straiij^, a« Ka ptisad IntehaiMtooii 
•a his way to the of>eii sir. Hit voic« aroused the whole oonclare front their etoitoEa 
3l'hey started up, and by a timultaBeoiiB effort rushed lo the window. There they» 
beheld the tall fissure nVa man, enreloped in a bhck cloak, walking aerost the rarli 
OQ hts war te the stable. He Itad on a broiid-brimmed, law-crowned hat, top-boota, 
^ith enormous spurs, and enriied a gigantic wliip in one hani^ a portmanteail' 
in the other. He entered the stahle, remained there about three ivlinutee, and Oaina 
tout leadin? forth his fiery steed thoroughly accoutred. Intlie twiukli<*igef aoeye ho 
^t upon his back, wared bis baud ic the compaivy, who were surreying him throogk 
the window, and, clapping spars to his clmrger, galloped off furiously, with a hi^ 
•us and uanataral laugh, through the midst of the storm* ^ 

' On goingup stairs to the room which the derill^d honoured with his presence, tbi 
landlord foiinrl that hfs infernul majesty had helped himself to every, thing he coul({ 
lay his hands upon, haying broken into his desk and carried off twenty- five guineato 
6f king's money, a ten pound Bank of England note, and sundry articles, such aa 
se»l-'^. snuff-boxes,&Ci. Since, that lime he bas not been seen in these quarters, and if 
heshould, he will do well to beware of Doctor Poundteict, who is a civil magistrate as 
Well as a minister, and who, instead of exorcising him to the bottom of the KedSea., 
may perhaps exorcise him to the interior of Leicester gaol, to await his trial befonr 
thejudg.es of the midland circuit. 

Tlie Engravings of the Forget-me-Not for this yeaif tliouglr 
hardly equ^ to tbose the last volume, are in many instances 
very beautU'ul. There ii^ little group of figures, The Orphan 
PamtVy, painted by Cbisholme and engraved by Davenport^ 
Uiftt is eharaeterized by much of that simple truth of ev|H'essioii 
in which Wilkie i? so felicitous. — :The engraving entitled* 
^ Tfui tempting nument'* is one of similar merits an old apple 
Woman has fallen asleep in her chair, and a number of young* 
boys are stealing the roasting treasures with timid cunning*, and 
burning their aioiiths and fingers in tlleir burry. It is'di'ava, 
by W. Collins, and is very beautifully ehgraved by Shenton. 

Mr. Aekermann generally contrives with exeellent judgement 
|o secure the assistance of Front, whose bold, broad and loastorly 
^yle, is so much adutked both by the critics and pubhe. 
His view of a street at Rouen in the present volume, engraved 
by the talented H. Le Keux, is full of his usutd richness and! 
power of efiect. “ The Flmver ^irl” by P. A. Guagain, tot 
'iboue wIm have seen Murillo’s, will tmty eacke contempt, and 
even withoat reference tb that admirrole .work, tte present 
win be considered a very ordinary and common place engrpv.; 
ing. “ The Land Storm.” drawn by Clenaell, is not without, 
^it, bid it reminded ua too wuich of a French compositien, any* 
^ which, is usuaBy our abeminatien. Stepha.^ 
whose sfiecess in tJie Keepsetke has brought him into greait 
ttsa beea called upon tor hia aeaistaeen, bid 'IP ^ nob 
so ba^y’on this oecariow, t» m m former one. iRIip* 
J^thof tm Dove drawn by Stewardsoa and engraved in A 
^ight am^SfkUug manner by W. Findan^is a very beautiiia 
hitaa wonK, unis also DmiieB^s drawing of an Jmdktm • O A anA ' 
^hich is softly and delicately finished. We hwf vaiiwit torgo*jf 
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ten to mention Tht Spanish Princess^ by Wilkie but it is not 
in his usual or best style. 

There are two or three oth^r embellishments that we have not 
alluded to but we have noticed the most noticeable^ and our 
Printer will bitterly complain of us if we further extend our re- 
marks at the eleventh hour, lye regret much that we did not 
receive the London Annuals at a more convenient time when we 
should have entered into fuller details, and have done more jus- 
tice to their merits.'^ 


THE BENGAL ANNUAL, MDCCCXXX. 

As the Bengal Annual, is conducted by the Editor of 
this Magazine, we are placed in a rather delicate position, 
for it is not fair towards the publishers, nor even to our readers, 
that the work should be altogether passed ^^er on this account. 

Our best plan perhaps will be to offer no remarks of our own, 
but content ourselves* with quoting the following flattering no- 
tices from the Calcutta Papers. 

[from the INDIA GAZETTE.] 

We have been favoured by the Editor with the loose sheets of the 
Ben^almAnnuaL sjid we have much pleasure in availing out selves of his 
Gourtes^to make our readers acquainted with some of« its interesting 
contents, ^le attempt to get up an Indian Annual is worthy of high 
commendation ; and if we may judge by the variety and excellence of 
the contributions, it has been rewarded with a degree of public support 
emitiendy flattering to the projectors. Amongst the names of the writera 
we find ftiose of Dr. Wilson, Dr. Grant, Miss Koberts, Mr. Derozio, Mr, 
Parker, Colonel Young, and others, whom we cannot ^enumerate, all of 
whom have contributed from their stores to present a rich and varied 
treat to the Indian public Considering the disadvantages under which 
the Bengal Annual has been given to the world, it may appear invidious 
to institute any comparison ^between it and the similiar publications that 
arc deceived from Kuroj^e. But we do not think that it need shrink from 
the comparison ; for the taste and beauty of many of the pieces, the true 
poetic inspiration under which they have been conceived and expressed, 
appear to us^ to give the entire work a general style of excellence and 
power superior fo its European compeers. Most of the eminent poets of 
the preset (Ja^who contribute to the English Annuals, seem to furnish 
only jhc sweeping? of thftir study — the mere exuviae of the poetic charac- 
ter: several of the contributors to thd Bengal Annual liave, on the con- 
trary, put forth their powers, and their productions are consequently 
worthy of themselves, and the public to whom they are addressed. 

January 1830. 0 
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' The tameless wtifer of the lntroidnctoty Stanzas* coneladet hu tenda^ 
and plaintive lines with the exclamation 

Home ! Home ! tbere--tbei0 alonf 

The miustrel’s harp gives all its tone. 

But the real pathos, the glow of poetic feeling, which p^vades his ow$ 
,\erses, shows that even the Kxile's harp can give forth tones which find 
their ready response in the humai/heart. Yet why regard ourselves as 
j^xiles? Why not make this the land of our adoption, and endeavQurto 
make it all that the patriot and philanthropist can^esire? 4 ¥ 

4 * ♦ * ^ * * i 

[from thetoovernmsnt gazettx.] 

Literature — to use an American phrase, seems to be progressing a- 
mong us. — Not only ill an Annual to be issued in "a few days from the 
Press of Calcutta — but we are promissed a Monthly Magazine too. — 

e hive been always aware that there was np wan^ pf talent for compo- 
sition amongst our Indian Sojourners — -and that all that \yas requisite foy 
its dev elopement, was some kind of motive pr stnniilus to call4k fbrtli. Tto 
Ihc spirited Editor of the Bengal Ahiin:)!”— it is due to acknowledge—^ 
that he has given the required motive fot Uterary concentration by an- 
nouncing that he would undertake a task heVer ^tried here before —and 
which rendered it a point of honour -in his literary Brethren to put their 
fihouiders heartily to the wheel, to help4iiiii. 

We have been favoured with the unbonund sheets of the work — and its 
typographical execution is really most creditable. Of its literary merits 
we would, rather leave our Readers tn judge for themselves — wl^en, how- 
ever, we slate ^at amongst the contributora to its pages are to^je found 
the names of the fair authoress of the H ouses of York and Lancaster? 
—of the Translator of tlie Hindu Theatre”— and of the author of I'be 
Draught of Immortality” — we say enough, iwe . presume, to indicate that 
9l work distinguished by such aid csuiiiot fail to be worthy of considerar 
tion. 

It is dedicatee^ to Lady Wilham Bentinck, and we trust will prove Ihp 
-avant courier of ‘many others iu esse t and yios.s'e still more deserving of 
the honor of such patronage. 

< The chief end of publications like the one in question, has hitlierto 
been to amuse, accordiiiglyalhe matter of the Bengal Annual is, for the 
^most part, of a light and entertaining character^ilte Poetry and Prose 
being pretty equally balanced. 

A few pictorial embellishments are to be found in the work — which ar^ 
the friendly contributions of Amateurs. Although not wanting iii elegance 
of design and spirit of execution, they are not of course amenable to thos4i 
rigid rules of Criticism which hold in England, and whic}^nst(|fi'ihgth^ 
‘'infant state of the arts in Calcutta, to apply iTere, would be fb ji'se k 
'giant’s strength as a giaiit— and therefore tyrannously. They vrill, somb 
years hence, be interesting, were it only as showing the jprogress of thb 
« Europi^}i arts in this quarter of Asia. ^ w- 

• The aotUor of these Staam is Mr* X’arker.— £d* Cel* lAag, 


THE SEA SON IN iX)NBON, MDCCCXXX. 

BY CAPTAIN BfCNAGIlTCN, 


^ [for the CALC^iTTA MACAZiNr.] 

<5ood morrow to tlie Senson ! — it is coming round again, 

And though 1 shall be divided from its revels by the main, 

I shall not lbrget,|J)e sooner all the joyousripss it gave, 

'When to every eye that smird gn mg, I bow’d a willing slave* 

When every form I gax’d on ( if ’twere like a Sylph's at all) 

In the criisli-room of the Opera, or the glories of a ball. 

And every cheek of rosy hue, and every snowy hand. 

Had a charm for one so ncwdy from the sable-beautied laud. 

So, good morrow to the Season! with its witching revelry, 

So ijuickly coming round again — though coming not for me. 

Good morrow to the Season ! — will each girl I left behind, 

When on another, as on me, she throws her glances kind, 

Kellemher him sii^ liirted with, ihvougli many a mellow hour, 

In the iioi.^e of glittering parties, or the silence of the bower ; 

Will she, wlij^e clieek was crash'd to mine, oi^^iat unvictuaU'd day, 

When the horticultural people* sent ns eirfjily all away, 

Keiiiembertliosd soft whispers thativere in her ear distiU'd, — 

The only really “ good things” with which l/uil day she was “ fill’d.** 

Oh ! good morrow to the Season! with its witching revelry. 

So cptickly corning round again— though coming not for me. 

Good morrow to the Season ! — what a change be in that heaven. 

Among the angels, bright and fair, I knew in tweniy-seveii ! 
lioung Phmbe may have settled down a rul’d, or ruling, spouse, 

And Lucy may to Gretna Green have gone to take tlie v^ws. 

Gay Julia may have turn'd a Saint, or turn'd — a fopliug a head, 

And jiretty little Jessv may have left her Booby’s bed. 

Jane still may play the light guitar, or play the ligbiev fool, 

And Fanny’s younger sister may have made her lover cool. 

Uut good morrow to the Season ! wiili its witching rei'olry. 

And to all its blooming beauties — though they bloom no more for me* 

Good morrow to the Season ! — hy the tianges, distant J^ioro, 

1 have sutme down, an alter'd man from what 1 was beiore, 

I am never going to flirt au:aiu — pink cheek and lily brow, 

A'lay blush and beam — they once hud pow’V — hut that is over now* 

An eye could play the deuce w ith me, unless it chancM to squint, 

Atid I should tiave thoixrLt it hard to find H female heart of flint. 

But th« greenness 'of my youth is o’er — that effervescent time— 

And 1 listen more to reusnu now, and rather less to rhyme. 

So good morrow to the Season ! — with its w'iiching revelry 

And to all iu blooniiiig beauties — though they bloom no more for me* 

Good morrow to the Season ! — when life’s tree to autumn’s brown 
Its venture yields, I’ll go and pass the winter months in town j 
^d itiUj^ne^ld familiar form should cross iny downward p|^h, 
itvitii wrinkTes whe?e the Mushes ar« which she at presq^iit Hath : 

Borne slowly on her tottering feet, down life’s declivous hill, 

Which now so lightly float her through the w altz and the quadrille ; 

* No one who was there will ever forget the H or tiouUural Breakfast of 18:27! The 

gourmand who deemed it anew ** pleasure” to feel hungry, might have had it, on that 
occasion, tohig h^ari'i cuuteut, htit whgtht^ tu Ui»id(MmGh'$^UQ is Quite anutherj 
quostiou* 
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*Tirfllt)e plensant (if she have not jf^ot a wheezing husband by her) 

To try and eye her wither’d shape as now my eye might eye her* 

So good morrow to the Season 1— its witching revelry. 

And a blessing on each face that ever kindly beam’d on me ! 

Good morrow to the Season ! — I have had my flattering liiy, 

1 harebeen with jilts a butterfly,. but twigg'd their birdlime ivray, 

I have gone through all the formsof adoration with Coquettes, 

Have admir’d their tlips and laces, but kept clear of all their netSm 
A hundred thousand foolish things, no doubt, I must have said, 

But the warm ones never caught say heart — thoiijl^ the cold ones caught m) 
head. ^ * 

If some of them were fond of airs — I fann’d them in a trice. 

And if others would be chilly — why, 1 handed them an ice. 

But good morrow to the Season ! — with its witching revelry. 

And a blessing on each face that ever kindly beam’d on me ! 

Good morrow to the Season ! — I have tasted all its joys. 

Its dancing, flirting, whisp’ring, pressing, visi^ng, and noise* 

)ts scandal 1 have chatted, and have scann’d all my acquaintance, 

Thp artless ones, the sinful ones, the blue ones, and the 6aint|peftf 
But I’m not the sour misau-thropist, to say 1 dont miss Ann, 

The laugbiiig littlofi^r] with whom my Season 1 began. 

Hordo I look with fay pflcrite regret upon the past,-*-* 

1 was happy while it lasted, and l*m happy at the last* 

Bo good morrow to the Season ! — with its witching revilry, 

And a health to those whose gentle hearts may yet remember me \ 

Good morrow to the Season though the ocean’s wide expanse 
'Will not let me dance again with those with whom 1 us’d to dance* 

1 cannot with Rigge’a lavender, their beauteous forbeads lave, 

Bor the briny wave compels me all that happiness to waive. » 

Bfo more gammas 1 chatter to about their darling daughters,** 

I have left off all such nonsense, upon this side of the waters 
But a^l 1 think with kindly warmth on both the young and old, 

Bor this is not a clime in which a person can feel cold ! 

So good morrow to the Season ! — with its witching revelry. 

And a health to those whose gentle hearts may yet remember me ! 

Good morrow to the Season — may it gaily come and go 1 
May eyes bg brighter than its wine, and joy more sparkling flow I 
]Vlay they who fear they’re growing.fat, ungrow again to thin ! 
blay the puppies be rejected, and the jilts be taken in ! 

To sit without a partner may inaumuvrers be compelled 
And may thy Hell, St. James’s Street, no longer be up-held ! 

May sighing maids be nUirried, and cross oU ones end their lives ? 

And may husbands all be cuckolded who take coquettes for wivea4 

So good morrow to tbe Season ! with its witching revelry* 

And may those again enjoy it, who enjoy’d it once with me* 

Good morrow to the Season ! ** and a kind adieu to all. 

Whom 1 have ever prattled with, in boat, or bower, or hall, 

They ihaU all be recollected when my spirits may be high,_ ^ 
oiie or two shall ofteneat be remember’d with a siglR ^ ^ ^ 
r thou pretty, warbling bird — thou guileless one in hesr^ * 

JW he thy share of every good,-*«f ill be thine no psrt ! 

And to tfiee, the warm sod gentle, who had last my dancing handg 
hSppiness, at greM as jBnine, in this all sunny land 1 
I^ow good morrow to ihe Season ! — with its witching revelry, 

Aaid nay thoso again enjoy it, who enjoy’d it onoe with me 1 



m 


THE YOUNG HOMICIDE. 


In the year JS — there resided in the county of in Scot- 
land a cou^trj’^ gentleman of the name of M . My father's 

house was at least five* miles distant from his residence, and I do 

not recollect that I had ever seen Mr. M , but I had often 

beard him spoken df as a man generally respected. He poss- 
essed considerable landed property, and this combined with the 
excellence of his character, gave him some weight and conside- 
ration in the neighbourhood. He was married and had several 
children. At the time of which I write, his eldest son w as about 
eighteen years of age, a tall, handsome, and intelligent young 
man, who had distinguished himself at the university during the 
preceding session. He was a high-spirited youth, somewhat 
presumptibus, and easily irritated by opposition, but otherw ise of 
a kind and generous disposition, and exceedingly popular among 
the farmers and peasantiy. His father"/ principal farm servant 
had a son of nearly the same age ; a great favourite with his 
young master, and his constant companion in his field sports. 

On the morning of the 27tli of October of the year I have 
mentioned, these two young man w ent out coursing, with a 

couple of Sir. M 's greyhounds. Tliey had not returned at 

the usud dinner hour, four o’clock, although it was found that the 
dogs had been home for some time. This caused litfle surprise at 
the time, aud 1 believe no alarm, for as it had been raining heavi- 
ly since noon, it was concluded that the young men had sought 
shelter in one of the neighbouring cottages, from w hich the dogs 
might, either accidentally or purposely, have been excluded. 
As it continued to rsjjii till a late Hour, they \Yere hardly ex- 
peeled that night; but considerable anxiety was excited by their 
not appearing on the following morning, and by noon this 
anxiety had deepened into serious alarm on the part of the pa- 
rents; enquiries were mad« in every direction, but no information 
could be obtained. They had not been seen beyond the adjoin- 
ing fields. More extended enquiries produced a similar result, 
ahd on the following day the whole neighbourhood was in com-* 
motion. The feelings ot the parents of the young men I shall not 
attempt to describe. Every forest in the vicinity was searched 
and re-^aifii^d ^ eve^ river was dragged ; and hardly a 
bush ^scm)ed investigalioii ; it was all in vain, had the 

objects of their search been seen on any road or highway near 
or remote. Under such circumstances the idea of weir naving 
been murdered must have presented its^ to eve^ mind; but ’ 
February 1830. A 2 
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to whom could suspicion attach ? and what could have become 
of the bodies ? The young men were as generally loved as 
known. Tljey had nothing about them to excite cupidity ; they 
were strong and active, and thbugl^i only armed with sticks, could 
not have been easily overpowered, at least not by a single 
individual ; and besides, it was a part of the country in which a 
murder had not been known within the memory of man. I need 
not repeat any of the various ' opinions which this* mysterious 
circumstance engendered, regarding the means, human or su- 
perhuman^ by which these two lamented yopths had been swept, 
as it were, fi-om the face of' the earth, withput a vestige being 
left by which their flight might be traced, or the place and man- 
ner of their death divulged. The most ingenious failed in in- 
venting even a probable surmise, and conjecture consequently 
look a range far beyond the bounds of possibility ; but any at- 
tempt at a reasonable solution of the mystery, was at last aban- 
doned in despair. 

I had then just completed my sixteenth year. I was not tall for 
my age, and had a banish appearance, though I was not deficient 
in strength or agility. On the day preceding ^that on which 

young M and his companion disappeared, a friend of my 

father, who had taken a fancy ’to me, had made me a present 
of a double barrel gun. Young as I was, I was a practised 
sportsmen of three years standing, and had often used such 
a gun before, but had never had one of my own. I was 
proud of it accordingly. I sallied forth therefore* on the. 
following mtSrning after finishing an early breakfast, confident 
in my own skill, for iny aim then was as quick as it w^as sure, 
and not doubting tJiat my new acquisition w^ould do ample 
justice to it. At this late period of the season, the partridges 
had become shy, and though iny dog w^as well-trained and 
staunch, I had^ bagged only a single brace. By this time I had 
wandered in a southerly direction about four miles from home, 
and now stood on the brow of an eminence, taking a survey of 
the adjacent country, and giving occasionally an anxious glance 
at the aspect of the sky, which had been lowering since morning,, 
and now threatened rain. Before nie lay a marsh, or as»it is 
there called “ a mire,” considerably upwards of a mile in length, 
and at its eastern end opposite to which 1 stood, perhaps half*a 
mile broad ; which breadth gradually decreased tow ards the west 
till it terminated almost in a point. The marsh had a brownish 
hue, the moss which grew upon it being interspe^d with hea- 
der, The surface was much broken towards1[hemidalet shew- 
ing of shallow water, covering a great depth 

a apis mixture of mud and sand. From the spot where I stood 
i gedtle slope led to it; a range of low lulls rose more abruptly 
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from tbe opposite side. The country was open towards 
the east affording a distant prospect of the sea ; the view to- 
wards the west was more limited,. being closed by an adjacent 
wood. At some distance from the western termination of the 
marsh, a low and narrow embankment had been thrown across, 
apparently in an attempt to bring that part of the marsh which 
lay beyoncfit into a state of cuftivation. This having failed, a 
second attempt of the same nature equally unsuccessful seemed 
to have been made about forty paces nearer to the extremity. 
These embankments served now *as footpaths to the sportsman. 
By others the place was little frequented. 'J'here was neither 
farm house nor cottage within sight, except at a great distance 
to the eastward. 

I directed rny course along the northern side of the marsh, in 
the hope that a few snipes might have made their appearance. I 
was disaj^pointed and on reaching the second embankment deter- 
mined to cross over. Ere I had proceeded halfway, I saw a hare 
come over the rising ground from the soujyj, andrun towards the 
embankment which lay between me and the centre of the marsli. 
When opposite to me, in crossing it,being within shot I fired and 
killed her: and immediately proceeded to the spot. I had just 
begun to load when two greyhounds came from the same direction, 
and stood at gaze on the summit of the rising ground, as if look- 
ing for an object of recent pursuit. Two young men, the owners 
of the dogs, next made their appearance, and came rapidly to- 
wards Ine. Just as I had loaded my gun, and bagged niy hare, 
they were near enough to address me. In advancing along the 
narrow embankment, one necessarily preceded the other. The ap- 
pearance of the first indicated his connection with the higher clas- 
ses of society, while that of his follower as evidently shewed that he 
belonged to the peasantry of the ^fountry. The first had dark 
hair and eyes, those of the other were fair and bluft : both w ere tall 
and good looking : the former had a common walking stick in his 
hand ; the latter a kind of pole, use in leaping ditches. The 
flashing eye and flushed j^row of the fir^t who approached me be- 
trayed a considerable degree of irritation, for which I w^as not 
conscious of having given cause, and his language, tone and 
manner were from the beginning, insulting and menacing. So 
my lad’' he began, you have killed our hare have you 

Your hare !” I replied, I have killed a hare, but I bad shot 
her before I saw either you or your dogs, and was not aware tliat 
you hacrpurhertip”-*-" I dare say,” but wbere^is your certifi- 
cate? we will make you pay for your insolence !” — My smile on 
hearing this was one of contempt and defiance, nor had I timo 
for further reply, for he immediately resumed — “ I thought so, 
^ poacher ! give up your gun 8ir !”~One lock was immediately 
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cocked^ and I think the look which accompanied this action must 
have expressed a degree of resolution, whicli would have detered 
many from further aggression ; but to be thus braved by a boy 
served only to inflame the WTath of the rash and choleric youth 
who now stood before me. He put a just interpretation on my 
look and action, when he exclaimed, “ So you will not give it 
up ! Come on Allan !” and he i*ushed forward to cldse with and 
overpower me. 

Ere the reader condemn me for what followed, let him reflect 
on my immature age and outlie provocation I had received, let 
him also consider that as a young sportsman, I looked on the re- 
tention of my gun as a point of honour. I believe also that I w^as 
naturally brave, for although on common occasions I hadlittle 
confidence in myself, and was subject to embarrassment from 
trivial causes, yet I have since found the immediate presence of 
danger can nerve my heart, and compose my mind. I knew not 
this when young, for 1 had not then ever been placed in imminent 
peril ; although I was sensible that I w as free from those terrors 
with which many are utijN'essed, on beholding the convulshms of 
nature, and witnessing the strife of the eleyinents. I can recol- 
lect that when a mere boy, returning home with some of my 
school-fellows we were overtaken by a tremendous thunder-storm 
— My terrified companions hurried on while I lingered behind 
alone,absolutelydelighte{l with the elemental war that was raging 
above and around me. Yet it was an awful sight. It seemed 
as if a whole U*gion of demons had entered that dense and mur- 
ky cloud, whence they were darting their forked and fiery ar- 
rows on the reptiles of the earth, while its innermost caverns re- 
verberated the echoes of their dissonant and diabolical mirth. 
This however might not be courage, for the idea of danger 
never crossed my imagination. But be this as it may, I was 
when irritated by insult, as inaccessible to fear as reckless of 
consequences. Come on Allan !” exclaimed my proud and 
impetuous assailant — the next instant he was prostrate before 
me, a strong sudden gy)an burst from his li])s as he fell. 
The concentrated charge of shot haS perforated his hea|;t ; 
and he lay as lifeless as the earth, which with outspread 
arms lie appeared to grasp. I looked on him but for a mo- 
ment, the conviction flashed upon me at once that I had ano- 
ther antagonist to deal with who would take my life in revenge 
or loose his own. I was not mistaken. While 1 retired a few 
paces keeping^ my eye fixed upon him, he stoofl gSzmJon the 
body of his companion with a look of astonishment and horror;* 
in a moment every other feeling seemed to be absorbed by 
h desire of revenge. He spoke, not a word, but grasping his 
formidable staff with both hands sprang over the dead body* A 
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single blow from liis weapon might have been fatal, but ere the 
stroke fell, the hand of the striker had been paralysed by death ! 
He fell forward like his companion, but a little to one side of the 
path, and rolled over on his back. He raised his right hand as 
if to place it on the woq,nd which was near his heart, but it sunk 
extended by his side. I heard not a groan — only the gurgling 
of the bloo(f in his throat — In a ftw seconds he was quite dead. 

It might be supposed that the feelings of a youth of sixteen 
situated as I now was, would have hurried him at once from the 
scene of slaughter, but tl)is was mot the case, irritation had 
subsided, and leaning on my gun I stood looking on the dead 
bodies, with no other feeling but regret. I was roused from my 
reverie by the whining of the greyhounds which stood behind 
the farthest body, evidently in distress, and apparently impress- 
ed with terror, in which feeling my own dog seemed to share. 

1 passed the bodies and called to the greyhounds, which came 
up to me, but with some hesitation, tliough they seemed there- 
after to consider me as a friend. My first impulse non' was to 
go to the nearest dwelling, and relate \>ltrrt had passed ; but a 
little reflection served to convince me that even if the truth were 
admitted to its full exlent, the known fact would have a ruinous 
eflect on iny character, xVIy resolution was soon taken. 1 knew 
that tlie soil of the marsh was of the nature of a quicksand, and 
that the bodies if once immersed would never rise again. By 
the side of the path on which I stood the surface of the marsh 
was biif)ken, and though tlie w^ater was quite shallow, I ascer- 
tained by means of Allan’s pole that the soft mud extended to a 
great depth. Il was now raining, and there was little fear of 
interruption. With some difficulty I dragged the body ofJiim 
wlioin I had first shot to the spot I have mentionoul, and tlirew 
it in. I did not sink into the mud so fast as 1 had expected, but 
by stirring it witli the pole it soon cfisappeared ;»an(i I continu- 
ed to agitate it till it had sunk to a considerable depth. The 
other body I disposed of in the same wmy, and every thing that 
belonged to them ; last of all the pole itself which I had used in 
submersing tliem. The^ew stains oP blood upoh my clothes 
miglit be supposed to have come from the hare, and though the^ 
l)}oo(l .which had flowed from the bodies was still visible upon 
the ground, jet as the rain wms now falling fast, I felt confident 
that in the course of another hour, every trace of the awful tra- 
gedy so recently acted would be obliterated from the face of 
the eartk*- • • 

• Up to tliis time I bad retained the utmost composure 
and presence of mind. It was not till I had quitted the marsh, 
that I became at all agitate^. On pausing to look aroui^ 
me it seemed as if the earth had spun rouud^ and that I now 
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saw the distant sea on the western horizon ! I soon found 
however tliat instead of beiiij^ on the northern side of the marshy 
whither I had intended to proceed, I was now standing at the 
base of the low hilly ridge on the south. My attention was next 
called to the distress of the greyhounds, which seemed inclined 
to follow me, but this I discouraged, and they at last left me, 
though with apparent reluctance. Instead of recfossing the 
marsh I hastened to the adjoining wood, and emerging from its 
opposite side, directed my course homeward. It was never sus- 
pected that I had any knowledge of young M and his com- 

panion, far less that I had been the sole cause of their mysterious 
and untimely fate. 

It lias been a matter of surprise to me, that the event which I 
Lave now related should have affected me so little for some time 
after its occurrence, and that time should have deepened instead 
of erased the impression it had left — At first 1 felt only regret, 
but when I began to reflect on the promising adolescence of those 
whom I had slain ; and the distress in which I had involved their 
kindred and parents regret became mingled with a painful 
degree of remorse. I left my native land, and have endeavour- 
ed to estrange even the recollection of it from my mind, as if the 
deed could be forgotten with the scene which beheld it. I w as 
long cold and unsocial, and if not altogether unfriended could 
hardly be said to be a friend, for nearly ten years a tear never 
gathered in my eye ; my lieart, seared by remorse, was (^^Id and 
hard as the pplar iceberg. It was softened at last by thfc kind- 
ness of one individual, my better feelings were renovated, and I 
was again brought wdthiii the pale of liuraau society, from which 
I had been alienated by my own conscience. Yet even now% if 
I observe in those with w^hom I associate, the slightest appear- 
ance of aversion or dread ; if I imagine for a moment, that fami- 
liarity is repulsed, or kindness witliiield : I cannot help lancying 
that iny features still reveal the existence of that liomicidal 
fierceness, of w hich the first fatal ebullition had quelled in my 
heart the elation of youth, and crushed the spirit of manhood — 
the remembrance of whiCh had been aP blight on the blossom of 
pleasure, and a canker at the root of happiness. 

A. W.. 
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THE BOY WITH BRIGHT HAIR* 

I. 

Oh kn«w yoirthe vale of the streamlet and i-vood. 

Where the ash and the willow hang over the flood. 

And garden gems spring in ground rugged and hoar,— - 
The site, whence a palace rose s<;^itely of yore ? 

And have you forgotten the boy with bright hair. 

Who carelessly roamed with his trolling-rod there? 

II 

Above on the edge of the park in their pride 
The giant oaks frown where the hares love to hide, 
Kerhember the steed, which the Squire bestrode. 

And the favorite hounds, that expectingly stood. 

Ana how his white locks wore borne back by the wind 
As the gallant old man left his fellorvs ^hind 
When, on Obkron fleet as the wind, ofithe trace 
Of SnowhalTj and Dart he w^ould close in the chase, 

't'iri they killed on the skirts of the fir-grove, and where, 
'i'hough pantiztg and flushed, stood the Boy with bright hair. 

III. 

Time flics on, ''Fime flies on ! Do you mind when the young 
Avid the lovely had met, and in jubilee sprung ? 

When the galliard was tripped, as if life might hed:>lest. 

And fathers, through tears, gazed on those, they loved best. 
Did you see one so beauteous of all tlie sweet throng, 

So fiUed for love, and so W'orthy of song, 

As she, who still danced, though her mother w^as there, 

W ith a youth, erst the Boy of the bright curling hair?>^ 

IV. * ' 

Did you know ttie old church how it stood where the graves 
Hose around it, in rugged confusion, like waves; 

A stern gothic structure? Within it the pew 
Df the Lord of the Mfliior w'as chiefest in view, 

Aod there, bending low' shone his patriarch bead. 

Whose spring had been usofiil, by winter o'erspread, 
Heavens smites seemed to light on his tresses of snow. 

And bless him superior to pa^ion or woe. 

Here many sweet souls to de'^otion were given, 

AttdiVttany Ldoub^ not were dreaming of heaven ; 

• But mark what I tell, for ’tis all of it true, • 

Heaven here was I fear little thought of by two. 

And ONE, who so sadly neglected her prayer, 

W'as the Lady, that danced with the Boj with bright hair* 
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V. 

Time flies on. Time flies on, and its gall-dripping wing 
Dashes cups, which we fill in lifes* garden of spring : 

In a vear or an hour the nectar grows dim, 

And the goblet is bitterness, up to the brim. 

ISow the young, and the gay in the valley may rove, 

Jiv the wood and the brook they may whisper of love ; 

And the rich and* the proud other pictureg may placet 
Tlnm those, which were once wont the old Hall to grace; 
And portraits may hang, if a corner's to spare 
Of the grey headed Squire, and the Boy with bright hair. 

" VI. 

But Oberon’s shot; Dart and Snowball are dead ; 

The Hall wdtli new hangings and carpets is spread ; 

The Manor-pew's altered; and death has made room 
For 8ome,,Avho could see little beauty in gloom, 

Wiio have robbed the old church of its time-halluw'd air 
Fndeared to the good by whole centuries of prayer. 

Have polluted vvith modern inventions the aisle. 

And coated with i^asfer the grey frowning pile ; 

While a stone .strrP^w* to number the virtues of one. 

Who to Abraham's bosom, a spirit is gone ; 

And she whom we sang of so beauteous, and fair 
Is married, but not to die Bpy with bright hair. 

Vii. 

Hark heard you the signal, which boomed round the hill 
The caves of the valley re-iniiUer it still. 

Ah ! son^c in that vessel, whose sails flap the mast. 

On the home of their fathers to day look their last; 

And one there is silent, and friendless and lone, 

None kiss hi.s paie cheek, he is wept for by none. 

Not a soul says God bless him.” — The gale fresh and fair 
Bearf tar from his kindred the Boy with bright hair. 
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Oh ! thou art like life, when its joys are all flown 
Anri the smiles that; enlightened our manhood are gone ^ 
As brief is the pleasure, that floats in the ray 
Ere the joys which thou givest, ebb brightly away. 

Yet still can the Goblet, thy glories restore, * 

And make thee as joyous and bright as before ; 

So the heart fondly hopes after sorrow and pain 
Ihjit the Ul'e-dropa of ijeay’n illame it again. 
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ON MILL’S ESSAY ON GOVERNMENT. 


When a. oertain king had the Ptolemaic system expounded to . 
him, he ventured to say that if he had been admitted to the coun- 
cils of the Deity, he woidd have advised a better arrangement of sun 
and planets. Various writerfi have, ivithless felicitous presumpti- ' 
on, suggested improvements in political arrangements, and entire 
plans of Government ; ior it may be safely asserted that no ra- 
dically new plan has ever been devised which it would be wise . 
to adopt; or lias been carried into execution without frightful 
disorder, terror and suft’ering. One of the most ingenious spe- 
culations of thft sort is Hume’s Idea of a perfect common 
wealth.” His plan is a Republic governed by a Senate, and pro- 
vincial or county legislatures ; the former elected out of, and by the 
latter ; the latter elected by all freeholdej^4)f 20 pounds a year, 
and all householders worth 500 pounds. Every new law was to 
be first debated in the* senate, and passed by a majority of coun- 
ties. This plan conies far short of universal suffrage, and affords * 
considerable checks on the unstableness of the multitude ; yet 
so sensible was Hume of the danger of trusting to the high 
a priori road to legislation, that he begins by declaring that ^^to 
tamper this afl'air, or try experiments, merely upon the cre- 
dit of supposed argument and philosophy, can nevA* be the part 
of a wise magistrate, who will bear a reverence of what carries 
the marks of age ; and though he may attempt some improve- 
ments for the public good, yet will he adjust his innovations, as 
much as possible of the ancient fabric, and preserve eii^tire, the 
chief pillars and supports of the constitution.” ^ 

The failure of Mr. Mill to construct a commonwealth, is the 
more signal in proportion as his pretensions to profundity and 
logical precision, even t(^ the extent oi infallibility, are higlier 
thai> those of his predecessors. He has deduced the science of 
government, synthetically, from a handful of the principles of 
liftman nature, to the exclusion of an infinite variety of other 
principles, and circumstances by which the result is affected ; as 
if the business of legislation were as simple as that of buying and 
selling, o r^riie administration of criminal justice. That it is so 
sim^l^, inthe estTmatidn of the Utilitarians, is msg^iifest; but it 
was scarcely to have been expected that one of their chief organs, 
the Westminster Review, would ^iornmit itself so far as to declare 
that the frame of a government: though more exteusive had in it ' 
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no more computation than that of a Police Office ; that the 
working of each related to the same operations on a different 
scale ; and that Uiere was no 6i|.seaiial. ffiff^eenM between the 
nature of legislative and executive functions. Yet all that is 
distinctly asserted in the following passage, “ What did ever 
any body imagine to be tlie end, object, and design of government 
^ jt ought to b^ b.ut tlm operation on aa extended sej^e 
whicli that meritorious chief |lliagi8t;rate ‘(8ir l^ich^d Birnie) 
cpnducts on a limited sc^le at Bow-street : to wii,^ top preyeht? 
ing one man froni inje^in^ another.” 

Mr. Mill has endeavoured to demonstrate, that good govern- 
ment cannot possibly result from Democracy, meaning thereby 
the entire, collective, unrepresented community ; nor from Aristo- 
cracy, nor from Monarchy ; nor from any mixture of them. He 
has also undertaken to prove that no such mixture can exist; and 
the proof is as follows. “ Any two of the parties, by combining 
jnay swallow up the third. That such combination will take 
place, appears to be as certain as any thing which depends upon 
human will ; becaase*4kiere are strong motives in favour of it, 
and none that can be conceived in opposition to it. Whether 
the portions of power, as originally distributed to the parties be 
suppo.sed to be equal of unequal, the mixture of three of the kinds 
of Gbyemment, it is thus evident, cannot possibly exist.” One 
of the three having been thus swallowed up, what will be the 
consequence if the powers of the remaining tnm,. should be equal? 
“ In the first blace it seems impossible that such equality should 
ever exist. How, is it to be established ? or. by what criterion 
is it to be ascertained ? If there is no such criterion it must in 
all cases, be the result of chance. If so, the chances against it 
fire as infinite to one. The idea therefore is wholly chiiBerical 
and absurd.” The stronger would infallibly swallow np the 
weaker, and there would remain but one absolute Government, 
or tyranny vyhich is proved by the usu^ fonpuhi : th^re wojdd 
stropg ipptiyes in favour of it, and none that can be conceived 
in opposition to it. W®“H result be averted even by the 
^stamishinent of equality ? By no means. “ A disposition to 
overrate one’s own advantages, and underrate those of other 
men is a hsiown law of human nature. Suppose what would Iw. 
little less than miraculous, that equality were establisbnd> this 
propensity vyould lead each of the parties to conceive itself the 
strongest. The consequence would be that they wogld go to 
war and contend till one or other was 'si;bdue/l. * BMar those 
nature, upon which all reasoning withren- 
jpeef Government proceeds, ippst be denied, ami then, the 
4timjlf of Government itself may 6e denied, -or this conclusi- 
bnl&teiiiomtrated/^ ^ 
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-^ii th^ c6rttriii*y, it is dnly by disregarding the lilies of humaif 
ASiture As exemplified under the infinite diversity of Governments 
which have been, and ttotv are iii the world, that a conclusion so 
repugnant to experience can be maintained. It is only by giving 
to political discussions a dogtnatical precision of Which they aref 
net suseeptyiile, and whibh they cannot receive without excluding^ 
from consideration nuiUberless important particulars and influ- 
ential circumstances, that so many erroneous propositions are' 
advanced in this Essay with all th^ confidence of physical or ma<^ 
thematical certainty. 

Having denied the possible existence of that admirable ba- 
lance of the three powers which the British Constitution haa 
always bebn considered to exhibit, and which Cicero had the 
sagacity to characterise as the best form of government,^ Mr. Mill 
leaves it to be inferred that in his judgment the British Constitu- 
tion is an unbalanced Aristocracy, but makes no attempt to per- 
suade us that what have been usually understood as the Monar- 
chical and Demoeratical principles, aj^* mere illusions. He 
seems to say that “ the motley Aristocracy’’ collected in the 
House of Commons, 'must “ insure that kind of misgovernnient 
wiiicli it is the naiute of Aristocracy to produce, and to produce 
equally, whether it is a uniform or a variegated Aristocracy; 
whether an Aristocracy all of landowners ; or an Aristocracy in 
part landowners, in part merchants and manufacturers, in p^t 
dfficer^^of the army and navy, and iit part lawyers.” It is in 
commenting on an extract from a speech made irf tlm House of 
Commons on the 6th of May, 1793 by the late Earl of Liver- 
pool, wherein, following the theories of Paley and Burke, he 
represents it as one of the peculiar excellencies of the composi- 
tion of the House of Commons, that from the varied sources 
of election and other causes, all the interests jn the country, 
the agricultural, commercial, manufacturing, and professional, 
find in it representatives to e^lain and protect what ini- 
ihediately concerns them, t^jat Mt. iSlill represents such a con- 
gregation of representatvVbs as equivilent, in point of sinister 
interest, to the absolute power of a homogeneous Aristocracy. 

assumes, contrary to' the fact, that this landhdlders, member's 
of the House of Commons, must he chosen by landholders ; thin 
merchants by merchants ; the lawyers by lawyers ; tiie officers of 
ttienavy, by the officers of the navy ; and the officers of the avffiy, 
by the offieers o(the ^my> “ Thus,” he says, “ if must at lea^ 
be in «Mis#a«ce, whatever thefohn undei'wfafich the visible acts 
may be performed.” iHr. Brougham is not placed iU fbe House 
of Gommohsby lawyers, nm* Sir Itonald Fergussonby the army, 

* S^tit6^seoptimcohstiiuti(inrenipubli^jmyiQf^~tribiitig6neributit(it, regdti; op*- 




ON mill’s essay; [februaht; 

nor Sir Joseph Yorke by the navy. One man is a landholder, 
and also a lawyer ; or an officer in the navy, or array ; and has 
sons at the bar, or in the army or navy. Another is a iiier^ 
chant and also a landholder, or the son of a landholder. It is 
for the interest of all that the just and reasonable yiterests of 
each should be respected; andjvithin those limits tjje interests 
o( dXi—oinnes omnium chcLriiates — are*in all respects coin- 
cident. 

. Lord Liverpool’s theory is farther mis-stated by exaggerating 
the power of the House of Cominorfs. " Three, four, or live, 
or more clubs of men, have unlimited power over the whole 
community put under their hands/’ Three,, or four, or five 
fraternities of men, composing a small part of the commu- 
nity, have all the powers of government placed in their 
hands. If they oppose and contend with one another they 
will be unable to convert these powers to their own benefit. If 
they agree they will be able to convert them wholly to their 
own benefit, and to do with the rest of the community just 
what they please, 'ffe patrons of this system of representation 
assume that these fraternities will be sure to take that course 
which is contrary to their interest. The coui^e which is accord- 
ing to their interest, appears as if it had never presented itself 
to their imaginations !” Mr. Mill, though seeming to speak 
hypothetically of what would be the result of a certain system 
of representation is speaking of an actual system, the British, 
and having danied the compatibility of Monarchy, Aristocra- 
cy and Democracy, he must be understood to mean tliat the 
members of the House of Commons do possess all the powers 
oLCJovemment, and convert them wholly to their own benefit. 
And if the British Monarchy were indeed, as he supposes, but an 
ostensible pageant, such con&equences might well be apprehend- 
ed; and otiier Fyrns, Vanes, Hazelrigs, and Cromwells would 
arise. 

Mr. Mill’s remedy for tlie tyranny which rules in England, 
and in all countries except perhaps ^orth America, is unlver* 
sal suffrage and annual parliaments* He makes no mentfon 
oi voting by ballot^ but the probability is that he is not a dis- 
senter from so important an article of Benthamism. At these* 
conclusions be arrives by more comi>endious but less plausible 
methods than the old advocates of the rights of man. “ The 
community cannot have an interest opposite to its interest.'* 

Dne community m^ay intend the evil of amJther f neverTffs own.'* 

Jt is very evident that if the community itself were the choos-* 
interest of the community and of the choosing body 
wc^jpla w the same. The question is whether that of any portion 
of|IW ;ipbmmunity, if erected into , the choosing body would re- 
in^ the same/’ ^ S uppose in the ^st instance that it emhract^a 
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the majority, the question is whether the majority would havejf 
an interest in oppressing those who, upon this supposition, 
would be deprived of political power ? If we reduce the cal- 
culation to its elements we shall see that the interest which 
they would have of this deplorable kind, though it would 
be soinethii\g, would not be very great. Each man of the 
majority, if the majority were constituted the governing bo- 
dy, would have something less than the benelit of oppressing 
a single man. If the majority were twice as great as the 
minority, each man of the^ majority would only have half the 
benefit of oppressing a single man. In that case the benefits of 
good government, accruing to all, might he expected to overba- 
lance to the several members of such an elective body the bene- 
fits of misrule peculiar to themselves. Good government would 
therefore have a tolerable security.'^ It ibllows that if the 
whole community are constituted the governing,*" that is the 
electing body, each man of the communily would not have the 
benefit of oppressing the smallest fraction of, a single man, and 
there would be the highest security for ^od goverrimen I . The 
elfect of this arrangement would be to give the same preponder- 
ance of power to the poor and ignorant, which in ail countries 
they bear in number over the rich and intelligent. The evils 
of so unnatural an arrangement, so violent a disorganization of 
society, though wasting, lamentable, and uncompensated, could 
not indeed but be temporary ; and are never to be dreaded as 
the irufts of mere sophistry. While a governmant by King, 
Lords, and Commons, continues to perform its functionvS as well 
it has done for the last hundred and forty years, and to be as sus- 
ceptible of the improvements indicated by practicalinconveniences, 
the cold and arid abstractions of Mr. Mill will remain unnotic- 
ed and unknown. Even the the momentary interest that they have 
excited is less owing to the small degree of pervbrse ingenuity 
which can be ascribed to them, than to the many valuable con- 
tributions to the science of jurisprudence for which we are in- 
debted to the leader of thg Utilitarians.^ Mr. Mill’s House of 
Coiiimoiis, thus constituted, would be a simple Democracy ; the 
only inconvenience attending that form of government, the im- 
possibility of continually assembling the whole community, 
being completely removed by “ the grand discovery of modem 
times, the system of representation.'’ It would be wholly un- 
balanced^ any power residing in the King, or House of Lords ; 
lor Mr. Mill ha^ dentbnstrated that the mixtuise of three of 
the kinds of government,” under whatever distribution or modifi- 
cation of powers, cannot possibly exist and that ^Mf^any 
theory deserve the epithets of wild, visionary, chimerical, it is 
that of the balance.” If you ask whether such a body of i*epre- 
^ntatives would understand and respect all the interests of the 
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•onUkiUhity, artd be exempt froiri tfce agitations of ambition, faci^ 
iion, and intimidation, the answer is, that their interests are ideft^i 
titled with those of the community; that the community within it- 
self and with respect to itself can have no sinister interevSt, atid 
Is incapable of intending evil to itself. It is pretty certain that 
we should not find in such a {louse of Conlmcins “^every thing 
illustrious in rank, iii descent, in hereditary and in acquired opu- 
lence, in cultivated talents, in military, civil, naval and political 
distinction that the country can afford.” Some one denomina- 
tion of men would greatly prepondeVate ; and the spirit of the 
following passage referring to the composition of the second and 
third Estates of th$ States General of France in the year 1789> 
woukl be strictly ^plicable to a House of Commons after the 
Utilit|^rian modeL " It is said that twenty-four millions ought 
to prevail over two hundred thousand. True, if the constitution 
of a kingdom be a problem of arithmetic. This sort of dis- 
course does well enough with the lamp-post for its second : to 
men who may reasqi^almly it is ridiculous. The will of the 
many and their interest must very often differ ; and great will 
be the difference when they make an evil choice. A govern- 
ment of five hundred country attornies and obscure curates is 
not good for tw^enty-four millions of men, though it were chosen 
by eight and forty millions ; nor is it the better for being guhled 
by a dozen of persons of quality, who have betrayed t&ir trust; 
ui order to obtain that power.” w 

Havin); denied the possibility of the King and House df Lords 
participating in the power thus concentrated in the House of 
Commons, let us see how Mr. Mill considers it nevertheless 
possible that a King and House of Lords could coexist with it. 
“ The executive functions of Government consist of two parts, 
the adininLstrative and the judicial. The administrative, in thi» 
epuntry, beloi/gs to the King ; and it will apjiear indubita-- 
ble, that, if the best mode of disposing of the adnunistrativ» 
powers of Government be to place them, in the hands of one 
great functionary, not e^petive, but hereditary ; a King, stich aa- 
oars, instead of being inconsistent with the represensative ,sys^ 
tern, in its highest state of perfection, would be an indispensa-^ 
ble branch of a good Government ; and even if it did' not previ^’ 
ously exist, wotud be estpblished by a representative body .whose 
interests were identified, as above, with those of the nation,” 

. The same reason will apply exactly to our House of Lords, 
fiiqi^ose it brqe, that, for the perfect perforhumefi of the*Tusine8soff 
legislation, and of watching over the execirtion of the laws, *ai stiw 
ipnid4^beratiTe assembly is necessary ; tltatan assembly,.suehas> 
|h« J$r^h House of Lords, composed of the proprietors of the? 
gi^test landed estates, with dignities and privileges, is theberii 
adapted to the end; it foUpws, that a body of xepres«etatioes# 
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wfaoge intei^ats-were identified with of the nation would es^ 
tablijih such an aasembly, if it did not previously exist ; for tho 
beat of all possible reasons ; that they would have motives for it, 
and none at all af^ainst Excellent securi^ ! Admirabla 
demonstration! if the best mode of disposing of the adminis* 
live power— z/ a second deliberative assembly be necessary— -they 
will place all patronage, civil, ecclesiastical, naval, and military 
in the bandW a King, .and will allow their ordinances to be cast 
out by a House of Lords ! They would have motives for, and 
none at all against it I Nothing is more common with Mr. Mill, 
nothing more rare in private and puUic life than to find all the 
motives on one side of a question. As well might it be said 
that, if the Emperor of Austria should consider that the best 
mode of disposing ^ the legislative power would be to divide it 
with a House of hereditary Nobks, and another of elective Com-*- 
mons, he would grant a Charter instituting such co-oixUnato 
legislative bodies ; and for the best erf all possible reasons ; that 
he would have motives for, and none at all against it. In the 
British, and in every Oonstitutioii, or form of Government, ab- 
solute or liinit^d, the different orders in^be state preserve their 
relative stations by the weight and consideration that respec- 
tively belong to them*. None are dependent on the benevolence, 
pprice, or theories of the rest ; but each subsists by virtue of 
Hs inherent power resulting from the combined operation of 
property, law, religion, opini<^ and habit. 

Mr. Mill quotes Montesquieu in support of bis propositioii 
that uqjSraited power will certainly be abused ; but the great 
difl'erence between these tw o writers is that the fitter acknow- 
fedges the efficacy of various checks by wdijch power is limited 
in European Monarchies ; whereas the former recognizes one 
alone, tliat of an assembly of i^epreseniatives annually renewed 
by universal suffrage. Sbeh an assembly he indeed describes as 
check on the executive governmodt, though it p^otild bo itself 
a depository of unliioiteid power ; and yet would have no mo- 
tives to abuse that power by egcroaehiug on the fimetiohs of 
0 King, or House of Lords 1 Montesquieu examines the nature 
and pi'iuoiples of Govesuuieiits^ uude# three descriptions, tho 
Re|)ub]ican, Monarchicah and despotic. According to Mr. 
AHh theeie are but two kinds ; one free, namely a Representative 
pemocracy, undpr which alone ffeedom and justice can be en- 
joyed; the other absolute, which is subdivided into Monarchi- 
cal and Aristocratical. iPhe latter, including every Govent- 
Amnt in Kurope yrithopt exception, are nofc only absolute, but 
pecessarily>de8poibc, oppsass«reji^^aifcdtyi'ant^^ ; fiw Mr. Mift in- 
sists, that ^ the very principle (rf human nature upon wbiob the 
necessity of Government w foiincteck the propensity of one mail 
In possess lyuiiself of the ola^ects of derirei at the oost di another^ 
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leads on by infallible sequence^ where power over a com^^ 
munity is attained and nothing checks, not only to that degree 
of plunder which leaves the members (excepting always the 
recipients and instruments of the plunder) the bare means of 
subsistence, but to that degree of cruelty which is necessary to 
keep in existence the most intense terror.” If we say that in cer- 
tain countries of Europe, in Denmark for instance, there is no 
such boundless rapacity and tcfrror, he replies thfifl: “ Experi- 
ence, if we look at the outside of the facts, appears to be di- 
vided on the subject for as he thinks himself compelled by 
historic verity to acknowledge that the people of Denmark 
under their absolute Monarch are as well governed as any peo- 
ple in Europe,” (which is more than truth will warrant,) so is he 
forbidden by his theory of the principles of human nature to ad- 
mit that they can possibly be exempt from oppression. Where- 
fore, #ays he, “ as the surface of history affords no cer- 
tain principle of decision, we must go beyond the surface 
and penetrate to the springs within.^' On the surface he finds 
good government, peace, justice, ifiildness : what does he find 
l^neath ? rottenness, «A^ud, violence ? No : but a postulate, that 
there is, by the v^ry principle of human nature, an irresistible 
tendency, an infallible propensity in absolufe Monarchs and Aris- 
tocracies to perpetrate every species of misgovernment ! 

On this part of Mr. Mill's Essay it has been well observed by 
th(5 Edinburgh Review, (No. 97. p. 162,) that the very cir- 
cumstances he mentions prove that the a priori method is alto- 
gether unfit for investigations of this kind, and that Ijie only 
way to arrive® at the truth is by induction. Experience can never 
be divided, or even appear to be divided, except with reference 
to some hyphothesis. When we say that one fact is inconsis- 
tent with another fact, we mean only that it is inconsistent with 
the theory which we have founded on that other fact. But, if the 
fact be certain the unavoidable conclusion is, that our theory is 
false ; and in order to correct it, we must reason back from an 
enlarged collection of facts to principles."' To this unanswerable 
objection, the Westminster Review, (No. 21. p. 255,) professing 
unqualified adherence to Mr. Mill as a true champion of the seam- 
less sect of the Utilitarians ; and affecting to welcome his 'ad- 
versary as one wdio from weakness and unskilfulness was worth 
a host of friends”, replies by flatly contradicting Mr. Mill’s mi- 
nor proposition, and substituting one utterly irreconcileable with 
his theory ! “ The answer,” says the Westminster, is that the 
king of Denmark, is not a despot. He wjeis put in hie present 
skiiation, by die people turning the scale in his favor in a bar 
lailced contest between himself and the nobility. And it is quite 
clear that the same power would turn the scale the other way, 
a king of Denmark shoidd teke into his headto.be 
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Caligula. It is of little consequer.ce by what congeries of letters 
the majesty of Denmark is typified in the royal press of Copenr 
jhagen, while the real fact is that the sword of the people is susr 
pended over his head in case of ill behaviour, as efl’ectually as 
in other' countries where more noise is made upon the subject* 
Every body believes the sovereign of Denmark to be a good 
and virti^ous gentleman ; but. there is no more* superrhumau 
inerit in las being so, than in the case of a rural squire who does 
not shoot his land-steward, or quarter his wife with his yeo-** 
manry sabre.” , 

There cannot be greater discordance than between Mr, Mill 
and his brother Utilitarian of the Westminster. Tlie reasoning 
of the former is as follows ; 

It is of great importance to remark, that not one item in 
the motives which had led English gentlemen to make slaves of 
their fellow creatures ^ and to reduce them to the very worst 
condition in which the negroes have been found in the West In-r 
dies, can be shown to be wanting, or to be less strong in the set 
of motives, which univerj^ally operate jjppn the men who have 
power over tlieir fellow creatures. It is proved, therefore, by 
the closest deduction from the acknowledged laws of human 
nature, and by direct and decisive experiments, that, the ruU 
fng One, or the ruling Pew, would if checks did not operate in tbo 
way of prevention, recluce the great mass of the people subject 
to their power, at least to the condition of negroes in the West 
Indies.* 

Any* system of representation short of universal suffrage will 
enable the ruling Few, and ability will, by the unfortunate coni- 
stitution of human nature necessitate them, to reduce the people 
to the condition of negroes in the W est Indies. 

But in Denmark there is no system of representation; thef 
king, by the revolution of 1660, ft^as investedi with absolute 
power and yet property and person are there respected an 
much as in any country in Europe. 

Therefore the testimony of experience is delusive, and we must 
revert to the principles oft human nature in order to prove, syn- 
thetically, the major proposition. 

When the glaring defects in this reasoning are pointed put| 
the Westminster replies 

‘^Mr. Mill has rightly stated the propensity to plunder and eru?. 
elty inherent in human nature, and the true nature of the o^y qfr 
iectual remedy : that isr, representation by univeril^l suffrage is 
indispensable to the protection of the people.’’ 

f ■ I ^ II ' I . 

, * ** A9ab8olvtei&moii»tcb3r,”sa7sl.ofdMole8iroj;th» "asaayitatpmeDt in tbe 
world.** 

February 1830. C 3 ^ 
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Nevertheless that remedy is not indispensable ! Without 
universal suffrage, without any system of representation, the pow- 
er of the Government may be restrained by the latent power of 
the people as effectually as in other countries where more noise 
is made upon the subject ; and the people of Denmark &re in as 
little danger of being reduced to the condition of slaves, and 
have as little reason to dread oppression, or misgover^mient, as 
an English country gentleman’s wife has to fear that her hus- 
band will cut oft' her head. 

The Westminster next denies that a Government may be 
saturated with the objects of desire, because it would be uns^e 
to trust to saturation in a thief. “ Tell it not in Bow-Street, 
whisper it not in Hatton Garden.” “ Why do not the owners 
of pocket handkerchiefs try to ^ saturate ?’ ” A thief takes secret- 
ly and appropriates the whole to himself. Government takes 
openly for the purposes of administration and luxuiy, according 
to its power as limited by law, custom, and opinion. In Asia 
the Sovereign in taking the rent of all the land in his kingdom 
takes only his own. I^JBuropehe takes such contributions from 
the real and personal property of his subjects as they consider 
reasonable or tolerable, with reference to * ancient usages and 
present exigencies. Ad Ccesarem potesta^n omnium pertinet ; 
ad siugulos proprietas ; Csesar hath power over all, and 
every man property in his own. But if we suppose a thief to 
deal in something better than pocket-handkerchiefs and silver 
spoons ; and to enrich himself by some whole-sale iniquity, he 
would really* be saturated, and become himself a subject for 
thieves to prey on. 

Nobody has described in stronger language than Mr. Mill has 
done in his Essay on Jurisprudnece, the intensity with which men 
desire the good opinion of others, and dread their contempt; yet 
in exaggerating the evil pro^iensitics of rulers he omits all men- 
tion of so powerful a restraint. In reply to the observations of the 
Edinburgh on this omission, the Westminster urges that “ no 
one cares for tlie good opinion of those he has been accustomed 
to wrong.” The plantercand slave-drjyer care not the opi- 
nion of the negro ; “ the goodly land-owner who lives by morsels 
squeezed from the waxy hands of the cobbler,” cares not for his 
hatred and contempt, but finds sufficient solace in the contem-^ 
plation of his own w ealth. Even the planter, Ijowever, may 
find that the ill treatment of his slaves exposes him not only 
to various kinds of vindicative retaliation on their part, bnt 
to reproachful looks and speeches from ins eqiials ancTsuperiors. 
The land-owner, too, has his equals and superiors ; he cannbt 
wrongfully squeeze a farthing from the gripe of the cobbler, and 
dare not offer, him a personal indignity. Englishmen, Danes, 
Prussians, not being ^ accustomed to wrong,” or be wronged. 
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are acutely sensible to pleasure and pain from the good and ill 
opinion of their neighbours and the public ; and so far was 
Horace from applying his At mihi plaudo^ Ipse domi^ univer- 
sally or gfenerally, that he refers the sentiment to some memora- 
ble miser of those days, some Athenian Elwes or Farquhar, one 
who by the^ morbid contraction at’ his mind, and revolting sordid- 
ness of his habits, was utterly without ambition or capacity for 
public life. 

The Westminster is pleased to UvSsert that “ it is diametrically 
opposed to history and the evidence of facts that the poor 
are the class whom there is any difficulty in restraining. It is 
not the poor but the rich tliat have a propensity to take the 
property of other people. There is no instance upon earth of the 
poor having combined to take away the properly of the rich ; 
and all the instances habitually brought forw^ard as examples of 
it, are gross misreprentations, founded upon the most necessary 
acts of self-defence on the part of the most numerous classes.” 
It is utterly untrue thal the French Revdption took place be- 
cause ‘ the poor began to compare their cottages and sallads 
with the hotels and .banquets of the rich%‘ it took place be- 
cause they w^ere robbed of their cottages and sallads to sup- 
port the hotels and banquets of their oppressors. It is utterly 
untrue that there was either a scramble lor property or general 
confiscalion ; the classes who took part with the foreign in- 
vadvT lost their property, as they would have done here, 
and on|^ht to do every where. How, it may be asked, are 
the rich to benefit by robbing the poor 1 The very existence 
of property, as distinguished from community, implies the 
primary distribution of the annual revenue of the whole society 
into rent, prolits, and wages; and its secondary distribution into 
tlie wages of productive and of nan-productive labour. The 
rich who derive their incomes from rent, profits, salaries, and fees, 
cannot also appropiate the wages of tlie labourer ; they cannot 
take to themselves the means of comfortable subsistence by 
winch the |i]oughman, imller, carpentej, &c. are enabled to min- 
ister to all their wants and enjoyments. On the other hand 
tlie many poor cannot benefit by dividing among themselves the 
property of the few rich. The great mass of mankind are 
doomed to live by the labour of their hands, and must do so if the 
existing accumulations of land and stock were equally divided 
among all. 

The natural ctmditftm of society is that the rjph exercise an 
iniluence in the administration of its afiairs in proportion to 
their wealth, intelligence, and leisure ; and that the poor ac- 
quiesce in their preponderance and guidance. But if from abuse 
of power on the part of the rich, or from other causes exciting 
.disseution and commotion, the poor are elevated into political 
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importaiice, and induced to stimulate the envioui^ feelings of thos# 
who have placed power in their hands^ property is not safe ; and 
will not regain its security till the new men are saturated^ and 
the due coifnection between property and power is restored. It ia 
only when there is great discordance between the political institu- 
tions and the actual state of property and opinion in a nation, 
especially if aggravated by dear corn or low wages, that mischief 
can follow from the Utilitarian doctrine, that a landholder lives by 
morsels squeezed from the w^xy hands of tlm cobbler ; and that 
the hotels and banquets of the rich are supported by robbing 
the poor of their cottages and sallads. When they are thus 
persuaded that plunder is but self defence and resumption of 
their own, we do not find that their violence is stayed by the 
calculation on which Mr. Mill lays so much stress ; that each 
man of the majority would only have a ten-thousand part of the 
beneht of oppressing a single man. 

During the French Revolution it might as well be asserted that 
the lives of the iiinoc^pt were spared, as that their property Waft 
respected. It is not tffe less true, because the fury of the tem^^ 
pest has long past and left traces of its purifyingoperation, that 
murder and confiscation did rage uncontrolled. While the 
streets ran with blood, men were driven into emigration by fear, 
and stripped of their property for emigrating before the declar- 
ation of war ; and the clergy were robbed and massacred without 
the shadow of guilt. Such were the results of an experiment 
conducted re\aoluteIy on Utilitarian principles, and with every 
security for good government which Mr. Mill could desire. 
There were annual parliaments and universal suffrage. The in^ 
terests of the chosen were identified with the interests of the 
choosers ; and the interests of the choosers were identified with 
those of the community ; and the community within itself, and 
with respect to itselfj can have no sinister interest. 

Having concluded a most lame and impotent reply to the Edin- 
burgh Review, tjie Westminster is not more fortunate in the 
remainder of the article, jvhich contain;^ ^^the historj||ij|:the com- 
mon-sense priiiciple of morals and politics.” o 

That the good of the governed ought to be the object of all go- 
vernments is a principle coeval w'ith human society. The Aineri- 
can hunter knows it, the Scythian shephurd recogniates it. It is 
many centuries since Cicero Kaid, Unum debet esse omnibus 
propositum ut eadem sit UTILITAS unius cujusque etuniverse^ 
rum ; guamtsi ad se quisque rapiat, dissolvetur omnis hu-- 
mans, ponsortio. The phrases bonum publicum and saluspopUli 
are than two thousand years old, and mean that the ruling 
prisH^^le ofstatemen ought to be to promote ^ the greatest hap- 
pMesis of the greatest number for the greatest length of time 
^ Dfiagnificent proporition/.which has now received its latest 
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ittiprovement by the retrenchment of superfluity, and been reveal- 
ed in the simple grandeur of THE GREATEST HAPPINESS prin- 
ciple.’’ On the promulgation of that discovery we are assured that 
“ the awful names of Justice and Liberty, — ^which men had long 
felt after, if happily they might comprehend them, ceased to 
designate poknown powers ; Justice stood forth as the 
rule of appropriation wliich produced the greatest happiness, while 
Liberty was the being subject toiiorestrainis except what were 
necessary for the promotion of the same end.” “All the sub- 
lime obscurities which hhd haunted the mind of man from 
the first formation of society, — the phantoms whose steps had 
been on earth, and their heads among the clouds, — marshalled 
themselves at the sound of this NEW principle of connection and 
of union, and stood a regulated band, where all was order, sym- 
metry, and force. What men had struggled for and bled, 
while they saAV it but as through a glass darkly, — ^was made the 
object of substantial knowledge and lively apprehension. The 
bones of sages and of patriots stirred within their tombs, that 
what they dimly saw and followed had bfcoine the world’s com- 
mon heritage.” Now the only novelty connected with that 
vaunted principle, which was familiar to the sages and patriots 
who lived in the old time before our fathers, is that the Utili- 
tarians immediately deduce from it the proposition that men 
“ should govern themselves by annual parliaments and uni- 
versal sofi’rage ; whereas no such conclusion could stand if the 
intervening propositions drawn from a sufficient •induction of 
facts were supplied. They err first by misplaced and gratuitous 
exultation at the pretended discovery of a swaggering major, 
w'hich proves nothing : secondly, by jumping from less than 
^ demi-preinises and half-principles’’ to the false conclusion, 
that because government should consult the benefit of all ; 
therefore all should have an equal share in cbnstituting and 
controlling the Government. 

They err thirdly, in supposing that the principle of utility or 
greatestil^piness, however coinciden^with, can ever supersede 
the«ideas%d sentiments *of justice and virtue, which are distinct 
from, and antecedent to the observation of such coincidence. 
The controversy which has hitherto been maintained on this sub- 
ject has related not to jthe rules of duty and the maxims of jus- 
tice, but to the origin of moral obligation,^ and the merit of jus- 
tice and other virtues ; whither they should be traced to reason or 
sentiment ; wh€flther fhey were deducible by arg^ument, or im- 
pressed by natural feeling. On both sides of the question, and 
in a middle space between both sides, infinite ingenuity felicity 
of illustration, and eloquence have been displayed by Butler, 
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Hume, Adam Smith, Paley and Dugald Stewart ; sages whose 
bones will never be disturbed by the anli^oinmon sense par- 
doxes of the Utilitarians, that before their time “ Justice was an 
unknown power,” and that what conduces to the general hap- 
piness is not only prescribed and sanctioned by virtue, but is the 
principle and substance of virtue itself. 


‘WRITTEN IN THE ALBVM OF A DECEASED FRIEND. 


1 . 

Oh, for the sweet gales of Youth’s morning time! 

Oh, for the rich branth of the moiintair\ flowers ! 

Oh, for the forest hiids! the cheerful cliiuie 
Of village bells that on the eat, like showers 
On sultry meadows, fell ! — Oh for the sti earns 
That lullabied my inl'ancy, while dreams 
Such as fly far from mauiionds’ slumber hours, 

A tissuey veil cast o’er the hi ideri store 
Of thoughts, — deep bedded then within my boiom*3 core!*^' 

♦ * 

2 . 

Oh ^ for tl e moonlight ramble by the river, 

'I’hat to the winking stars its night-chant sung! 

Oh ! for thos:; waters, gushing on f »r ever 
In an eternal freshness ;-<i-cool and young 
As when their spring, in far gone ages, iiist 
From the earth’s womb in strength and glory burst. 

With a rich flood, that fertile verdure flung 
On many a spot, barren and wa:*te before, 

But now with flowers anti herbs all strewed and sprinkled o’er. 

3 . 

Is it that o'er the smiling brow of youtH 
A spell to conjure happiness is hung? 

Is it that innocence, and peace, and truth, 

Die with our childhood? — while tlie ho|)es thalr clung 
^1 o tiie yhurig heart, like ivy to the rock. 

In manhood wither ’rieatli the tempest-shock 
That spoils the bright buds which to youth belong. 
Crushing them ail ; — yet Hope, though changed remains 
Sole biiss that deigns to mix with manhood’s bitter pains. 
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It is a sadd’ninjr and a wounding tlionght 
That tells us. Life for agq with care is clouded. 

We toil from day to day, — vve slave for nought 
Save sighs and tears, and pains in pleasures shrouded; 

We purchase aching heads and l)reaking hearts, ' 

And chunt our spiril^s with degrading arts. 

Until, upon onr bosoms, thickly crowded, 

We heap grief-burthens, that with every hour 
Gain heavier force to quell the spirit’s buoyant power! 

5 . 

W’hy should we then to court the puMic praise 
I’ljus bask oui hearts in pride’s deceilfnl benm? 

Why give onr youth’s first purity to rays 
'Jhat do not warm, hut senn-h with fiery gleam? 

Oh ! happiness ol‘ Iniiocef cc! O ! child 

Fresh from thy Moilier’s breast! — as free as wild 

As is the hill-begoiten vernal stream. 

Why cans! ihoii not tiiiis even live? — or. why 
Live ou ? — Isow^ in tiry happy brightness smile, and — die f 


SENTIMENTAL SONNETS TO ADISTRESSED COCKROACH 


I. 

Poor persecuted Insect ! Denizen 

Of hole and corner, though the live-long day 
Modest, thou ^ek’st retirement, and away 
Abidest from the haunts of busy men. 

Nor till the night-fall from thy lonely den 
Thou venturest timid forth, a scanty meal 
To glean from useless rind— stale crust — or peel— 
Or drink from savoury oil-glass and again 
J Jetire thee at the approach of dawn, to dwell 
Darkling, in solitary nook, thy cell 
Some fragrant drain — old chest — or wash-haifB-stand— 
— Yet all avails not; persecution rife 
Pursues thee ; and against thy brittle life 
Raised is each slippered foot ! uplift^ach deadly hand ! 
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yet thou art not armed, like i^ngry 
Or fierce intrusive or musical 

Mosquito ; and no sting to wound withal 
Hast thou, to furnish Fear with coward’s plea 
’I'o palliate muuder ; e’en the tiny Flea 

'I'hat ’mid the fur disports (in populous swarna) 

Of pet Grimalkin, is most herce in arms 
Compared — thou injured, harmless thing ! — with thee! 
Tlioii dost not, as tlie odorous — dispense 

Perfumes, that overpower' the delicate sense 
Of Damsel, and avenge th' incaiitions crush : 

I'lien why this universal loathing? w'hy 
With oiie accord resolved, that thou must die, 

Do young and old to trample on thee rush? 

III. 

They say thou ’rt hideous to behold ! If true 
That wer^, at best, a very lame apology 
For giving thee a place in martyrology. 

And one, that nine in ten of us might me— 

— iJeing ill favoured ! But thy shape, thy hue 
To eyes unprejudiced seem lovely. That 
Symmetrically oval — this, as my hat — 

—Black; yet disclosing to fond artists’ view 
I'ints of Burnt-Umber edged with Burnt-Sienna i* 
Fading to Komap-ochre ! Then thy antennce 
Silken and taper, wandering to and fro — 

’IVemlding ! 'f hy mail-clad wings so gossamery ! 

’I'hy legs — would they were not so thin and hairy * 
For, as to beauty, 1 confess they’re but so-so ! ! 


Soft is thy footstep as Camilla’s ! Light 

She skimmed the unbending corn ; nor skimmed it brisker 
Than thou, fair Lady’s curl or Dandy’s whisker ; 

As sallying, wheh bright lamps innounc^ the night 
Thou plyest thy busy wing witli whirring flight 
In brief gyrations, and exhausted drop 
On face of warbling Nymph, or sudden pop 
^Mid circling throngs, giving and taking fright. 

Changing to shrilly scream the gentle song ! ! 

— Alas r tljy days are numbrredM round thee throng 
Indignant Beaux ; soon sbalt thou rue the rash 
Intrusion ! see 1 they urge the hot pursuit ! 

And now beneath the stamp of ponderous boot 
Crushedis tby'iVagile totm, with fri|^tlul squash. 1 ! ! 
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Ussud Oolla Khan, 'was descended from a family of res- 
pectability, with which nobility and royalty had coiinectecl tliem- 
selves by inarria^e, and which had in foniier times obtained the 
f;;ift ol‘ a Jugeer or rent ft*ee estfite 1‘rom the reigning prince, 
ijike the rest of their nation Ussud Oolla’s fatlier and grand- 
father preferred a life of indolence and splendour to one of cauti- 
ous yet iionorable independence; wlierefore they both continued 
hangers on of the court, and endeavoured to excel others twice as 
rich as themselves, in the rarity of their dress, in the number of their 
servants, and in their breed of horses. To procure funds for this ex- 
travagance, the Jageer was let piecemeal for long terms, and then 
as the lenses fell in was inorigaged.so that matters were in a bad 
state and seemed speedily in a lair way tiTBe worse. One thing 
alone was wanting to ^reduce (he family to beggary, viz. live or 
six sons to divide tJie patrimony among thcinselves, each think- 
ing it necessary to keep u]) the saiue state as his father. Ffitc, 
bo\v(wer, in this case w as favourable, for wliat remained of the 
Itjased out and mortgaged Jugeer, descended to Ussud Oolla 
undivide^f, at the period of his father’s death. 

Ussud Oolla, as is the custom with Mussulraansfhad married 
early, and as his parents, together with those of his wife, were 
the contracting parties, and all of them agreed in excluding the 
subjects of the contract from the consultation, the match could 
hardly be called a willing one. Yet Ussud Oolla w^as in no way 
sorry, w'lien on his marriage day, having escaped ilie biilfets and 
gibes of his harrassing friends, he secluded himself in his Zenana, 
to lirid his spouse an elegant and syiph-like being, whose gentle 
yet piercing black eyes seemed living fountains of love. Time 
wiiiclj detracted in splendc^ur from Fyzmi’s beauty, increased her 
attractions by developing her mental accomplishments, for woii- 
derluJ to say, besides beating the ^o?/i tom she could sing well 
to* her own accompaniment on the Sitar^ and could absolutely 
read common Persian books, without making more than two or 
three blunders in aline. Timid as a fawn and languid as the 
drooping cypress,^ the §ye of her husband rested on her propor- 
tij^ns^in luxurious repose ; but Ussud Ibund likew ise, that when 
excited, his wife could be as resolute and tierce as the tiger 
famishing from a three days fast. Occasions, however, seldom 
presented themselves for an exhibition of these fiery qualities, 
and as Fyzuii’s whole soul was wrapped in her husband, th^. 
Febuuarv 1830. D 4 
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thoughts of whom filled her bosom for every waking moment, 
Ussud thoiiglit himself a happy man at least in his own house : 
the more especially as he beheld so< many of his friends, who 
quitted theirs, as if they were haunted by a ghole. 

Matters went on thus, well and peaceably in the interior of 
tTssiul Oolla’s house, but the pleasing prospect wai^, confined to 
that alone. TJie confusion in which Ussiid's father had left his 
<;onterns, still increased in spite of ay bis son’s endeavours to 
unravel it; several mortgages were foreclosed, bankers pressed 
for payment of bonds, servants deinafided wages, and the Ciitwal 
of the city had not received his usual fee i‘or a year. It was in 
Vain, Ussud Oolla prayed the mercliants to advance him money 
for the purpose of redeeming his property ; all they knew w as, 
that his estate was going rapidly, nor could Ussud by any argu- 
ments i)ersuade them to the contrary ; whenever he approached 
their shops, they locked up their treasure boxes and took to 
counting out courics. In this extremity Ussud Oolla was at his 
wuts end, and wliethef he looked to the right hand Or to the left, all 
seemed dark; yet action was necessary, for ten days more would 
otherwise find him in jail. Sitting one day in the cool of the 
evening on his house top, he had heaped a heavy sigh, and ceas- 
ed ruminating on what appeared inevitable ; having dropped his 
hookah on the ground, he sat vacantly gazing at the kites, which 
the native ladies and gentlemen amuse themselves by flying. 
His opposite neiglibours on the house to]), as was apparent I'rom 
their joyous voices, and repeated exclamations, were defcpiy en- 
gaged in this aerial task, but their persons were concealed by 
the iisuiil brick wall which surrounds the house tops, where fe- 
males walk. This solid curtain w as how ever, on the jiresent 
occasion doomed to betray its trust ; on a sudden, the string of 
one kite hitched on the brink wall, and to release it from thence, 
first ajipeared a snowy arm covered with jewels, and then rose a 
face, for a passing second, but it was such a face, that when 
once seen, could not be forgotten. 

A sudden thought came across Uesud Oolla’s mind, which 
made him involuntarily start — for it presented the means of gra- 
tifying his passion and of obtaining a release from his difficulties. 
The opposite house was inhabited by the Court Treasurer, and that 
the visible invisible was his daughter Ussud he could not doubt. 
He considered of making his proposals of and conferring the title 
of second wife, on this lovely flower, and ufby sl^ould he not, since 
be as yet had but one wife, while the law allowed him four. 
He then fell into a second reverie, in which his rapid imaginati- 
on pictured to himself, two pretty wives' estates redeemed from 
pledge, personal liberty, official rank, and many other most 
Alna^mr-like schemes^ until he hit upon the solitary unconaect^ 
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ed reality, his wife Fyzun. He was here at a loss; he knew 
perfectly well, that such a proposition made to her, would meet 
with instantaneous and indignant rejection ; he was conscious 
that she would never consent to be placed, inevitably as 
she must be, in tlie second rank — and he was afraid of that 
feline practice, so common to cats, tigers and iemates, called 
clawing. All these wfcre heavy consideralions, and extreme dan- 
gers, but hazarded they must be, orUssud Oolla was a ruined 
man. He summoned up courage, therefore, ami proceeding to 
his wife Fyzun, in as delicate a wdy as possible laid his condition 
before her and proposed the remedy. Ussud Oolla expected aii 
explosion, but Fyzun contrary to his expectation, said hard- 
ly a word. She spoke not much, but she said, she had read 
and heard of, but never till that moment had believed in, 
the perfidy of man. Ussud Oolla attempted to remove this 
impression, and shewed her the necessity of the case, bat 
she listened coolly, and calmly looking her disbelief retired^ 
As she went out, she seemed like the heavy sky, lowering 
and dark, but still as death. There was* fto storm asye;t, but no 
one could say when it would burst out, and all could see, that 
when it came it would be terrible. Of this how'ever Ussud 
Oolla had no conception, but was agreeably surprised at the way- 
in which his proposition had been received; had Fyzun raved he 
would have desisted, but as the case stood he dressed himself iu 
his best * cocked his turban on one side of his head, and combed 
his long hair out on the other, and crossing over tlyj way laid his 
proposals beibre the treasiu'er. • 

Cazhn Beg, the treasurer was a minion of the prince high in 
station from favour, but low in birth. He was glad to get 
an alliance with an old and respectable family, such as that of 
Ussud Oollus, although depressed. Jle broke otFa match then on 
foot between his daughter Ameena and a youngs Pytaun of to- 
lerable family, and promised her to Ussud. This affair was 
soon noised abroad, and a treasurer’s daughter, if her father be 
in favor at court, can never get married without show and bustle. 
To, Ussud Oolla tlie chan|!;e was soon apparent, for the servants 
Who bad quitted his serv ice returned, declaring they had only 
fallen sick, mortgagees offered to give up their deeds, and bond- 
holders told him bis glory was great and rather than harass him 
for money, they would cancel tlie bonds, while the merchants in 
the bazaar no longer locked their chests as he approached. On 
the next day he was made a captain in the king of Delhi’s body 
^afd, and was endowed with the title of Behaduf ; surely never 
Was so great a change in a few days. Fyzun alone remained 
sullen and silent. But sullenness and silence could effect nothing 
and Ameena and Ussud Oolla, were duly married, the Cazy 
rtad the Service, and the dowiy was fixed (although Ussud had 
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not a thousand rupees of his own) for the honor of the family, at 
a lack of rupees and one gold mohur. A long description of the 
wedding and the ceremonies, more splendid than are usually seen, 
might be given, but suflice it to say, that all the bystanders and 
visitors wished the couple good luck, and the astrologers posi- 
tively declared the as])ect of stars to be more favourable, but 
there was one star which tliey did not take into consideration, 
and that was a malignant one. 

Two or three monilis passed in hs\ppiness without the occur- 
rence of any particular accident wortliy of note. .Fj zuii receiv- 
ed her new associate and rival with all respect, nay all’ect.ioii, 
but to UssiidOol]aliimself,wlio was assiduous in Iiis attentions to 
her, she would relax nothing. Ussud Oolla on going out of his 
door one evening, brushed roughly against a tall personage wlio 
was standing near and looking about him; the stranger lot him 
pass and retired, but as he went, continued ga/ing on the liouse. 
The circumstance struck Ussud, and apj)rehcnding no good from 
such strict observance, Jook good care to lock his door and bolt 
it well. The stranger did not again appear until a few days 
afterwards, when he was observed in th^5 same ])osition, and 
subsequently he was again seen at tlie back of the house. What- 
ever might be the meaning of this I ssud Oolla was equally 
bound to enquire, so arming himself he proceeded to interro- 
gate the stranger ; that person however had proceeded some way 
up the street ere Ussud arrived, and the latter had old-time to 
see him speak to two individuals who were coming dow^ii the 
lane, and then turn the corner. These individuals he determin- 
ed to accost. On going up to them he found one was an 
acquaintance, and on enquiry discovered that the person from 
whom they had just parted was Zorab Khan, the young Pytauii 
who had beeuitlie destined Tiusband of Ameena, before she had 
been married to himself. What his feelings were at these tidings 
none, but a jealous Oriental, or perhaps a Spaniard can imagine; 
he hastened home and taxed liis wile Ameena with a criminal 
correspondence. She, p(jt,)r girl, denied any evil, and plainly de- 
clared her ignorance of what former arrangements her pantiits 
had made, and for having seen Zorab Khan, it was impossible. 
Trutli innocence and artles^ess prevailed, and the husband’s 
heart was eased of a heavy load. Fate however had decreed 
that he should sutler a heavier burthen, and he had hardly time 
to felicitate Irimself .on freedom irom suspici^on, when he was 
again thrown into doubt. A few^ days subsequently, in the eveiv 
ing, a heavy storm came on ; the rain poured copiously, the 
Jiglitning flashed, and the w ind blew a hurricane, while Ussud 
Qollali sat smoking his hoohah and listening to some singing girls. 
The storm was very loud and nearly extiiiguished (he voices of 
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the minstrels, but tlie tymphanum of a jealous ear is tender, 
and Ussud thoufijbt that Ihe trees in his fjarden shook with more 
vehemence than that of a« storm. He sallied out alone and ex- 
amined his garden with no ellect, until a flash of lightning disco- 
vered him a man perched in the tree above his head. Ussud 
drew a pistol and fired, but the ball missed its object, wliile the 
man in the *tree, not liking perhaps a similar risk, let himself 
drop perpendicularly on Ussud Oolla, at tin? same time making 
a thrust with bis dagger. This stratagem sue-tv(;ded, for Ussinl 
Oolla was borne forcibly toOie groflnd, and ere 1 m' could arise, his 
foe had escaped over the wall; he discovered lunvever that it 
was Torab Khan. 


Tlijs new attempt at the sanctity of his house, comidetely 
bewildered Ussud; Ameemi must be the object oi it. Yet who 
could look on her gentle innocence and guileless lieart, and say 
she was an intriguer. He passed that night in extreme dis- 
traction and did not mention the cause of bis an viety to any {>ne, i):»t 
at last resolved, berore lie took further meast?n*s, to C'onsult with 
his father-in-law. who Wcus a i)owprful iimn and a cunning one. 
When the morning motived, Ussud Oolla went to Casim Beg; and 
to him related Ids sorrows; the treasurerlieard him, but strange 
to say, with indifference, although the lionourof hisown daughter 
was concerned. He had made Ids bargain, and acquired the 
reputation of a good connection aiul for aught else, he cared 
not. Ijlitatcd and perplexed. Ussud Oolla was retuniiiig to his 
own liome, wlien a letter as if by accident di’opped at ids feet, 
great was Ids surprise when on picking it up Ikj found it di- 
rected to himself. Tlie letter in short, but emphatic terms, 
apprized him of Torab Khan’s clandestine visits to his wife 
Ameena, and informed him, that tlie corresixmdence on his side, 
might yet bfe»found, if the cushions oThis wife’s Inidwere openeul 
He lost not a minute in making the search directed, and to Ids 
utter astonishment six letters were found, filled with the most 
endearing terms, addressed to Ameena ami bearing the seal of 
7Wab Khan. Ameena was too astounded to deny the accu- 
satibn, it would liave been useless had she done so, but her hus- 
band never asked her. To him the facts were pr folis as strong 
as holy writ, and the resuscitation of his j>ro))het from the dead 
would not have convinced him to the contrary. Fyzun, when 
she heard of I his, bewailed loudly, but suggested a hundred dif- 
ferent excuses asguredjier husband that Torab could never have 
ejitw’cd the house, and wdien she found it impossible to shake 
his conviction, proposed various punishments, of which shaving 
the criminarshead w-as the very highest. Hut Ussud Oolla’s mind 
w^as made up on this subject, and he informed Ameena with 
great coolness, that she must that night prepare for travel, and 
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that she should speedily be removed from her js^allant and be seclud- 
ed in a rural residence of her husband’s. The evening wai? fitful 
and gusty, and the moon looked watery and unpleasant when 
Ameena’s close co\ ered carriage driven by a household slave, and 
followed by her husband alone, passed along the streets of Delhi^ 
After quitting the suburbs, the road wound through a dreary 
plain and then turned through a grove df trees by the side of 
the river. Here Ussiid Oolla told the driver that his mistress 
wished to alight, and let him retire. He then caliod to Ameena 
and told her to descend and ^iew the scenery ; she prepared to 
do so ; and as wshe slowly drew back the curtains and her head 
appeared, her husband’s sword fell, anti with one stroke severed 
it from her body. The head he spurned with liis foot, and back- 
ing the bullocks, the whole carriage with tlie mangled trunk 
and the animals, were precipitated into the river. 

The rest of the tale is soon told. Ussud Oolla wiped his bloody 
sword, with a grim smile returned it to its sheath, mentally devot- 
ed its next stroke to X<^i^ubKhan, and rode slowly home. On his 
return, he found his wife Fyzuii gone, but she had left a packet 
for him. It contained copies of all the letters found in Ameena ’s 
cushions, a forged seal resembling that of Torah Khan, and a 
letter to her husband, stating how she had allured Torah to the 
bouse by making use Ameeua’s name, and how she hud forged 
letters as if from him to Ameena. 

The affair was never enquired info. The treasurer had influ- 
ence at court’, and on hearing from Ussud Oolla tlie details, said 
that Gofi was great, what was destined to happen, would happen, 
and that no more would now be heard of it, wherefore no person 
else being interested in stirring the affair, it dropped. Ussud 
Oolla lived a few years longer, but was one day killed by a bullet 
when riding through the suburbs of Delhi, supposed to have 
been directed by the hand of I jzuii ; of her however, nothing 
more was ever heard. 


R, 
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DAY DREAMS. 

No. I. 

EARLY RECOLLECTIONS. 


Oft in tlio Stilly 

E're slumber's ilia has llonnd me 
Fnriti JNJernory brings the Eight 
Of other days around me. Moore, 

I was always fond of day dreaming, and I rather think that it 
was born with me, for as a child 1 was most grievously addicted 
to stealing into bye-corners with a book in my hand and musing 
over the contents, while my imagination expatiated on the subject 
so widely as to add many instances to those contained in the 
volume which I was perusing. Even in the gaiety of a merry 
circle round the Christmas fireside, 1 would frequently fix my 
eyes on the glowing coals, conjuring up a thousand wild forms 
in tlie shape of death Heads, witches on broomsticks, flying 
Dragons, and such like tickle-brain fancies. Yet alas ! the 
long train of images which I had thus carefully raked up in the 
glowing ashes (like the airy castles of many of my fellow chil- 
dren of a larger growth) would be demolished on a sudden by 
an iiivi^fous thrust from my grandfather’s w^alking stick or be 
buried under a huge heap of smoky chaos from the coal-scuttle. 

There are few perhaps who ((q not love to dwell upon these 
dim shadowdngs of early iinaginatioa ; for who has not clung to 
liis nurses knee in trembling delight and listened with reveren- 
tial awe to the good woman’s “ Tales of Eld,” while the wind 
whistled round the house and the Ifl tle circle cr^i^pt closer to the 
lire as it cast a jnore fitful light around the chamber ? They 
are amongst tlie earliest and most delightful impressions which 
we receive and perhaps they last the longest. How to account 
for that universal belief which has peiwaded all nations of the 
woild of the existence of airy beings and shadowy shapes 
“ half human, half divine,” w e know not : but I am unwilling to 
pliilovopliize on a subject which can admit of no particular proof 
— yet for my own part, I must confess that this disposition for 
the romantic and the marvellous has “ grown with my growth 
andstrengthened^witlijaiiy streugtli” for even now in my old aga 
L often feel a sort of restless curiosity totally unworthy of my 
years, to listen to sundry out-of-the-way stories and adventures 
which never happened to any but the narrator. 

Of my school days the remembrance is attended with the 
Utmost disgust. Few love them or look back to them with 
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plf^asure for it is a period when we feel the miseries of depen- 
dence and tiierigonr of restraint without being able to appreciate 
tbe value of rarJy layi rig the fonndatious of knowledge. I was 
sufticiently idle to deserve punishment but generally fortunate 
enough to escape it. In the coitinion amusements oV boyhood I 
never lelt very keen delight, for I was over reached by urcliins 
inucli y<.»unger than myself who* were deeply skilled In the uiys- 
terif s Peg-top and Hop-Scotch and various other pastimes at 
v/Iiicli I was always a scoundrel bungler, I preferred throwing 
my self do^v^ under the shade V)f an ohl tree and poring over the 
disasters of Robinson Crnsa> or tracing the Wanderings of 
Admiral Byron thro’ the Isle of Chilcc. 

Forme the varied appearances of nature always held out 
irresistible clianns. The iicart indeed never expands with such 
placid feelings as wlien it is holding communion with her works. 
They are feelings wiiich at diiierent periods of after life (’ome 
back np(ui t he heart “ like tlie remembered tone of a mute Lyre” 
calling up a thousand happy rejnembrances of those days of 
innocence and delight A^hich have long passed into the lapse 

of ages. I'liere was a bank which 'had been partly cut 

away, but enough was left to nourish and vsupport the roots of a 
beautii'ul old Beech, at the foot of wliich ilie little brook that 
formed the Parish boundaiy used to run. At the foot of 
that Beech I have sat for hours in a kind of Waking Dream, 
the past crowdhig upem my mind with such rapidity *r]»at the 
jm sent w as (piile lost, wliil(3 I felt myself unccnsciously recur- 
ring to those pages in the volume of existence wliicli contained 
the first faint memorials of my earliest childhood. In these 
delightful reveries, I frequently watclied the gossamer-thread 
floating calmly about in tlie stilly idicncs.wf a summer mid-day 
(when scarcely breath stirred to w aft it wuth its little aeronaut 
inhabiUmt from place to place) with all the ardour of a young 
and romantic innid. A single Coot or Moorhen would some- 
times steal from its concealment in the Eullrush and Sedge that 
skirled the margin of the brook giving a wdldness of repose to 
the scenery that sunk deep into my heart, wdiile 1 scarcely ventur- 
ed to breathe lest I should dissipate the delicious love of thought 
wldch the beauty of the scene bad aroused. The spires of 
Churches dimly peeping through the trees, the faint tinkle of 
the sheep bell and an occasional distant swell of the bugle an- 
ijouncing tlie arrival of coaches to the, surijounding villages 
added much food to iny reveries. It is in such moiu«nte 
that vve forget uur material existence and live only in that 
deep voluptuous Idealism when the mind like the light thread 
of tlie gossamer floats gently about with every little breeze. It is 
bitter to descend from such feeliiigs to pursue the common track 
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of human affairs, to be changed as it were from an airy spirit 
into the cold and limited form of a child of clay. 

But this state of mentaj intoxication ceases with our boyhood, 
at an early age I found myself thrust out into the world to strug- 
gle with its prejudices, to imitate its follies, and to grasp at 
its baubles. My destination was a foreign shore, I was to min- 
gle with men of worldly mannfers whose feelings and opinions 
were widely different from my own, I was to pant under the in- 
fluence of a tropical sun and in visiting an imaginary Eldpmdo^ 
to quit, perhaps for ever, tjiat little home-scene of the heart, an 
English fireside. The hour of sepai ation arrived and a tear 
escapes me now when I call to mind, those melancholy moments 
in which we try to hush U]) the bitterness of parting by the inter- 
ciiange of a thousand little kindnesses which are given and received 
with a suppressed sigh and a sorrowful heart. We gaze anxious- 
ly on the face wliich perhaps we are never to behold again and 
then turn away our glance with a kind of despair that burthens 
the heart with its stillness and embitters the few remaining rno- 
inerits that necessity has left us to look and love our last. But 
I am talking of what occurred more than forty years ago — and 
jet it may be forgiven in a grey headed Sexagenarian to dwell 
with a kind of melan(dioly pleasure on the scenes of his early 
life, to pause over those littte gems of happiness which memo- 
ry has snatched from the wrecks of former days, for the feel- 
itigs naturally require sornetliing to lean upon and in the absence 
of pre.^#nt comfort will fondly call up the shadows of departed 
hours to soothe their loneliness. * 

To me it lias ever appeared particularly harsh and unmanner- 
ly to throw down the gauntlet of defiance before our own 
breasts and come to ap open nipture with a whole host of its 
better affections : yet after we ha^e entered the world and be- 
roiiie closely allied to its pursuits and pleasures we are apt to 
oust out the old tenants who formerly inhabited the little nooks 
and corners of our hearts — to descend from our thoughts, those 
who have as it were grown grey in tl|p service of our affections 
and to put in their place others whom vanity, interest or caprice 
may point out. But my commerce with the world never relax- 
ed the purer feelings of earlier years and my thoughts always 
reverted with renewed pleasure to the home of my boyhood, 
that place to which the affections of all at times turn — that word 
W'hicli conjures up such a strange medley of gay remembrances 
shared with the ^oftesft touches of melancholy. ^ 

It has been said, (I know not with wliat justice) that on go- 
ing abroad, people are apt to forget England — to become para- 
cides of good sturdy John Bullism by habituating themselves to 
EebrCary 1830. E 5 
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all the indolence and luxury of foreign climes. For others I 
cannot answer — for myself, how often during my exile did my 
heartyearn to mingle again with those scenes so deeply mirrored 
in my remembrance by the pure associations of early days ! How 
has my mind expanded with pleasure at the supposition that 
perhaps some careless trifle which belonged to me in my cUild- 
, hood, might by chance meet the eye of those w^ith,w^hom my 
dawning years glided peacefully away and be hoarded with an 
affectionate regret for him .whom they might perhaps never see 
again ! With w^hat a thrill djid I anticipate the time when I 
should return to the home of ray yoiitfi ! Butin these delightful 
anticipations I seemed to forget that before my return, a long 
period would have elasped since I left it — that times and man- 
ners would be changed and every thing modernized and refined, 
that tlie house in which my boyish revels were committed 
would be disrobed of its venerable tiling and diamond window 
panes, the trees which I had so often climbed to rob the Chaf- 
finch of her nest would be cut down and not so much as an old 
post be left to hang a .single recollection on ! Those who had 
been the sharers in my youthful gambols and frolics ; wliere 
would they be ? dispersed and scattered about the world, their 
affections resting on others unci so ditfused that scarcely a tithe 
would be left for their old play fellow — nay, the very urchins of 
the village whom I had left running about as wild and as rag- 
ged as young colts would be found decent sober Grandfathers, 
with a long live of strange descendant’s trooping at their heels, 
putting me in inind of the vast lapse of time and of the fe(v faint 
steps between me and the grave. ' 

Tliough tlie greater portiq^ of life is spent in endeavours 
rather to avoid its evils than to eiljoy its blessings yet there is a 
period to which every man looks forward with calm delight; 
when having shaken ofl’the trammels and cares of daily business he 
may pass tlie rest of his days in the reciprocation of benevolence 
and the happy exuberance of social converse ; when competency 
shall have secured him fram the anxiety of future provision and 
the maturity of age given solidity to his opinions and respect to 
his character. To this period the finger of hope is constantly 
pointing and he is content to forget present privation, in th6 
contemplation of future enjoyment : to this period, have I now ar- 
rived — but enjoyment alas ! like the cup of Tantalus has shrunk 
from my lips — 1 have returned to the home of my childhood and 
found myself a stranger in the land that gfive me birth, I 
have asked the friends of ray youth, where are they?” — and an 
echo has answered “where are they?” I have visited the vil- 
lag^fehurch-yard, and gazed upon the descriptive stones which 
record little else but their names and have found that my own 
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bosom is the only sepulchre where their virtues and tenderness 
lie enshrined ! It is to soothe the languor of declining years that 
I have now recourse to the fairy charms of imagination, and iff 
can cheat the reader of ahy single one of those many melancho- 
ly moments which the rugged reality of life is continually thrus- 
ting upon us, I shall feel satisfied that I have not written in 
vain. * . • 


.STANiAS. 


All ! this were but a weary world 
Without its hopes and fears, 

A pool by no li<*iit breezes curled 
A cheedefis sight appears — 

A calm interminable plain 
Is sadder than the stormy main ; 

Yet these similitudes would be ^ 

Of endless life's monotony. 

If human* shdis and human tears 

ISe’er stirred, nor stained the stream of years. 


Oh ! God ! there are who madly dare 
I'o qtjestiori thine eternal will ; 

Who own this ^lorious globe is fair 
Yet mourn permitted ill; 

And deem it strange Almighty power 
i^lioiild yield to sin one mortal hour. 

Or snfler care, and pain* and strife. 

To chequer all the scenes of life. 

Or let one darkening shadow lie , 

Between us and eternity. 

These see not what the wise may see 
(Lost wandergrs in the storiu!) 

How far above mortality 
As man above Uie worm, 

Is He whose awful glory seems 
Impaloable to earthly dreams. 

Yet man to rayless bliiiduess given 
Would pierce the mystic veil of heaven. 
And with Melirioiis boldness scan 
His unseen Maker’s secret plan. 
Forgetful that he might not part 
The curtain of hia own proud heart ! 


B.L. R. 
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A SKETCH OF RANAJIT SINH. 

By Baboo Kasiprasad Giiosii. 


Ranajit Sinh is the son of Maha Sinh, of the tribe of Sahasi. 
He is about fifty years of age and of a middle stature, neither 
too thin, nor too stout. He has lost the use of one of liis eyes in 
consequence of an attack of the small pox. His beard is long 
and flowing, but he does not suffert his nails to grow, which 
is criminal according to the tenets of the religion of the Sheiks. 
His dress is plain white, and he wears his turban across his 
forehead, the left part of which descending down and covering 
the eye-brow of the left eye which i% blind, so as to shade it a 
little. His disposition is said to be very mild, insomuch, that 
when he formerly used to go about his country in disguise to 
learn the disposition of the people towards the Govennnent, he 
used to question them respecting the conduct ol‘ their Magis- 
trates, Collectors, or *^their Prince ; whenever he heard any 
compfoint and was spoken ill of, he inquired into the nature of 
the grievance, calmljr listened to it, and afterwards arriving at 
a station judged i^ impartially, and often to the satisfaction of 
his people. 

He rises at 3 o’clock in the morning, bathes and then retires 
to a private room, where no one, not even his servfints ijire suf- 
fered to go. }n this solitary situation he coufits over his abends 
and oft’ers prayers till midday when his priest Madhusudana 
Pundit goes and reads to him passages from the Puranas. At 
this time he usually otters gifts to the Brahinanas. When it is 
daylight he either repairs to the Fort to see the discipline of his 
'troops or holds his Durba^ till ten or eleven o’clock ; after 
which lie retires* from his Court and takes his meal. The rest 
‘of Iris time till nine in the evening when he retires to rest is 
according to circumstances variously employed. ^ . 

He has three sons, viz. Kherga Sinh, Shair Sinh, and Tara 
Sinh, but the two latter Are not recogfti^^ed by him as his sqns 
and are not therefore treated by him as Princes. It is said that 
they were adopted by Ranajit Sinh's first wife. When they 
came to years of maturity, they could have no power as Princes 
but their mother’s father having died without any other issue 
Shair Sinh, the elder brother inherited his estates and is at pre- 
sent a general under Kherga Sinh. Nevertheless the three bro- 
thers are said i6 bear great affection for each other. 

Ransyit Sinh has a grandson named Navanehal Sinh by his 
son Kiterj^a Sinh. He is a promising boy of about twelve years 
of am )£ great favoiulte of Ranajit Sinli. 
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The principal officers of Ranajit Sinh may be thus enumerat- 
ed, viz. 

Moilchund, 


Desa Sinh, 


Visakha Sinh, 

^ CAseezuddin, 
fe y ^iuniddin, 

pC 

£ i 

pQ ^ Shahahuddin, 

Dhaun Sinh, and 
Golavh Sinh, 

GotAnd 1 Embassador of Kannjit Sinh, at Delhi. 

Madhmudana Pandit, Head Chaplain to Ranajit Sinh, 

Devidaa, Chief Secretary, « 

Bharanidas, Private Secretary to Ramjit Sinh. 

I'hcre is no distinct person at the head of the Command of the Army. 
Ranajit Siyh is himself the Commander-in-Chief. 

Of al?the native princes of the present day, Ranajit Sinh is the 
only one who can be properly called independent. He is pos- 
sessed of a very enterprising spirit, by which he has not only 
raised himself to Sovereignty over his own nation, (for the 
Sheiks were formerly divided into many petty independent 
states) but has also attacked his Mkhomedan ni^iglibours with 
success. His father Maha Sinh laid the ground-work of the 
rising power of his son. He enlarged his territories by making 
successful eiicroaclnnents upon the adjacent states, till at last he 
possesed himself of Lahore on the death of Khan Beliadur the; 
Ne wib of that country. He soon after died and left his acqui- 
sitions to his son, who as mentioned befoi'e by a mixture of 
cmirage and conduct completely overthrew what is called the 
Sheik federacy and has made considerable conquests. At fmt 
his victorious career and growing ambition were for some time 
checked by the dread of an invasion by Zeman Shah King of 
Cabul who had eiftertained designs* of extending his dominions 
on^ tins side of India, but upon his giving up those designs 
Ranajit Sinh was encouraged to attack the forces of the Monarch 
of Cabul and gained success. At present his kingdom extendi 
irom Tatta an the South, to the borders of Thibet on tb« 


^ prime Minister, the son of Mokumchand 
the former Minister who wR't surriamed 
Futbh Nsebb, i. e. “ of a victorious lot,” on 
account of the success which attended him 
wherevifr he marched. 

The principal Thatiadar or the Collector 
of Lahore, and the Governor of tke Fort, ai 
also the C^ief of the Criminal Authority. 

Is at the head of the Civil authority of 
Justice. 

The principal Treasurer. 

Is intnisied with the internal management 
of ^conquered provinces. 

Siinerinteiidentof the eatables. This Otw 
fice is of trust with all Asiatic Princes. 

Two broth»;rs in chs^e of the Royal Pa- 
lace and great favourites of Ranajit Sinh. 
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North, and from Cabul on the West, to a little beyond the Set- 
lez on the East, comprising a very large extent of territories. 

^ The army which Ranajit Sinh maintains is said to be very 
large. Besides a considerable body of cavalry on which the 
chief strength of an Asiatic King depends, there are eighty 
regiments of infantry under the superintendence of French com- 
manders. These regiments are disciplinejl, eqnippe^l and armed 
according to the European method. Ranajit Sinh* has likewise 
made considerable improvements in his artillery department, 
under the inspection of French commanders. His army is sup- 
plied with a great number of cannons which are used according 
to the European mode also. It is said that the French employ- 
ed by Ranajit Sinh have nothing to do with the command of 
the divisions to which they are respectively attached. In time 
of war they are imprisoned, and in peace, they teach European 
discipline to their respective corps. But the army upon the 
whole is rather in the Asiatic style. It has several petty chiefs 
enjoying a certaia degree of independence and fixed portions of 
land alloted to them, by Ranajit Sinh. In this point of view 
Kherga Sinh the eldest son of Ranajit Sinh is himself a petty 
chief ruling over a tract of land in many ways independent of his 
father. Trie principal arsenal of Ranajit Sinh is at Amartasar 
otherwise called 'Umritsar. 

But the greatest care of Ranajit Sinh seems to be to have an 
extensive treasury which is so much needed in time of war. 
His principal treasury which is at Fort Govind (or*"Govind- 
Garrah as it^s called by the natives) in Amartasar i^ said to 
be very large. Its contents are* variously described and the im- 
mense plunder in money received in Cabul and Moultan was all 
transnaitted to it. Besides, a certain sura is everyday thrown at 
the principal treasury which is never made use of, but reserved 
perhaps for tliQinost urgenf and necessitous times. The sort of 
coin used on this occasion is chiefly the Nanakshahi so called 
from Nanakshali the founder of the religion of the Sheiks. The 
Mahomedsliahi money is also current in the dominions of Rana- 
jit Sinh. He had two iMints at Ayaartasar where both the 
Nanakshahi and the Mahomedshahi coins were struck, but one of 
them which is said to have been founded by one of his mistresses 
has a few years ago been abolished ; and in the other the Nanak- 
shahi is only struck at present. 

His revenue cannot be properly and accurately estimated. 
The land tax for a cornfield is half the produce. But the taxes 
of other landsi vary according to the articfe profluced. In a place 
where there is no established tenure or where the land is farmed 
without any condition, the collector of the place when the crop 
is rii» appoints a Moonshee with an assistant and two peons to 
j^asure out the laud (if it were not previously measured) ascer- 
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tain the nature of the crop and fix the temporary tax for that 
season only under a certain fixed rate. A land holder cannot 
sell his e'state or any part of it, but by the permission of govern- 
ment ; the right of selling oP buying lands therefore depends upon 
the pleasure of Government. 

Visakha Sinh as mentioned before Ls al the head of the judicial 
authority anjjl there are under liim.one or two or even three judges 
in every district. The Sheiks have no code or fixed lav s, but the 
decision of law matters, depends entirely upon the caprice of the 
judge. If a person be not satisfied with the decision of tJie su- 
bordinate judge he may mate his 'complaint to Visakha Sinh, 
and if he be still dissatisfied he may appeal to Ranajit Sinh. But 
ill so doing there is something to be dreaded. In case the com- 
plainant loses his case by the judgment of Visakha Sinh or 
Ranajit Sinh, he sutlers a severe punishment, not only for the 
unreasonableness of his complaint, but also for his presumpti{)ii ' 
in having endeavoured to bring the decision, and consequently 
the character of the judge in question. But the power of Visa- 
kha Sinh is limited only to civdease^. Neither he nor any of the 
subordinate judgcscan judge a criminal case which should be refer- 
red to theThanadars qr the Collectorsof the place, who also exer- 
cises the civil authority and whose decision is final. The Thana- 
daroritie Collector is also the governor of a Foijtif there be one. 

Nothing is deemed more criminal by Ranajit Sinh or any of 
the Sheiks than an injury to a Brahman or a cow, both of wuom 
are as b> every other Hindu sect, regard d with gi eat venera- 
tion by the Sheiks, and the death of either is puni^iied with the 
same. This has greatly ingratiated Ranajit Sinh iii the favour of 
his people as well as all tlir» Hindus in general. His munificence 
towards the Brahmans has not less contributed to his popularity. 
His usual gift to a Brahman on certain religious days among 
the Sheiks is a golden bracelet of great or small value. It may 
be worth while here to observe that scarcely Hindu prince 
has ever treated the Brahmans with illiberality. 

A third great cause of Ranajit Sinh’s popularity among the 
Hindus is his dreadfully ill treatment gf the Mossuimans in his 
terrUories in so much tiiat*they are among the many instances of 
cruelty and oppression partly exercised by orders of Ranajit Sinh 
bat mostly by his officers, prevented to utter their Namaz (a daily 
prayer performed at morning, noon, and evening) sufficiently 
loud, that is, they are allowed to read it at their home, or where 
it may not be heard by any Sheik without the accompaniment 
of all those vocal sbundS which usually attend it. yhis exclusion 
ofllTe Mossuimans from their religious ceremonies is considered by 
every Hindu as an act of great piety and was one of the causes of a 
rebellion which but a short time ago took place in Cabul, but wliic li 
was subsequently suppressed after a great slaughter on both sides. 
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LOVE. 


** Love w notin our choioe^ but in our fttn,’* 

' rDrydUiS Paltmtm and ArciU,^ 

Careless, jocund, mild and gay^ 

I past each idle hour avvay^ 

Nor^ heedless, thought lliat eve» 1 
Should bend beneath Love's tyranny. 

The smiling rogue was vexed to see 
A heart so thoughtless and so Iree ; — 

* I’ll teach thee, youth,” he slyly spoke 
To bend beneath my sovereign yoke, 

** And make thee worship at the shrine, 

** Where wiser heads liave bowed, than thine 
Then from his quiver snatched a dart. 

And aim’d the, poison at my heart ; 

Straight for the mark the arrow bore ; — 

— — 1 never felt so strange Ijelbre ! 

Too soon 1 found, an abject slave, 

Maria’s eyes the venom gave ; 

Quick, quick it flew thro’ every part. 

And pierced at once my tiembling heart. 


The soft meek light of that blue eye. 
Like Angel glance from yonder sky. 

And all those thousand nameless charms 
That keep alive true love’s alarms. 

Mixed such sweet pleasure with my pain, 
1 wished not to be free again. 

Two happy years soon past away ; — 

Two years, I fondly day by-day 
Still worshiped at that lovely shrine. 

And knew that gende heart was mine. 

But woe is me ! — it was decreed 
That love’s true victim soon should bleed ; 
— No matter why, or where, or when, 
1'his heart was. doomed to grief and pain, 

— • 1 never saw that form again ! 

Yet once beneath love’s tyrant power, 

1 feel impulse every hour, * 

And never may resist the sway 
Of beauty’s soft; bewitchuig ray. 

My heart now wanders every w herc^ 

To fiU the vacant corner tbere~ 



LOVE.. 

But Oh ! first love is sweeter far. 

And burns with purer glow. 

Than any other lov^^that e’er 

The heart again can know ? 

A bashful Mary next possest 
Eacji tender feeling of niy ^reast ; 

But soon I sawWeet Caroline, 

And gave her up this heart of mine, 

Tho’ both so fair and both so kind, > 
That long 1 was to doubt inclhied ; — > 
But just as I made up my mind^ y 

The stately Isabel slept in. 

And threw me. into doubt again.-r- 

My heart then sad and dormant lay 
for many a long and weary day. 

And many hopeless dreams it formed 
Of her, who first that.beart had warmed; 
When gentle smiling Fanny came, 
Kekindled soon the dying flame ; * 

On those blue prbs 1 ga/ed with sighs 

— They were soJike Maria’s eyes,. 

1 almost thought with tliriliing pain 
I bask’d in that deat light, again* 

Oh ! then a tyrant beauty came 
^And set my wand!riiig heart in flame, 

A quenchless fire within me bum’d 
When that bright glance on me was turned, 
A flame so new, so wild and. fierce. 

As did my inmost bosom pierce ; 

All other thoughts, all other bliss. 

Or feelings, were absorbed in this— 

That glare of iigh% that glare of light, Y 
From these dark eyes it shone so bright, > 
M V brain grew dizzy at the sight — j 

1 roamed distemper’d o’er the plai||^s, 

A maniac bound in Silken chains 
Whom one kind word that fondness proved. 
Whom one kind glance from her he loved, 
Gould calm, and ease his troubled pain 
And bring back reason’s light again— . . 

I ne’er was under «uch wild sway. 

Since first { felt love’s warming ray. 

But now that wild visioti of love is o’er. 

The maniac’s frenzy is now no more ; 

The love that bewildered his reason and peaces 
He^ glances have told him can never be his ; 
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STANZAS TO A LADY. T^^EBRUARY^ 

And tho’ many a heart-throb^ «id many a aigh^ 

And many a teaAr-drop dashed from the eye^ 

And many a pang of deep sorrow and 
And many an effort to gain rehef. 

Have been his — ^yet his passion is conquered at last^ 

And he calmly can think bn the love that is past ; 

And he prays that a blessing from yon pn^e sky> 

May alight on the Maid of the dazzling eye I A. D. C; 


STANZAS TO A LADY. 

SlftN IfOR A FEW HOURS ONLY IN A PUBLIC ABSEH^ 


AT CALCUTTA. 


Full many a sweet face smiling nigh 
Had caught my wandering gaze> 

But thine alone could claim a sigh^ 

Or passion^s tumults raise. 

Twas fue that we ho more might meet^ 

Oor paths were far apart, « 

1 might not hehr thy lips repeat 
The dictates of thine heart : 

But yet our meeting Iqpks revealed 
Far more than words c^ld telh 
And love wiih eager transport sealed 
His long enuring spell 

0 ! twas bewildering bliss to knolir 
The Boy-God's subtle power ! 

1 would not for a world foregb 
The madness of that hour. 

Though distant far our feet may stray 
We share love’s golden dream. 

As ’neath the same uhbtxiken ray 

The ckmdB> though piirted^ gleaiiL 9* 
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A MAIL OOACH ADVENTURE. 


It was dp a fine bracing moipimg in the latter end of the 
month of October^ offhe year 182 — that I mounted one of those 
heavy vehicles, commonly called light Post Coaches which 
proceed northward from tlie great commercial town of Liverpool, 
My feelings were expanded with ihe idea of soon rejoining my 
friends from whom I had been for some period separated, and 
my spirits were in unison with my thoughts, as I retraced >vith 
pleasure the scenes and feats of my childhood. The coachman 
cheering his horses now and then, arrested my attention without 
disturbing the train of my reflections, and 1 alternately whistled 
or sung as we rolled along, with a consciousness of happiness I 
had not experienced for many months before, perhaps too there 
might be feelings of more powerful interest for I was at that 
crisis of life when tender attachments are generally more seri- 
ous and lasting thaiijon tlie first dawn of manhood. 

We had proceeded as far as Garstang before any thing 
occurred to disturb the visions of my excited imagination^ 
wiieii just as the coach stopped to change, a beautiful female 
voice was heard from the inside, requesting the coachman in the 
most teaching accents to allow her to get on the top ; she 
was inftnediately accommodated with a seat, and i proceeded te 
render her all the attention hi my power. She said she felt 
ill and her pallid yet lovely cheek and heavy eye did not 
belie the assertion. My attempt to amuse her (as we were the 
only outside passengers) very shortly superseded the chilling 
formalities of regular introduction* which are pow much to the 
comfort of travellers dispensed with in stage coaches. She 
soon felt considerably revived by the cool air, and in the course 
of the day 1 related to her a few of the incidents of the 
Summer which I had spent in the l^ast Indies. You are re- 
tuTiping: to see your friends,” she said after a short pause, and 
your mother, how happy she will be to see you again.” I d0 
not know how it was, yet I thought 1 bad never found the name 
of mother” strike so deeply upon my heart, as at that moment. 
The being who had given me birth, I had lost ^oon after she 
had brought me into the world, but it was in name only that 1 had 
lost her, as her place had been supplied by one wjio had tenderly 
dl^inistered to ail my wants with the most care&l kindness and 
attention. , 

Though my reflections had passed almost instantaneously they 
had liot been lost upon my fellow traveller, and on raising rny 
head to answer her question, I perceived she was observing me 
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minutely with an expression of deep pity. You have then 
no mother ?” she enquired ; before I could speak, her coun- 
tenance instajifly, assumed Ian expression of iaWard suffering 
so great that it was some minutes before she could compose 
herself. I was now convinced that my companion was unhap- 
py and that the iron hand of affliction Seemed to ba:ve set its 
mark upon one, whose loveliness* alone mi^it have warranted the 
hope of a happier existence. 

I explained in a few words that I had indeed lost my mother 
but at so earjy a period of lifeYhat I had never felt that loss ; she 
Ffeemed to muse on my answer, and I saw, the big tear steal 
silent and fast down her pale cheek. I remained silent, un- 
willing to hazard remarks the propriety of which might have 
been questionable on so short an acquaintance. The evening 
set in cold and on her complaining of its effects I prevailed on 
her to accept a spare top coat I had to cover her, she thanked 
me for my attention, and sunk again into silence interrupted 
only now and then with a deep sigh. To attempt to delineate my 
sensations would be iin|)ossible, but I believe they would be what 
all men would feel for loveliness in distress. It certainly was 

3tiot love for I had long , but I felt 

more for this female Ahan I could ever have imagined a few hours 
before. 

It was quite dark when we arrived at Burton, and on the stoj)- 
ping of the Coach a tall elderly looking gentleman who , seemed 
to have been waiting for her enquired for miss T — . I am here 
Uncle’^answered, my companion,* She extended her hand to bid 
me farewell and thanked me again, and I saw her depart like a 
pleasant dream which on waking we widi to prolong. Yet 1 
wondered how a being whose very existence but a few hours 
before 1 was totally wiacquainted with and of whom I now know 
nothing but her Aame, could have so powerfully interested me. 

. , Two hours before day break the next morning, I was again 
ixppn the road, and for sometime 1 was completely absorbed with 
reiSectirfg on the events of the preceding day ; as the morning 
bowever advanced and tbe^ rich and inrf^nificent scenery wlpch 
lies betw^n Itendal and Ambleside gradually opened out 1 was 
soon lost to every thing but the beauties of the surrounding couor 
trj". It was not only with the feeling of an ardent admirer of 
of nature, that 1 contemplated the scenes before me, for in every 
abrupt precipice, lieath-clad mountain and wooded slqpe now mel*- 
the^richer tints of autumn justf fadixg into winter, I 
^pots fapiUm^ to my memory and endeared by youthml 
spprto and early recollections,— they were indeed my native 

a ^shnrt sojourn amongst niy friends I was soon again 
jmmersed in the busy to^^ and in less than 12 moidh^ after 
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the above incidents, I bad become a resident in British Bidia. 
Commerce and its concomitant cares scarcely left room for re- 
flection on other subjects, Jind.it is probable that the remembrance 
of ray fair fellow-traveller seldom or never intended itself upon 
me. Time wore on— five years had elapsed and ill he^th, the 
effects, of the baneful climate of Bengal compelled me tp visit some 
more congenial clime liand I again embarked for England. 

It was six years afterwards, a little later in the yeAr, that I 
again booked myself in the mail to travel the same road from 
laverpool. As we passed mlong memory was busy on the van-* 
ous scenes of my checquered life which had occurred since that 
period. The world did not present such bright visions to my 
senses as it had then done. I was again returning home, but 
that home was altered'; the enthusiasm of youth was gone and 
1 had ceased to look upon things with a more favourable aspect 
than what they really presented. Sorrow, and sickness had dead- 
ened the energies of life and there were events fresh in my me- 
mory which might indeed call for the poet’s question. 

** Can fancy’s fairy bands no veil create 

To hide the sad realities of fate.” 

Insensibly the remembrance of my last fair companion stole 
upon me and I entertained a hope which in a short time conjur- 
ed up into a certainty that we should agan meet^ and it was not 
untill we arrived at Kendal in the fail of the evening that I could 
bring uiVself to relinquish it. Having refreshed ourselves for half 
an hour, the horses, were agajn put to, and I hati given up the 
hope of meeting with the mysterious lady. The night though 
lovely was intensely cold when we set out and for the first hour 
the moon luid not risen, yet the snow which was thick upon 
the ground as we advanced into thoniountainous district afforded 
a sufficient light to distinguish objects around. » At length as we 
reached the summit of an eminence, the pale round ipoon wHs seen 
just topping the rugged lieight of a range of black mountains 
on the right, which extend between Shap and Kendal. Already 
the long ridge of Helvellyn enveloped with thick snow had 
caught and reflected her beams, and as she gradually imerged 
|Vom the barrier, a portion of the beautiful lake of Windermere 
just tinged with her rays could faintly be distinguished from the 
choas of mountains wiiich frowned in sterile grandeur on ttio 
left. Between lay thick and dark waving larch and oak 
wood, and faqpy cpuid almost dofine in the distance tiie 
emispicuous head of gigantic Gkiddam. I liad s^h nature 
arrayed in her sublimest forms in every quarter of the earth ; 
tile Himalahas with their eternal snows ; buttliey present- 
ed no , charms or awakened no feelings that could com^ 
1^0 in effect with these ins%mficapt H Many' a night like 
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this I Hail gazed upon them> and the days of childhood, hap> 
pinesSy innocence and love now rushed Upon my memoiy. 

My Hrow felt iererish in spite ef the intense Irost. f 
thought 1 should feel invigorated (for I was still an Invalid) 
by being outside for a short time, the change was soon ac-^ 
complished, but 1 had scarcely got myself seated and wrap-< 
ped up, when descending a steep*, W short declivity Sn the road 
which was now very slippery, from the frost, one of the 
leaders feU, and in an instant the mail was upon the peon 
animal. All was now in confusion. IFhe guard and Coachman 
used all their exertions to rescue the beast, which was ell'ected 
with much diihculty in about ten minutes, when it was found that 
one of the wheel horses had been lamed also, and it now became 
the duty of: the guard to proceed with the Mail bags on one of 
the uninjured horses and we were left in the awkward predica- 
ment of looking out for assistance, and some place to which to 
convey the luggage of the Mail. Before any thing could be sug., 
gested, and whilst my only fellow traveller, a peevish old south of 
England gentleman, was venting his curses both “ loud and deep” 
and in good round tenns also, on the barbarous state of the country 
and roads, the sound of a horse’s hoofs, was heard approaching at 
a short distance, and in a few seconds a gentleman rode np. On 
seeing the state of things (for the moon was now high, and thd 
reflection of the snow made every thing as distinct as in broad 
daylight) he instantly dismounted and addressing himself to me 
expressed his hope, that no person had been hurt by the acci- 
dent, and on being answered in the negative he desired my 
companion and myself to accompany him to his house which he 
said 'Was about a quarter of a mile distant, and he would send 
assistemee to the Coachman, who was employed with the lamed 
horses. We retraced the roqjl about 100 yards and having en- 
tered a small wicket gate, which led into an avenue of half grown 
Scmtchs firs which appeared studded with myriads of diamonds 
from the efi'ect of the moon-beams on their icicled branches, 
we perceived a cheering fire blazing through a window at 
a short distance and a few tninotes^brought us to one , of 
those beautitul villas with which the neighbourhood of Winder- 
mere abiiands, * By what name shall I introduce you to my. 
wife,’8aidourcbttdactbr, as he led us by the hand to the door 
my companion and myself gave our names, we were ushered into a 
small neat parlour, where a female was sitting sewing with a 
child playing at her feet, she raised Her head at oar entrance and 
of my surprise when instantly recognised in the ladytJf 
aifr Iciiid host, my quondam interesting feUow traveller. On my 
nan^ ^ing mentioned she'looked intently, as if the recollection 
cf j|itvnfig heard it befere suddenly crowed her, , and 1 took the' 
hpj^rt^ity of remarking that, “ I bebeyed we h*d pace seen 
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each other before.” She might well have found difficulty in 
recognising the emaciated figure before her^so much was I chang- 
ed- On adverting, to the deep tnclaiicboly, utider which she was 
then suffering, she told me with a sigh what I had before sur- 
mised, she had lost her only parent, her mother, and was pro- 
ceeding to her uncle who had been appointed her guardian, and 
whom I had* seen at Kendal- If ^ had admired her in distress, 
she now appeared ten times more amiable in the natural liveliness 
of her disposition, after an hour’s pleasant stay, the mail was an- 
nounced to be ready for»procee1iing with the assistance of 
another horse, furnished by our kind frieAd. I then bade them 
adieu, promising if fate should lead me that road again to become 
their guest for a longer period. 

Y. H. 


THE WARRIOR MARRIED* 

BV captain R. CALDER CAMPBELL- 


1 . 

She laid his sword in the myrtle boughs 
That wave o'er the rustic porch ; 

And long ere the summer's sunny close 
’Ye might see, by the glow worm’s torch, ^ 

The rusted blade, once red ^^^h guilt. 

With pure dew wet, — whilst in the hilt 
A sparrow had built its little nest. 

Where the warrior's hand had loved to test. ' 

. . . 

She hung his spear mid the clustering vines * 

That clung round the window sill ; 

And red is its point — and it brightly shines. 

As if bathed in life’s current still ; 

For round it the ripest grapes twis^ thick, < 

But they hang so high that none may pick^— 

They have burst, in their pride, and their jiiice shines o’er 
The spear that shall }^ten with blood no more ! 

HI. 

His shield rests now in the cottage room, 

Aad his helmet nods on the wall. 

But ah 1 site hath pilfered ite painted. plume - • ^ 

For the sj^orto^of the festiv j . ; - ' 

And his war^ cloak is ffiere,~o^er th^t baf^^^ 

Where his first boyn child, in its'bead^ 

Slumbers in peace, W free from ^fle ' 

Ashts Aititor's breast, or his mother’s smile t 
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THE DYING BUCG^NjBEIt^ 


IVe been a man of daring^ deeds^ 

Have stained my lire with nianf' a crime^ * 

And there’s a gnawing worm that ieeda 
Upon my vitals ere its time* 

• €,■ 

Yet in the fervid hour of strife 

Have I, not bloodiest bathed my brow T. 

Dangler and havoc were — my life !— 

And shall 1 be a coward now ? 

Still> as I sink beneath the wave. 

No eye for me shall drop the tear ; 

No prayer shdll follow to the ^ave 
The outcast— friendless Buccaneer 

No sigh of memory ^’er shall grac^ 

Of‘ my dark life, one little spot ; — - 
I shall go down unto niy place 

As one whom iuen desire forgot. ' 

Forgot?— It is the peaceful fate 
Of many a mightier than I : — 

(5h, could I hut in turn^ forgel, 

’Twere not so difiioidt to die.. 

Still — ; 0 till, for that I feel, my heart 
Accusing me of coward fears, — 

In ^eatib — ^in deaifi i’ll play the part 
Which I have lived— a Buccaneer’s ! 

W'hat' though no memory bless my grave> 

And what tlioiigh peal for me no diige. 

I’ll sleep as souna beneath thft wave — 

V • My death-kuell tlie eternal surge : 

And let the world their falsehoods bring . 

Even in my ashes to upbraid me 
I'tam iiotTrrvtever wns the thi^ , 

Their blackening ij^umnies had made me f 

T^' theiii'^'tb tfabm I o^e this d^atUi 
Ha ! .bu^fpr.^eir aal^s fpei it diear, 

Bet(«teattaiig my bireath 
The ca»es ^irthe JBuccauWr I 

1 .CAPEaU .SOUTH, 
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THE BETRAYED. 
A Iale of 1767 . 


Come i%8t in this boiipm, mr own«tricken deer, 

Though the herd haTe fled from tbee^ thy home ia atiU here^ 


Thy gloriei, one by one. 

In gloomy night hgYe eet $ 
lAll eave Affoction’e lun 

Whose light ia iing’ring yet. 


a 


Moonliji 


The Ganges has so frequently changed its bed, that it is 
scarcely possible to speak with certainty of villages, which were- 
in existence in Bengal ten years ago, especi^Iy of such as were . 
upon the banks of the river. I must therefore run the risk 
of being considered inaccurate, should the traveDer not find the 

village of poor_, opposite to Rajmahal. About seventy 

years ago, however, there waa such a place ; and if it is not 
BOW to be found, let it not be a matter of wonder, that Time, 
who lays low the pdaces of the proud, and covers with oblivion 
the dwelling places of the mighty, should have left no trace of a. 
small a^fd unimportant hamlet. At no considerable distance' 
from ibis village, lived, at the period I have mei)jtioned, Dana 
Shah, a Mahomedan Durvesh. •This man had been once in favor 
with Ali Verdi Khan ; but the flagitious conduct, and cruel dis- 
position of Mirza Mahomed, the Soobah’s grand-son, had’ 
driven him out of Moorshedabad, and forced him to seek a 
privacy more suited to his sacred ,icharacter. While migaged, 
during one stormy night, in his holy office of phiyer, he heard 
Ae noise of heavy footsteps at the door of bis hut; but accord- 
ing to a custom of the Mussulmans, who will not leave their, 
devotions upon any account, he did not stir to ascertain what 
it was* Aldiough Mahofloed was obliged to go to the mountain^ 
yet was our good Durverii detenmned not to move an inch, to; 
find out whence proceeded the noise, or what was traatpuig^ at' 
his door. A human voice was, however, soon heard, imploring; 
for shelter in the name of SoUman and eveiy Peer and PueguiBi.. 
bur in whom the faithful trust. Dana Shah Was not insom^le 
to such a call; for, to the honor of the prophet be H knewn,: 
tBSt he has inculcated the practice britospitalit/aiaoiw bis fol- 
lowers, and declared it to be a sacred and paraUMmat f^y. 

'In a Utde time, the door opened, and dhicovc^ to t^ Dur- 
Wash two oleph«nts« wbiub^r as he saw c£ 

Uxiia, tBto, A3 
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lightmpg* were rafter handsomely adorned with embroideretl 
trappings^ bearing la fteir howdaks two persons. A few ser-* 
vaqts completed the parfy ; and they aB appeared much fatigued 
with a long and dauj^erous journey. As soon as the strangers 
had alighted, Dan^Bhah perceived, that the one was an ex* 
tremely handsome young man, about twenty years of age» and 
that the other was a female, whose yoifth and beaut;^ should 
not haVO; been the sport of so rude a night. Having first 
given them his blessing, he invited them into his cell to 
partake of such cheer as he bould afibrd, and such shelter, as 
they might find under his humble roof. As soon as the 
strangers had entered, he spread a mat upon the floor for them, 
expressing at the same time, his regret, that it was not a carpel^ 
such as their condition indicated they had been used to. 

Alas I** ^ed the young man, if you knew our ^condition, it 
would excite your pity.^' At the sound of his voice, the Durvesh 
started inwardly, but immediately suppressing his emotion^ 
he moved ft small brazen lamp towards his guest, that he might 

E erase his features. L<^oking intently upon him for a few minutes, 
e seemed to discover, that the face upon ]which he gazed was 
ifet a stranger to his ^e, although Care had already begun to 
trace her characters upon his young and beautiful brow. The 
Hurvesh who had been a man of the wprld, although he then 
lived retired from its business and its follies, wished his guest to 
tell his own story, without being questioned. For, although his 
suspicions of fte young man’s rank and importance wei'e con- 
firmed by the view he had taken of his face, he would have 
asBuratice doubly sure,” and, therefore, wished him voluntarily 
to unfold his secret* May be, you are on a long march, and 
have lest sight of your attendants in this storm V* . 

Well said,” replied the stranger ; it is indeed a dreadful 
storm, that ha^ separated me from all those who should be 
around their master ; but God is merciful, and I yet may find a 
home.” 

I But 3^u cannot be without a home,” said the Durvesh ; youf 
^iditipn and appearance* speak of other things ^and although 
y^ ha^J djdy^^t^ of your elephants and a few other ser- 

vants wim you, 1 am sure there must be thousands of slaves in 
your father’s to do all your hehests. — But talking perhaps is 
kksome; let me set about preparing such food as lean offer." 

Alla reward thee V' excliiimed the young man, ‘‘Truly the 
xdght of adversity has lowered upon me,mnd I have no where 
th rifty my heah. They who fed upon my bounty have iurfiml 
their and thou beboldest, the representative 

0f'^the!|il5nse of Ali Verdi Khan thus low, imploring thyprotec- 
taking off his turban, and laying it at the feet 
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the Du^v«sli, " I am the man” continued he. “ who but jresterday 
was named The Mighty, and who was taught to believe, that 
there was no power like ms own : — but Seraje ad Itowlah is now 
at thy feet holy man, and he intreats thee i® the name of the pro- 
phet,. and for the sake of the hallowed Kaabah, not, to with- 
hold thy pity from aq unfortunate, fallen prince.” 

And what mishap has. befallea you, son of the mighty ;’* 
said Dana Shah, " that the habitation one so lowly should 
afford shelter to the Soobah of Bengal ; and who is this par- 
taker of the cedamity whicli has faffen upon the descendant of the 
all-powerful Ali Verdi 

“ It is some consolation,” replied the prince, “ that amidst all 
my sufferings, and in all my hours of trouble, 1 have ever found 
the bosom of my Lutf respond to mine ; and as she enjoyed my 
prosperity, you see she has not shrunk from sharing my adver- 
sity. — But ere I begin to detail my misfortunes, let me send away 
my elephants and attendants, lest their appearance at the door 
of thy hospitable cot should bring my pursuers upon me. .. 

“ Well suggested’’, interrupted the old man ; “ and I hope 

f our Highness will allow me to take that duty upon myself. 

shall desire your servants to proceed with the beasts in a 
direction, which your pursuers cannot have followed; and then 
send my own man, Abad al Russool, across to Rqjmahal, that 
he may go from thence to the fakeer of the Golgong Rock, and. 
solicit piotection for you, until we endeavor to re-establish yoif' 
on the musnud of your fathers.” * 

' With tears iii bis eyes, and irith a heart too big for utterance 
did the young prince press the hand of his generous protector, 
and with that thoughtless confidence which characterized his 
life, and from which be suffered so much,, at once assented to 
the proposal of the Durvesh. • , 

While Dana Shah went out to give the necessary directions ; 
Lidf, the beautiful, the devoted Luff took up her sitar, which she 
had brought with her to divert the mind of her unfortunate hust 
hand. But before she coq[d get the stsings in tune, the Durvesfi 
returiied, and Informed Suraje ad Dowlah, that every thing had 
been despatched, and that he might now teU the eventful history 
of his calamity, without the slightest apprehension. 

" Alas for Palassi* !’’ Exclaimed the prince ;. " for upon thid 
fatal field, the glory departed from my house. My' army has 

* Flassey Anglice. ^The nsmes of places in India are utterly unintelligible to the 
na tj jLea. when pronounced by Europeans. Thus we have Seramjver for jresrampare* 
^giipare for Bhagulpoory Muttrq, (ot Mathura, Sfe, Sfc, Vpon ite^v being once asked 
bpv Serampoor could have got that name. Easily enough,” iaid an incorrigible 
punster ; ** it is made up of *' Sir I’m pour/’ the exclamation pfefierj haid-pressed.. 
debtor, who flies to the Daoisb settleueal for proteotioa/^^ ^ '■ 
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■liere appeared agitated]|->-“ and they in whom I {daOed confix 
deuce have aeid me to niv enemies;.' Allaf AUa! iras dieraceof 
‘Ali Verdi destined te be bartered, to be girchi Kh;e daves in ex^ 
change for gold->m gold too of Ke^rs t Is there ndt a da.y 
of retribution in store for thoso who break their fa^th ; and is 
not the perjury of Jafifer Khan now numbered among his sins? 
But it is the will of fate that 1 should thus be used ; fortune has 
turned her back upcm me,an4,but for the truth of the love of my 
iewn Imtf, 1 might add, that I am abandoned by mankind. This 
is iny story venerable man; and yoU, who have ceased to 
ngm tile world,, but as one who bas in it no stake, will not 
renise me the protection I implore, nor drive me from this sheU 
ter to the mercy of my enemies.’' 

* God forbid my son,’' replied the Dnrvesh, “ that the de* 
scendani of Ali Verdi Khan should meet aw thing but good from 
my Inmds. So may I hope for heaven, as I treat thee ;• and may 
tbut fao^ perish for ever, if I fail in my truth! — ^But you seem 
thint with the fatigue of your journey ; let me dress some food 
•|br you. 1 can prepare it speedily ; and although Sorrow supplies 
SI poisonous nourishment to those whom she seises, bidding them 
live upon their misfortunes, yet would I hope, that time may chase 
away the care tiiat now presses so heavily upon thee.’’ Ujmu 
this, he went into another part of his but, and began preparing 
a alight rwast fm* the unfortunate Seraje vuA Dowlah. • ^ M 
To 8ootite*'the breast of her husband by whom she '^as sin* 
icarely loved, whom she wbrldiipped with the devotedness of 
aa enthusiast, the tender Lutf took up her aitar again, an^ 
" let me sing to tbee,” said she to him— iny songs you said 
.were sweet in better days; let me see whether sorrow has des* 
troyed the marie of the vdice you have always loved to hemi 
.i^ortuhe has spared the stiings of toy sitsor ; but those of my 
.Jhcaii are broken, every one, but that which binds it for ever to 
ti«Ba."---Tben throwing her beautiful arm’upon the instnimmt, 
idle , strupk a fo^ chords,* and sang sopie words, sometiui% Itita 
tim iSi^bwioiS to a well known plaintive air. ^ 

Ah ! wheri^re should dune eagk^de 
Stiil shsye to soar above, 

theS any’ft all thy sorroin hide ^ 

In tU« fond i^som, liovel 
lb vain the wounded, bhd wpidd qitc^ 

Its whig whan pressed Wi^ pain ; • ' 
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Rons madly ihrongli tW al^y i 
Yet, morning wcsfldi ninbow’s fotm 
Like a young britfe, on high. ... 

Tims hath nm’ teth|>«st past, and tbtni. 'i 
Q^r rainbow beams above : 

’Tia.aU that nowYemains fo/ns, 

4nd who needs more than love ? 

I cannot philosopbize ooncerniflg human sympathy, and itir 
causes I but it is not the least oif life’s blessings, that we firid 
Ibarts to reflect back our smiles^ and to weep with us, tear for 
tear. The song of his gentle Imtf brought the light of other 
days around her husband ; her affections were all the treasure 
be now possessed, and the music of her voide the only cornet blT 
which he was not. deprived. For, although -he had drunk the 
bitter cup of misfortune to its very dregs, and although he was 
reduced to the utmost misery, yet felt he soiuething akin to joy; 
when Lutf poured out her sweet strain, like a blessing, upon his 
heart. . 

, A knocking being now heard at the door of the humble dwell* 
ing, the Durvesh came out of the room where he Was preparing 
a little food for his guests, and proceeded to see what was the 
matter.. Seraje ad Dowlah waited nis return with dreadful linxiety. 
His heai;^ boded the worst, and he bad no means of escape ; his 
elephants and attendance had been sent away, gnd resistance 
could not be successfully attempted. He therefore resolved 
to surrender his person, and to solicit the favor of being 
sent a prisoner to Colonel Clive, who was then with tiie 
army at Daoodpoor. .In a moment, the little apartment ‘Waa 
iQled with men of ferocious appearance, who immediately seized 
the prince. Seraje ad Dowlah implored them* to release him; 
but he implored in vain ; then turning to the Durvesh:, he beg* 
«d that he would exmi his influence, .as areli^bus ^vofee,m 
{Hirsuading his enemies to let him go. Appeal not to me, thou 
monster Qriniquify,*’,.criBd the Durvekh, while the fire in^his eye 
almost brightened the room ; " appeal not to me for assistance-*- 
tlTat thou art in the hands of these brave men, the servants of 
Meer Kassim, is a fortunate circumi^tance and vvas contrived by 
me. Hast thou forgotten; boy, jfow thou didst drive me from 
before the face of AK Verdi, mid how, in additibn to other enor- 
mities, thou didst cadse the murder^ of my last fnend, my best 
l^efactor Hosein Ko(:di,,i^tb6.Pdbnc stree|bf Mb9rl9nedabad7 
Alla has put thee in mylimweri tmd am b that the 
glory of having rid the wojrld <ff sucb ascribed 

tu Dana Shah.” Seraje ad Dowlah bturst ifito teius. He was a 
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weak man ; and his miseiy upon fiudiiig himself thus deceived, 
and thus deprived of all nope, was beyond endurance. He fell 
almost lifeless into the arms of the men, who had surrounded 
him ; and they, while he was in that insensible state, conveyed 
him in a small boat across the river, to Rajmahal. His fate, af» 
ter these circumstances, is sufficiently well Known. JSLe was sent 
from Raimahal to Moorshedal^ad ; but as, at the time of his 
arrival there, Jafier Khan was at Munsoor^nge, he was thrown 
into prison by Meerun, the son of Jafier. His last moments were 
dreadfully painful: but althbugh separated from the tender, 
the true partner of his joys and sorrows, and confined in a small 
room, life was not to him a heavy load. Q ! what is there in* 
this earth, and all that belongs to it, which makes us still cling 
to existence, even when perhaps ’tis something better not to 
be.’*' He requested the officer commanding the guard to make it 
known, that if his life were spared, he would willingly retire to 
any part of the province upon a small pension. But the peace 
of Bengal, or the safety of Jaffer Khan was not to be hazarded 
by consenting to such ^ proposa:!. His death was determined—^ 
by whom, it is perhaps difficult to s^y. Some maintain, 
that it was fixed by men of a civilized nation ; but my authority 
states, that Meerun, the son of Jaffer, offered a sum of money to 
any of his attendants, who would undertake to kill Seraje ad 
Dowlah. At first they were all unwilling to execute such a com- 
mission; but at length, a wretch named Morad Beg,, who had 
once been his^ dependent, and who from his infancy bdd lived 
upon the bounty of Ali Verdi Kban’s family undertook the exe- 
cution of this black, this cruel deed. When the assassin entered 
the apartment in which the fallen prince was confined — " Art 
thou come"' said he to kill me ; and will they not let me live in 
obscurity ? — ^no, no — it cannot be. I must die to atone for tho 
murder of Herein KoUli.’’ Upon this, the ruffian gave him 
several wounds till he sunk, exclaiming—* enough, enough ? 
Hosein Kouli, thou art revenged."’ -His body was soon after 
removed from the prison ; and in a little time, the grave closed 
for ever over the faults and misfortunbs of Seraje ad Domdab^ 

■ ' ■ ■ IK 
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STANZAS. 

On the Death of a favorite Horse, at the age of nearly ninetem years; 
more than fourteen of which he had passed in my possession^ 

Farewell, my good Steed ! thy long service is o’er 
'Fhou wiltj)ear me in war, -and ia pastime no more. 

No more thouUt be cheer'd by the sound of my voice. 

No more in thy speed shall my spirit rejoice ! 

Stiff, stiff, are those limbs, which in life us’d to fly, 

I^ike a storm-driven rack through tlih hurricane sky ; 

And cold is that ardour, so generous and true. 

Which age could not weaken, nor labor subdue* 

My faithful old Servant, of twice seven years ! 

Should I blush to embalm thee with some manly tears, 

When I think that not once, for the space of an hour. 

Hast thou fail’d me in will, or in courage* or power ; 

When I think how that fond and intelligent eye 
Would single me out, though a thousand were bye? 

And remember how surely thy eloquent neigh 
Would give, me glad ‘welcome, my beautiful Bay! 

In the pride of thy strength thou hast borne me along, 

And hast shar’d in the risk of the battle’s hot throng — 

Where the arrows have whirr’d, and bullets have shower’d—* 

But th^ eye never quail’d, and thy ear never cower’d. 

Thou%ast seen the Piiidarras’ sharp, murder-stained spear. 

And hast heard the hoorra of their head-long career ; 

And hast witness’d when on them our vengeance was wreak’d. 

How the desperate have striven, and the timid have shriek’d. 

Thou foiind’st mean years, and in wisdom, a boy. 

For the future all hope — from the past no alloy ; * 

'X'hou lefit’st me ior years (more than wisdom) a man. 

With much to mourn over which thou could’st not scan* 

But in frolic, or hazard, in fault, or in fame, 

1 have still been to tbee, old Companion^ the same ; 

And the same hast thou been through the much chequer’d time. 
Which on thee brought old age, though to me but my prime. 

We have gone through strange scenes, my lost Steed, 1 and thou ; 
And thy vigour hath sav’d me from peril ere now. 

I have shar’d with thee oft my scant morsel of bread, 
j^nd lain by thy tide oh the same chilly bed ; « 

(T was the fortune of war !) and, in mischievous whim, 

I’ve had cause to;exult in thy fleetness of limb ; 

For thou’st borne me full well through morass and tbn^ugh woodi 
. And gallantly breasted both upland and flood. 
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STA^AS. 


I us’d thee not so os to now feel remorse,— 

No spur ever gall'd thee> my noble old Horse ! 

; Jn thy wildest career, or to guide thee^^or checks 
A word from my lip, or my band on thy neck, 

Was of magfcal power and for pleasure, or need, 

A touch of the bridle would urge thee to speed. 

The loud booming shot could not quiver thy nerve, 

Nor tile thunde^ton'd Elephant force thee to swerve. 

No more shall the bugle’s clear note of command 
Make thy hodf spurn the earth, and thV nostril expand; 

No more to thy curvets my sabre shall clank, 

No more make thee bound as it swings to thy flank ; 

Nor again shall that eye with proud rapture be lit, 

Midst the toss of thy iiead, and the champ of thy bit. 

So mild, yet’iro mettled, — ^so steady, yet free, 

Oh ! never will Steed be what thou wert to me ! 

1 have laid thee too deeply beneath the broad plain. 

For the loathsome beak’d vulture thy limbs to profane 
Or the ravening wolf and the jackall to feed 
On thy mangled remains, my so long cherish’d Steed. 

In decent repose and in safety they lie, 

And oft shall I yield thee a merited sigh : 

Thou hast earn’d it by service long, varied, arid true,— 
Their to all but tiiy memory, old Charger, atlien ! 

V' 

CAWNPORK, * ) R. A. ]lfCNAOHTS^» 
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STANZAS.' 

Have you not seen these languid eyes 
Sm^ile dimly o’er each scene, 

T’is sorrow haunts in pleasure’s guise 
The steps where joy has been. 

For pleasure’s self has lost the power 
To Warm this blighted mind«^ 

As moonlight gilds (he UkA tower 
Bid l^ves no glow behind. 

Yet while I feel each hope that fed 
Life’s morning dream, depart, 

Still gleams of former days will shed 
Their hale round my h^it. , 

Se when tlm Day-^od dbwnwara m 
Seme beams am backward cast, 

As though Us li^t like metti’ryldvea^ 
To linger o’er the past« 
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[It may be necessary to state, that the principal parts of the following paper were 
composed in 18^3, while the Author was serving in the British Navy on the coast of 
Africa, and consequently before tba valuablh works of Macculloch were published ; 
a circumstance which is corroborative of the opinions so ably maintained by that 
erudite physician and profound observer of nature.] 


The investigation of causes which have an extensive and di- 
versified influence on animated nature, and more particularly on 
man, not merely respecting the duration of life, but in the more 
peculiar effects produced by them on intellectual existence, is a 
subject worthy the consideration of the philosopher, and the states- 
man. Of the numerous families of the human race scattered over 
the earth, and derived from a single sjpecies, it is an important 
fact, that no complete similarity has ever been observed between 
two individuals, imdthat the inhabitants of different soils and cli- 
mates, exhibits the most marked distinction in their physiogno- 
mical appearances and mental endowments. Whence these pe- 
culiarifies (which form the natural boundaries of kingdoms) have 
arisen, has been a subject of discussion for ages. 

Some have assigned the craniological configuration as afford- 
ing sufficiently marked indications of character and nationality ; 
euers have reasoned on the approximation to, or distance froni 
the sun’s path in the ecliptic ; sevei^l have brought in support of 
a theory an astrological horoscope ; and at a later period politi- 
’Cfd institues have been supposed to form the operating cause. 

The principle, which it is the object of this essay to unfold, is, 
th(^ man is the creature «f circumstances over some of which he 
has no control ; that his coyjpioreai strength and mental develope- 
ipent, depend partly on birth, but mere especially on localities, 
viz. the nature of the soil he inhabits, and the air he respires. 

The induction of facts being not only the clealrest but the most 
jnst mode of supporting a proposition, it is not intended to'^aste 
time and thought on useless disquisitions apdsuperogatory obser- 
vlSions, but combining cause effect, addtufe such cases as 
bear most strongly on the point at issue, and aftb^ards briefly 
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Ireat of such preventives as experience and observation have sug- 
gested. 

It is premised that animal and vegetable matter when depriv- 
ed of the principle of vitality, and while passing through the pu- 
trefactive stage, imdergo fermentation ; during which period, cer- 
tain gazes (varying in some degree according to the nature of 
the decompozing substance) are given off, .which Moschati, Cur- 
rie^Sroecbi, &c. have shewn to consist principally of carburetted 
hydrogen and ammoniacal gazes. This noxious production, has 
been designated by various terpis such as tnarsh-mia^mata,pa^ 
ludaUeffluvia, terrestrial-radiation, morbific-emanations, i>«- 
geto-animat-exhalations ; all of which however I shall include 
under the more simple and better known term of malaria, of 
which it may be requisite to observe that animal matter forms the 
most deadly source. 

Myriads of insects and cold blooded reptiles spring into life 
during the seasons of rain, and perish in hot whether ; the for- 
mer at times darkening the air, by the swarms in which they rise 
from the earth, and tlie fatter, as in tlie case of locusts, creating a 
famine by their rapacity and a plague by their speedy decompo- 
sition. With respect to miasm from vegetable decomposition it 
has been enquired, whether salt or fresh water is most productive 
of malaria ? To which it may be replied, that a small quantity of 
salt matarially expedites the decomposition of animal, as well as 
vegetable substances, and that for scdt to prove antiseptic it must 
be abundant ; hence the sickness of places where there is an occa- 
sional ilux of tide to a considerable extent over a mangrove*shore ; 
and it has been observed, that where irruptions of the ocean have 
occurred, viz. in Holland, England, &c.. plague or fever have ra- 
pidly succeeded : The Sunderbunds of Bengal, may here be ad- 
duced as affording a striking instance of the rapidity of ligneous 
decomposition, when aided by slightly saline water, and alter- 
nately wet and dry shores ; a combination of which is extremely 
favorable to the propagation and dissolution of the mangrove 
shrub. 

; It is not a mere theory but a well founded opinion, that all the 
distructive epidemi(» that have afSicted this globe, have had their 
origin in naalaria; which in a cold climate has produced typhus 
fever; in a more temperate one, plague and yellow fever; and 
within the tropics, cholera, &c.^-each modified according to the 
Idiosyncratic state of the' sufferers. 

, . Qippocrates, Virgil, Seneca, Justin, Tacitus and many others 

S liave stranemitted to posterity accounts of Various epidemics 
ibhave at different periods destroyed large numbers of man- 
have all remarked that they were preceded by heavy 
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Tains and intense beat, and that these seasons were almost 
invariably to be prognosticated by the appearance of a comet. 
1 may here enumerate ,a few examples ;^aneient’ Rome was 
subject to frequent epidemics, generaUy caused by inundations 
of the Tiber,' but in the year 81 of the Christian era, after a 
severe rainy season succeeded by intense heat, the mortality 
was so gfeat, as to* carry off ten thousand citizens daily ! 
Proceeding chronologically to A. D. 1347, it is to be found 
narrated by historians, that that year was marked by a comet, 
by excessive rain and heayt, and succeeded by the most dreadful 
mortality that We have any record of, which carried off tiuo- 
thirds of the human race in a very brief period many places 
were entirely depopulated ; twenty millions of mankind died in 
the East in one year; 100,000 perished in Venice ; 50,000 were 
buried in one grave-yard in London ; grass grew up in the 
streets of cities hitherto most populous, and people fled in 
boats and ships to sea, regardless of property and friends ! ! ! 

The years 1770 and 1771, were distinguished by a large co- 
met being visible ; an immense globe of fire was seen on the 
17th of July, and the most violent earthquakes, storms, rains, and 
inundations occurred, succeeded by extreme heat and drought. 
The consequences were, pestilence and its concomitant miseries ; 
200,000 people perished in Russia and Poland ; 1000 bodies 
were buried daily in Constantinople ; in Bohemia 168,000 per- 
sons died in one year ; 160,000 individuals perished in Can- 
ton ; the streets of towns on the banks of the Ganges were 
filled with dead bodies, and, such a number of carcases were 
thrown into the river, as to render the water and the fish unfit 
for use. 

In 1817, this country was visited by a severe epidemic under 
the form of cholera, which evidently had its origin in malaria, 
as Jamieson in his report of it proves that the preceding sea- 
sons were accompanied by unusual moisture and heat, and that 
its general progress, was along the margin of a river, or over 
a low swampy tract; on such facts, we may reject the idea 
of the conveyance of aholera by contagion or infection to the 
Mauritius, or the still more improbable hypothesis, of its being 
j>lownover the surface of the Indian ocean to that island, as was 
stated. 

In 1824, a season of unusual moisture and heat, a severe epide- 
mic raged in Calcutta, when the mortality was not confined to 
man, for a large number of dogs and other animals perished; 
vad a highly intelligent medical gentleman'^ states, thata simfiar 
epidemic prevailed in some other parts of India, where the 

* Mr. Tvining, 
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fitoation was law, and ia tbe vicinity of the sea or within tfaa 
delta of rivers.” 

In 1825 an epidemic broke out at Berbampore, which spared 
neither age, sex, nor habit of body ; and we find the reason of 
a difference of a year between this sickness and that of Calcutta 
in 1824, by observing in Dr. Mount’s description*}- that the 
rainy season did not set in, by a long period, as eai'ly as in tlm 
lower parts of Bengal. 

It may be necessary now to point out a few instances of ma.- 
laria, in various parts of the ^orld, and as a genera] rule it may 
be observed, that a clayey soil is most productive of this gas, 
and a chalky one most free from it ; — and that the most beau- 
tiful and fertile tracts in warm climates are the most sickly, af- 
ter the exciting causes before adverted to. 

Dr. Ru^, in enumerating the causes of yellow and bilious 
feyers in Philadelphia says, they are as follows ; exhalations from 
marahes and from animal and vegetable substances in a state of 
putrefaction ; bilge water ; stagnating rain water ; duck-ponds ; 
hog-styes , locusts ; we;,eds cut down and exposed to heat and 
moisture near a house ; and the matter which usually stagnate 
in the gutters, common sewers and alleys- of cities, and in Uie 
sinks of kitchens. Of the ill-efiects of the latter, and more par- 
ticularly of gutters, many instances could be cited in this country, 
where durwans are liable to fevers, &c. from similar causes; it 
maybe sufficient to mention the following circumstance quoted by 
the distinguished author above named. “ A gentleman is^Phila- 
d^hia,who Iffid a sink in his kitchen lost a number of cats and 
dogsby <mavulsions, at length one'of his servants, was affected by 
the same disease and died ; this led him to investigate the cause 
and he traced it to the sink, which, on its being cleared and 
closed up, was completely derived of its unhealthiness.” 

As the same effects are ex|mrienced from bilge water on shi|» 
board, or where there are green timbers in a ship; it is 
unnecessary to advert to the many instmices that have occurred 
in the naval and merchant service; one, as illustrative of the 
cause of a disease, formei4y of great dt^atruction to the niaiif 
time mterests, 1 may here quote : — Captain Bell states, that 
scurvy broke out among his men on a voyage to the East 
Indies, in 17M, whereof several men died, and lie siqiposedthd 
scurvy to have been ‘‘ caused by the foul air the 

green timbers’’ that were in bis sliip ; for he observed, that “ the 
hammocks which were near the siaea of tlm ship, rot/eel during 
tbie . V{3yag^ while those that were suspended in mid^Aipa,, 
^llpiaed their aound and natural state.” 

t Vids tmuhtions of the ll^iUosl sad PJtyttoal Sooioty of CabvUa. 
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Moorsbedabad, built on the banks of the Cossimbazar river, 
is a very crowded and populous city, containing upwards o( 
200,000 inhabitants ; it is loyr and filthy, built with narrow streets, 
afjter the usual manner of eastern towns, and having numerous 
stagnant pools ; there are no drains, and even tbe natives find 
it exceedingly unhealthy ; scarcely a year passing without some 
epidemic raging in thexity. • 

Tlie pestilential and dreaded shores of eastern and western 
Africa, have proved the destruction of many of our bravest sea- 
men and soldiers, and even,the nobler animals domesticated by 
man, such as the horse, dog, &c. speedily perish. Of the uiv- 
healthiness of these shores, except at certain seasons, the writer 
of these pages 'has had painful experience while serving as a 
medical ofiicer in the squadron, employed under the command of 
that distinguished officer W. F. W. Owen, Esq. who, notwith- 
standing the death of nearly two-thirds of his officers, among 
whom were included a Post Captain, a Commander, five Lieu- 
tenants, a Medical Officer, a Master, a Purser, a Naturalist, a 
Botanist, a Linguist, very many junior officers, and a propor- 
tionate number of seamen and marines ; completed the most ex- 
tensive maritime survey that has ever been made. Dear bought 
experience however at length taught the Commander not to at- 
tempt the survey of any bay or river, either during the rainy sea- 
son, or immediately after it. 

The island of Zaiizebar, is situated on the east coast of Africa, in 
Latitud^6° 12' south, separated from the main land by a navigable 
channel of a few miles broad ; it is so low, that tile sea breeze 
blows almost entirely over it. if^othing can surpass its fertility, 
and although nearly a degree in length, it appears throughout 
like a beautiful cultivated garden, where every fruit and vegeta- 
ble of the tropics grows in the fullest perfection and abundance, 
where the carpet of nature is at all s'ieasons green and bedecked 
with ail the lowly yet lovely flowrets, that usually decorate the 
lawn:-~Yet amidst all this luxuriance and loveliness, death is 
borne on the breeze that blows over this, otherwise, terrestrial 
Eden, and its shaft is unesring in its aim to any stranger who 
may*be allured by the bewitching scenery around him, and the 
apparently ethereal blandness of the night, to sleep on ti^ island. 

Commodore Nourse and several officers and servants, were 
induced, partly through necessity, to deep one night on shore ; on 
the following morning theyisailed in H. M. frigate Andromache, 
and in a few da^, thpse who remained that one night oa the 
island, perished from the effects of fever m fact«so sudden and 
uniform were the symptoms, among those who slept , on slirn’e, that 
it was at first supposed, they had been poisoned by the Sultaun 
of tbe Island at whose residence they had been entertained. 
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. k httut^sefew of H. M. S. " Batrracdttta* pasisied one nig^ht on 
*hoi« at the watering place of the same island, in a tent, and 
tiiOy all died ;--«everal sailors attrarted by the extreme beauty 
of the place, deserted from H. M. vessels “ Leven,” “ Bar- 
racouta and ‘‘ Albatross,’’ but were speedily captured by the 
'Arabs, for the usual r^ard of three guineas. The poor fellows 
however might as well have been permitted to enjd^ their brief 
moments of liberty and happiness, as they all fell victims in a few 
days, to> the effects of malaria. 

While on the subject of mcdaria on this coast, a striking ' in- 
stance of its effects in Madagascar, (where the French have suffered 
so much from it) may be adverted to. — Radama, the most powerful 
And enlightened chief in the island, when aiming at what he 
ultimately obtained, namely the absolute sovereignty of the coun- 
try marched from his capital, (which is situated on the high table 
land to the northward and centre of the island) at the head of 
100,000 men, for the purpose of subduing the feudal chiefs of the 
southward or low provinces, and the fertile but swampy districts 
of Anossi. Fever and dysentery soon thinned the ranks of the 
invading army, and they were compelled- to retrace their steps ; 
exhibiting at one view the unheallhiness of the marshes and the 
Strong links of affection that attaoli men to each other ; every ten 
soldiers having bound themselves by a vow, that, in case any 
of their number perished in battle, or died from wounds or sick- 
ness, the survivors were to carry the bones of their comrades to 
their native _ country and families, for interment ; hebm arose 
the melancholy sight of one man. wending homewards his sad and 
toilsome way, laden with the least perishable remains of perhaps 
tbur, five or six of his comrades ; and in the faithful fulfilment 
of their plighted faith, amidst all the depression arising from 
discomfiture, sickness and^ famine, 20,000 Malagashes returned 
to their Highlands, from the swamps and marshes of the low, 
southern provinces ! 

; Before I proceed to demonstrate how malaria is best obviat- 
ed, 1 shall, without any particular chronological or geographical 
'arrangement, cite cursorily a few more insttmces of the injurious 
effects of this morbific gas. 

' Theplague inEgypt has been, after doe investigation, ascrijh' 

. edto the sHray deposition of the Nile, subsequent to the recession 
of its waters, when the fervid rays of an African sun, begin to dart 
■en vast quantities of semi pdtrescent animal and vegetable effluvia, 
^n Hnngary where epidemics have been so frequent and fatal> it 
•fa ‘Worthy o^remark, that there are an immense number of 
cinai^WMSs formed by the oveiffowing of the Danube. 

physician to Pope ' Gkment tiie : lid. relates tbM^ 
dtirtp'ladies and geAtieoMU'# thd -fflrst rabk in Rome haying 
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been on a party of pleasure towards the mouth of the Tiber, the 
wind suddenly shifted and blew from the south over the putrid 
marakes, .when 29 of the party were immediately seized with a 
tertian fever, one only escai^ng * 

The author of this essay, is the sole survivin’, (after a most 
severe fever) of a party of three officers and sixteen seamen, who 
went up th^ river which separates the island of Mozambiqua 
from the main, having slept. only one night on shore at a Pur« 
tugese monastery, about ten miles distant from Mozambique, i 

That accurate and able physician Dr. Lind, in describing the 
cause of the severe mortality that , occurs on the coast of Guinea 
says, “ There are generally perceived heavy dews which fall in 
tlie night, and the land is every morning and evening wrapped 
up in a fog ; there are forests and thickets of trees impenetrable 
to refreshing breezes ; the soil is either marshy or watered with 
rivulets whose swampy and oozy banks are overrun with sedges, 
mangroves and the most noxious weeds, the slime and 61d) of 
which sends forth an intolerable stench, especially towards even> 
in^* ’ 

The Arabs have evinced their knowledge of the effects of 
marsh miasm, by breaking ijbwn the banks of rivers, and inun- 
dating the territories of the fPiwks when they received injuries 
from them ; the consequences of ‘these shocking acts of barbarity 
have been, a general consuming sickness which depopulated 
whole towns and villages. 

Although the island of Java may be considered in general as 
healthy, 'yet an exception must j)e taken as regards the low and 
swampy shores of the island ; and in particular the city of Batavia, 
which was at one time considered the emporium of disease in 
the East. It was intersected with half filled canals and tanks, 
and so completely environed with tr^es and shrubs as to prevent 
the free circulation of air. A veritable historian has stated, that 
within the space of 22 years, although there was no particular ex- 
tent of sickness, yet the number of deaths within the city, was 
upwards of one million. An intelligent Naval Surgeon has 
given a melancholy account of the efi'icts of malaria in Batavia 
roads, in which a squadron of H. M. ships, with ti-oops 
OQ board anchored ; were are two islands in the road-stead 
named Onrust and Edam, the former well cleared of trees 
and underwood, nearly flat and free from swamps or marshes, 
with the exception of a small spot which is . however < 
washed by the tjdes & the latter covered with jungle and' long 
grass, and liaving a atagnant marah in a part* lu the island 
Sickness prevailed among the . troops and seamen employed in 
Bie expedition, and most unfortunately, for some political or mili- 
]tiMry reasomi, the British Hospital wm r^ovcd iiroin Onrust to 
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Edaih, the coiisequence of which ill-timed measure was, that 
although all those who were employed on shore during the heat 
tof the day escaped sickness, — ^yet only four men survived out of 
many hundreds of soldiers and sailors who slept on the island. 
Or remained even for a short time on shore after night fall, and 
those four men, were under the influence of mercury. 

Arrakan and more particularly Rango&n,have afforded recent 
examples of the effects produced by swamps and dense jungles ; 
the mortality which occurred in the British army (European as 
well as Indian,) during the campoign of 1825, being more 
destructive to our gallant soldiers, than the sword, spear or 
jingal of the wily Burnian foe. Similar but more extensively 
fatal examples might becitedbythecatastrophiesof Walcheren, 
New Orleans, &c. 

' The late endemics at Mill Bank Penetentiary and Gibralter, 
have been proved to owe their origin to marsh effluvia. 

A low and swampy river in South America has been called by 
the Spaniards, Rio Morte, or the river of death, from the des- 
truction attendant on all their countrymen who have attempted 
to settle on its banks. 

Humboldt says, that the lakes sUnated in the valley of Tenoch- 
titlan throw off from their surface^niasmata of sulphuretted hy- 
drogen ; (a gas probably similar to that which issues from the 
Grotto del Cana and Lake of Avema.) This miasm is considered 
extremely unheathy, and the Atzetcs in their hiero^glyphical 
Writings rei\fesent it by a death's head: These lakes at e partly 
filled with plants of the family of the Junci and Cyperoides, 
which vegetate at a small depth under a bed of stagnating water. 
This extraordinary philosopher in another part of his works 
relating to New Spain says," The humidity of the coasts, assist- 
ing the putrefaction of a great mass of organic substances gives 
rise to several ihaladies ; for under the buraing sun of the tropics, 
the nnhealthiness of the air, almost always indicates exceeding 
■fertility of soil and again he observes, “ tertian fevers, &c. 
are the scourge of those countries exposed to humid winds and 
frequent fogs, although adorned by nattire with the most vigorous 
vegOtation and rich in every useful production.” 

At Jamaica a magnificent hospital was erected for the recep- 
tion of seamen, and from its intended usefulness and grandeur, 
■it obtained fhe name of " Greenwich Hospital.” Unfortunately it 
%as built near a swamp, and the patients who entered it with 
:iBVen trifling complaints, were soon seizecl with the most malig- 
>Aaiit diseases f the. mortality at last became so alarming, that the 
isddtpai officers were obliged to abandon the hospital altogether, 
-mid pnother asylum for the sick was erected in a more healthy 
ttitEitidh; ^ was not uncommon to find the whole of the sentineM 
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who were posted at this ill-fated Infirmary, seized in the middle 
of the night with sickness of various natures, and several reliefs 
of guards be required befdre morning. 

A remarkable instance in confirmation of my opinions on ma- 
laria occurred in the arid Island of St. Helena: in 1741, a tre^ 
mendous Winter spout burst over .the highest peak of the island, 
washing the slight strata of soil from the hills, and completely 
inundating tlie vallies ; a severe sickness and mortality rapidlv 
succeeded, and intermittent fever became so prevalent among all 
classes of the inhabitants, ds to induce General Pyke to advise 
the Court of Directors of the E. 1. C. to permit the importation 
of arrack for the use of the sick. 

As a conclusion to this part of my essay, I may hazard a gene- 
ral observation, that those localities of soil which are unfavour- 
able to men as new comers, are equally so to those domesticated 
animals, that ipost probably belong to the temperate zone ; — 
in illustration of this I may state, that horses and dogs con- 
veyed to the beautiful and fertile island of Zanzibar and the 
fortress of Mozambique, have invariably p*erished, and the Arabs 
of the former, and Portuguese on the latter island, are neces-r 
sitated to use camels and asses which are apparently indigenous, 
or have been for a long period naturalized there. I may even 
generalize so far as to stale, that whenever epidemics or ende- 
mics have raged, horses, cows, dogs, fowls, &c. have also sufier*^ 
ed from |omewliat similar diseases at the same period. It would 
be supef^uous to adduce instances of a fact whicl)»is obvious to 
every person who has had the slightest opportunity for pbserva^ 
lion. 

I shall now proceed briefly to state the more remote but not 
less destructive eflects of malaria, and then recount the mear 
sures and preventives that have been found most eificacioua 
in arresting the progress of this subtle and baneful destroyer, or 
in neutralizing its pernicious consequences. 

The first eli'ect of malaria, on those who are unaccustomed 
to it, is a depression of spirits— some|imes accompanied by 
cessive nervousness — ^listlesness— torpor^an acute pain across 
the forehead and breast, together with oppression of breathing,—? 
the eyes become dim— the face of the sanguineous, flushed — and 
after a slight resistance of the nervous and vascular systemf 
to overcome the obnoxious poison, the latter prevails and a broken 
alumber suoceeds, which, if the sufferer be a situation prolific of 
malaria, is almosi^sure *to be fatal ^Indeed many jnstances have 
occurred of travellers who have lain down in such plapes, haying 
been overcome with these sleepy sensations and never risen again ; 
one instance of recent and conti^ous occurrence may be here ad^p 
dueed, which together with the circumetaAce heretofore related of 

maecb, 1830. C 3 
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Cominddore Nourse and others, who slept one night on shore at 
Zanzibar, will be sufficiently corroborative of the opinions ad- 
vanced. “ A Sergeant of the Horse Arlillery at Dum Duin, on the 
7th Dec. 1828, lay down inadvertently under the night air and 
fell a sleep ; he was taken up in the morning almost bereft of sense, 
his eyes swelled to an extraor/linary degree, and immediately 
conveyed to the hospital where he soon after expired;” — after this 
manner have perished many of our brave but too often thoughtless 
soldiers and sailors, who have lain down to snatch a momentary 
rejmse in unhealthy spots, wifli no other canopy but the skies. 

Every observer of the appearance of the lower class of people 
residing on the vicinity of the Pontine and other marshes or 
sickly situations, has described them as being in general charac- 
terized by a miserable, apparently old, and decrepid appearance, 
—withered and sallow incorporeal structure — having their abdo- 
mens immensely swollen — their limbs exceedingly attenuated — a 
leaden eye, livid complexion, shining skin, and lounging gait, 
and with a fatuity of mind indicating extreme age. 

The diflerence that is manifest both in mind and body between 
the inhabitants of a low, hot and damp region, and the people of 
an elevated, cool and dry atmosphere, is too striking to require 
comment, and this may be sufficeiitly illustrated by contrasting 
a Dutclnnan with a Swiss. Indeed in many nations, although 
the language and the lineaments of the countenance may be 
common to the highlander and lowlander, yet is tlK^re very 
little affinity Hn their genius and disposition. ' The Tartar and 
Chinese may serve as an exaiiUple ; the former being bold 
warlike and independent, lovers of toil and of a ferocity ap- 
proaching to brutality ;^the latter y a cowardly, pacific and ser- 
vile race, prone to superstition, addicted to compliments and 
extravagant ii^ all ti>e littleness attending the ceremonials, of 
behaviour. That the effects resulting to man from a residency 
in a marshy climate is not of recent observation, may be known 
irom the feet, that the Greek and Latin Historians, ascribed 
the proverbial stupidity o/ the Bseotia^s to the humidity of their 
climate, and that the Britons were remarkable for the longest^ 
and the Egyptians for the least extended, life. 

All the travellers who have visited the Tierras Calientes bf 
South America are of opinion, that the inhabitants of those 
warm and moist vallies will never be roused from the apathy and 
degradation in which they have been plunged for centuries ; 
atid they havq^ remarked, that the residents o^the Tierras Qali- 
Ipntes, form a striking contrast with the bold and free men who 
inhabit the Table Land above them, who are so attached 
to their native soil, that “ although the frost of a single night 
irequeatly deprives them of the whole hopes of their harvest^ 
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yet they never think of descending into the fertile but thinly 
inhabited plains beneath them where nature showers in vain her 
blessings and her treasures, and where the labour of one man 
for two days in tlie week may procure the means of subsistence 
for a whole family for a week.” 

Of the eiJbcts of malaria on the range of human life I shall 
rursorily notice a few facts. 

M. De Warville says, that he has seen in the dry, healthy 
parts of America, women of 60 70 years of, age, with an 

air of freshness and sparkling with health ; and that in many 
places one person in nine, attains tiie age of eighty years ; — » 
while on the low island of Oerlon, M. Moheau. states, there ar© 
not more than Jive or six octogenarians in jmirteen thousand 
inhabitants! The limit of life in Switzerland is placed by M. De 
Moivre at 86 years, while in Georgia at is stated that white 
females born there very seldom attain the age of 40, and men 
rarely that of 50 years. 

Out of 1000 persons born at Vienna, hgilf of them do not live 
to be two years of age, whilst in the province of Vand in 
Switzerland^ 500 out* of 1000 persons born there,* live to be 
forty’’One years old ! ! ! 

At Petersburgh in Virginia, no white person born there has 
ever attained the age of 23 years ; one individual who attained 
the age of 21 (!) was quite decrepid and worn down, although he 
had nev,er stilfered from severe sickness and on the West Coast 
of Afrioa, white children born there, seldom attafli 10 years of 
age ; — this is strongly contrasted with the health of the people of 
the capital of Norway, where there is but one physician among 
30,000 inhabitants* 

The preceding remarks sufhciently demonstrate the effects of 
climate and soil even on man, who,* of all animnls, is best capa^ 
ble of defending himself against the consequences of deleterious 
elements ; for it cannot be denied, that in some countries his 
mind as well as body arrives with great rapidity and but 
little vigour, at maturity — when, without a perceptible inter- 
vening period of manhood, the corporeal structure liastens in 
an equal ratio of celerity to the grave : this fact is however but 
a* part of" the universal law of nature, that whatever is rapid in 
its growth, is equally speedy in its dissolution ; the horse and 
the poplar quickly reach their height, gracefulness and beauty 
and are short lived while tlie elephant and the oak requiire 
nearly a century to attain their vastness, strength and grandeur, 
. and flourish in all the pride of majesty for ages ! 

1 shall now advert to the preventives which both savage and 
• civilized nations, are in the habit of using, with a view to coup- 
vteract the pernicious consequences oi malaria. , i 
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Eldvfttion and distance form excellent safeguards against 
marsh, miasm, which apparently possesses such a gravity and 
density that it never rises high or travels far in the atmosphere ; 
the truth of this remark may be fully exemplified. Dr. Hunter 
and several other army practitioners found that an elevation 
above the ground floor of a» baiTack* enjoys a Considerable 
exemption from disease, and the same remark may be made 
Tespecting the lower and upper deck of a ship of war. Several 
places in the vicinity of the Ponjine and other marshes are 
elevated a few feet above the level of the plain, and the inhabit- 
ants of the raised land present a great dissimilitude to those 
residing on a marshy soil. This observation might be cited with 
respect to many situations ; the marked difference between the 
Bengalees and the natives of the Upper Provinces of India, 
mentally and bodily, is sufficient for my purpose and has been too 
often remarked to need comment. During the prevalence of 
the epidemic which ravaged this country in 1817, the iftarquis 
of Hastings ascribed, the preservation of the centre division 
of the grand army, which he coihmanded in person, to having 
Temoved his encampment from the banks of the Sinde river in 
Bundlekund, to some high and dry land in an easterly direction. 
At this period it was also found, that the cantonements at Agra 
being dry and airy were nearly exempt from the epidemic, but 
those at Muttra being low and near the banks of the river 
suffered much from the prevailing disease. It is also^jtated in 
Jamieson’s Valuable report of ttiis epidemic that the city of 
Saharunpore which is low and' filthy, filled with ruined build- 
ings, and intersected by foul channels with oozy banks, suffered 
considerably ;—i.and tlmt the disease became checked on its 
approach to the high land^ which proved hostile to its further 
propagation im that direction : — ^This latter remark of Jamie- 
son’s coincides with Humboldt’s statement, viz. that 3000 feet 
above the level of the sea is the utmost limit of yellow fever. 

Enough has perhaps been said to evince the utility of 
height \ — and as respects* distance I ^hall merely observe that 
the officers and crews of H. M.’s ships, who were employed at 
Walcheren, Beveland, New Orleans, Batavia, &c. (with the 
exception of those who slept on shore) enjoyed a perfect immunity 
from disease, although the vessels lay at anchor within a cable’s 
length of the shore where so many of their brave comrades fell 
Tictims to malaria. , ^ 

Respecting 4^he other precautions such as the smoke of wood 
or coal— a generous diet — the use of tobacco and stimulants^ 
the anointing the body with some oleaginous matter — *the keep- 
ing up ©i fires — the not venturing into the open air before or 
after eunnse^and the wemringof a veU or covering over the 
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breathing apertures, a few remarks may be made. The smoke 
arising from coal, wood of any of the substances usually used 
for fuel, has been found to destroy the effects of miasmata — Bruce 
relates that all those persons who lived in smoky houses escaped 
a severe epidemic ; and it has been observed, that cooks on 
boardship frequently exemph from a fever which affects the 
whole ship’s company. Men who are employed in the occupation 
of making charcoal or preparing turf, inhabit the most unhealth- 
ly spots of marshes for ye^rs, in Jhe enjoyment of rude health, 
by constantly keeping fires in their houses and where they work, 
and by not being out of doors during the night. The Italian 
couriers when crossing the Campagiia-di Roma are frequently 
obliged to sleep in the marshy districts, but secure themselves 
from any baneful consequences, by having a fire made in a well 
closed room, (even in summer) drinking a bottle of wine, and 
smoking a few segars. 

Tbf squadron of H. M."s ships before alluded to which were 
employed on an extensive survey of the iglands and rivers on tlm 
coasts of Africa, Arabia, and Madagascar, &c. where the officers 
and seamen suffered ‘considerably from the effects of malaria : 
after painful experience, at last found that their only safeguard 
when exploring a low, swampy river, was to anchor their boats 
in the middle of the stream, close well the tilted canopy of the 
boat, light a fire beneath it and sleep in the heat and smoke 
producj[*d by it : by these precautions they escaped the severe 
fevers which so many of their comrades ftad previously 
perished. ^ 

The crews of whaling ships who find a profitable but arduous 
employment on the sickly shores of A#ia and Africa, frequently 
return to their native land without the loss of a man and in the 
most perfect health, although necessitated in their search after 
whales to toil with strenuous exertions at the oar for six or 
eight hours daily, beneath the fervid rays of a tropical sun 
—their habits are therefore worthy of notice : Their cloathing, 
which is seldom taken^ off’ until warn out, consists of a shirt, 
jacket, trowsers, cap and shoes of flannel or blanketting which 
soon becomes thoroughly imbued with oil ; their beards and 
whiskers are suffered to remain unshaven, and the face becomes 
thereby protected from the sun ; their diet is nourishing and abun- 
dant, consisting of fish, flesh, and fowl, with yams, rice, 
(which they obtain frpm the natives in barter for beads, knives, 
iron, gunpowder, &c.) together with a moderate^ daily allowance 
of spirits ; their toil is solely between sunrise and sunsef^ after 
which they retire to their crowded births, where, over a can 
of grog and enveloped in the fumes of tobacco, each boats crew 
^relate the perils and atchievements of the day to one another. 
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Men thus inured to a life of danger and hardship suffer little 
from the rapid vicissitudes of climate, and are as remarkable 
their nautical skill and strength, as' they are for mildness 
temper and independence of sentiment. 

With respect to the application of oleaginous substances as 
a preventive of disease, it has been observed that very many of 
the natives of Asia, Africa and America, pay particular attention 
to the anointing of their bodies with oil during sickly seasons, 
by which means they consider they enjoy a considerable immu- 
nity from disease, and are not* so liable to catch cold.’’ 

Indeed oil has been u#d, with great efficacy,, as an antidote to 
the plague, an idea that suggested itself from a consideration of 
the fact that no oilman died of that malady during the period 
when it raged for four years in Egypt, and destroyed 400,000 of 
the inhabitants. Oliver in his travels in Africa says, tliat the 
men who make and sell butter are in a great measure exempt 
from epidemic diseases, and it would be corroborative^il' we 
were enabled to discover whether oil and butter men in Calcutta 
enjoyed a like iniinuniiy from the j^lague of Bengal — Cliolera. 

With regard to wearing a veil over the moutli and nostrils, it 
is said that the American Indians invariably resort to this pre- 
caution when their occupations lead them into the noxious fens 
of their country, and the natives of Calcutta may be observed 
morning and evening with their faces enveloped in one of the 
folds of their garments. 

Whatever be the nature of this subtle and mysterious poison 
it seems certain by these facts, tba\^ its deleterioiisness is in a great 
measure destroyed by a high temperature, as is obvious from the 
most unhealthy spots being perfectly innoxious at noon day — 
from the efficacy of fire and smoke as a preventive of its eftects — 
and from the natives of countries where its eftects are felt in a vse- 
vere degree, guarding the respiratory organs from the inhalation 
of the night air , except it passes through a warm medium : — The 
functions of the skin being intimately associated with those of the 
lungs, as is evident from fact that wj»en a portion of the cuti- 
cle is destroyed by burns or scalds, the breathing becomes pro- 
portionately laborious, may explain the utility of anoiiitiiig the sur- 
face of the body, when contagious or infections diseases prevail*. 

I shall now proceed to the most important preventives of 
. malaria, and by which a very great influence may be exercised 
. over the corporeal nature and'Cven Trierital endowments of man — 
and animals a^d plants be modified to a wonderful degree; — 
' these are, canals — cutting out passages for stagnant 

wateTS>-r"burning and otherwise charing away underwood^-r^ 
cutU^g dawn f crests— zxA opening and tilling the soil. If 
laak t%the history of the cpmmerci^ estabishments and colonies 
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of European nations in every part of the worlds we shall find that 
a salubrious climate, a healthy race of people— increase of wealth 
and a difi'usion of the blesSings of freedom and civilization have 
been the sure eflects of persevering and well directed industry. 

By referring to the works of Hippocrates it will be found, that 
he states ttie city of Al)ydos to have been several times depopu- 
lated by fever &c. but that on the draming of some contiguous 
marshes, the city and its vicinity became perfectly healthy. 
Can there be a stronger illustration than the foregoing, as to the 
benefits to be derived from draining the salt water lake and clear- 
ing and cultivating the Sunderbund wd:ite land? 

The feats ivxorded of Herculus may in many instances be 
traced to his having also drained and cleared several districts. 

Barbadoes, the most southern of the Caribbean chain of 
Island, Lat. 13® N. has been well drained and cleared; the 
result of which is, that ague is not now an endemic on the 
island, %nd speedy recovery is obtained by those persons visiting 
it, who suffer from ague at the adjacent islands. 

Humboldt and Ward state that cholera, vomito — ^prieto and 
agues are dreadfully *severe in Vera Cruz and the Tierras Ca- 
lientes, where the vegetation is rank, dense and luxuriant, but 
that on the table land of Mexico, which is cleared, these diseases 
are unknown. 

A celebrated writer. Dr. Lind, speaking of the Portuguese set- 
tlements# in Africa, observes, that the most healthy place, or the 
Montpelier for its air, is the to^n St. Salvador, notwithstanding 
that it lies within six degrees of the equator, and on the banks of 
the river Congo or Zaire ; yet from the neighbouring country 
being cleared of the natural woods and thickets, its inhabitants 
breathe a temperate and pure air, and are in a great measure 
exempt from the plagues of an unhealthy climate.*’ 

The town of Kingston in the island of St. Vincent was found 
to be extremely unhealthy on account of an adjoining morass, 
but since the marsh has been drained and the woods cut down, 
the town has been cornpqjratively healthy. Dr. Chisholm in his 
statistical pathology of Bristol and Clifton, so long ago as 1805, 
has given severing striking examples of the effects of malaria ; 
ahiong many others, he states, that “ King Steinton stands on a 
portion of extensive claybeds ; it is exposed to the exhalations 
from several marshy tracts on the side of the river (Teigne,) and 
several small islands which are seldom covered with water, the 
consequences are^thattlie inhabitants are very shoigt lived,and after 
children arrive at the age of 10 or 12 years their constitutions 
are affected with miasm, and never after recover without a 
change of situation ; this is exemplified by the complexion of 
the iuhabitaEutS; end th« tajst number of graven in the church^ 
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yard ; these various exhalations affect the habit by producing 
agues, remittent fevers and dysenteries, which generally termi- 
nate in scirrhous livers and dropsies, and are most active during 
the warm months ; if a removal however take place to the almost 
adjoined village of Bishop Stanton, (which is cleared and airy) 
health is secured.” , \ m 

The space occupied by the preceding observations necessi- 
tates my postponement of several remarks, naturally arising 
from a consideration of the vast utility to be derived by the 
inhabitants of this city, from the widening of its streets — (par- 
ticularly those in the native parts of the town,) the cleaiising of 
the drains, sewers, and gutters — the filling up of shallow de- 
positories of water — the digging of' large and deep tanks — the 
proper formation and declivity of water courses — the speedy and 
complete removal of all putrefying substances — the abolition of 
every thing which obstructs the free circulation of air for miles 
round the city and to the southward, such as old houses, walls, 
shrubs, underwood, and as many trees as possible — tlie burning 
of wood instead of coali for fuel — the digging of canals whereby 
the country would be most eife'ctually and benelicially drained — ' 
and finally the general clearing and cultivation of the soil to as 
great an extent as possible, and particularly towards the sea : by 
the adoption and execution of these measures, a purer, dryer and, 
of course, healthier atmosphere than they now respire would be 
breathed by the residents of the city of palaces,” anckthis em- 
porium of tliorintelligeiice, commerce and wealth of Asia^* (where 
but little more than a century ago there were but a few hundred 
inhabitants,) may be elevated to a still greater extent than here- 
tofore, as Iheproudcvst testimonium of the extraordinary energy, 
perseverance and skill of the British nation ! 


NIGHT. 

I love thee Night ! there is a pleasure in 
Tliy gloom which clay denies — a solitude 
So fearful yet majestic — then begin 
The streaming fancy and the hushed-up mood 
Of jl>itter feelings ; and of thoughts endued 
With an impassioned burning, all their own : 

A time that suits the cankered soul to brood 
Upon its ills, in its own overstrung tone ; 
iiid from the curious eye, unfettered and alone* 
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WHY WEEP WE FOR THE DEAD. 
« 

Why weep we for the Dead? 

For their’s is sweet and calm repose. 

The slumber of the fragrant rose. 

Whilst we on thoviis and br&mbles tread. 


Is it, that dark despair 

i^oiiits to the future/ as a shhde 
Thro’ which, nor love, noi light pervade, 
A cavern deep of gloom and care ? 


Or is it, that the mind 

Trembles to pierce the veil obscure 
Which liides from sight and splendor pure, 
A light, to strike the earthly blind ? 


Why weep we for the dead? 

They sleep* in peace — their sighs are o*cr. 
Their footsteps press a heavenly shore. 
Where not one bitter tear is shed. 


\V’hy grieve, we for the blest, 

* Who smile in skiey realms of peace? 

^Tis that we covet their#release. 

And envy them their rest ! 


My Brother ! thou hast gone 

111 all thy opening bloom of ftiind, 
And thou hast left sad hearts behind 
To wail o’er thy funereal stone ! 


My Brother thou hast died 

When thought was stealing o'er thy mind; 
And frank, vivacious, bright, and kind. 
Thou wert thy grey haired father’s pride ! 

Yes, Henry ! thou hast fled, « 

Released fronl life’s protracted woes 
To blighter scenes than earth bestows ; 
Then, wherefore weep we for the dead ? 

VarcB; 1830, D 3 
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MR. LE BLOND. 

J'ot precisely Vnown how much truth ipay he in the foltowing story ; bul 
it was first published in French as a narrative of actual events, under tlie title of 
liistoire de Mr* Le Blond, on aventures secretes and plaisantes de la cour de la Princme, 
• * *. It is a counterpart of the well known history of the execulionet 
of London, who was carried of to behead an unknown person, and after being; well 
rewarded was again set down with blini folded eye/», before the cifty gates* The 
adventures of Le Blond, however are not quite of so terrific a nature. 

MOTHER AND SON. 

In the liaudsome town of Namur there lived an old and pious 
widow, very retired and quiet. He who did not see her at the 
mass where she never failed to attend every day, or in her shop 
where she sold silk and lace, knew nothing of her existence. 
Mrs. Le Blond might have died as unknown as she had lived, 
had she not had a son who attracted the attention of the whole 
town, when he could scarcely be twenty-five years of age. He 
was a good youth, and was educated by Mrs. Le Blond in the 
most pious manner; he never saw worse company than his mo- 
ther, and his nearest relations ; his pockets were never well lined 
with cash, for Mrs. Le Blond had inherited nothing from her hus- 
band, and her trade with silk and lace yielded her but a scanty 
profit ; he was very moderate in his wishes, very industrious, 
very honest, and not deficient in sound common sense. But all 
these virtues would not have made him celebrated, had he not 
been by far the most beautiful youth, not only in the town, but 
at least a hundred miles round. But the honest and simple 
hearted Le Blond seemed not im^ch affected by the admiration of 
the ladies Rethought he was a human being like every one else, 
and was not conscious with what power he attracted the looks 
and the hearts of the fair sex of Namur, as they by mere chance 

{ lassed his shop. Married find uiimaiTied ladies whenever they 
ooked at him' did so with expressions of kindness that 
he was used to from his very infancy ; in this he found nothing 
strange, and did not give himself the trouble to make any re- 
flexions about it. When the complaisant ladies entangled him in 
long discourses, he only thought that women were all alike fond of 
talking. If any lady, in self-forgetfulness, gave a gentle squeeze 
to his hand, |ie very honestly squeezed again and let her go. 

The customers of Mrs. Jjc Blond visibly increased, ladies of the 
higher classes willingly went to, and fro, to buy ribands or laces, 
Mrs. Le Blond said, “ Behold my child, heaven blesses our piety, 
our honesty and our industry.” The son thanked heaven for its 
'goodness. ' 

while it was reiuarkahle that this success was attended 
by,|ii^nge peculiarities. Mrs. Le Blond certainly was as pious, as 
and as industrious as son, in spite of Which, when she 
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was alone in the shop, she seldom could come to a bargain witir 
her cilstomers. She was always found to be too exorbitant in her 
prices. On the other hatid they never bargained her son down 
for a kreutzer, they found him very reasonable, though he did 
not demand less. “ Well” said the mother, I am a peevish, weak, 
old wife. You have a better mouthpiece than I. It is best forme 
to retire, 1 4iave traded and scraped together long enoi^h. Do 
you tlie business now. Take a wife, 1 shall pass my old days 
with you. 

The son found all this v$ry reasonable. The ancient custom 
of taking a wife at a certain age, was well known to him, without 
troubling his head about the reason. 

MR. LK BLOND’S DILEMMA. 

But where shall I get a wife ? “ For that let me care, my 
child !’’ Said Mrs. Le Blond : “ let me look out.” 

“ How would it be mother, if I took Mare my cousin ? You 
know mother that uncle said long since : Mary and 1 must be- 
come a pair. Slie would make a good house-wife. In our ear- 
liest childhood we played together husband and wife, uncle spoke 
to me about it only a'few days since.’* 

“ With me too !” said Mrs. Le Blond : " but my dear child 
that can never be, and fur a hundred and fifty good reasons. 
Out of these let me only enumerate to you the tirst dozen. Then 
for the first ; as long as our shop was little visited, your uncle 
would pot deign to look at us. Now tliat, the proud Gentleman 
perceives our customers to be on the increase, be grows more 
polite. I cannot trust the old fox. The second: Mary is very 
good, very economical, very amiable ; but she has nothing. A 
merchant should not ask for the qualities of his bride, but fpr the 
quantity of her fortune. She is as poor as a church-rat, you are 
not better oit Zero multiplied zero produces zero. The 
third : you are cousins german ; earthly and spiritual laws are 
against a matrimonial union of such near relations. 1 shall never 
give iny consent to it, should even the laws give it. The 
fourth. ^ 

' Enough mother !” said the corrected son.: “ It was only a 
fancy of mine, choose then another for me.” 

Mrs. Le Blond in a tew days had gpt another,*tho daughter 
of the rich cutler Paul. The ^rl wah rich but as ugly as sin ; a 
humpback and a deformed eye, caused by the small-pox, were thu 
least defects of her person. Hence she had not got a husband 
as yet, though, fo be sure there was no scarcitv of admirers; of 
her money.. Mr. Paul, the cutler, agreed immecQately with Mrs. 
Le Blond’s proposal, and Miss Paul who had given up all hopes 
of ever finding a lover witlun the four quafters of the knowii 
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worlds glowed^ as she heard of the fair Mr. Le Blond, so mucii 
from shame and pleasure, that her whole face turned quite green. 

But when the good Le Blond heard^f the new acquisition, all 
things turned green before his eyes. After he had recovered^ 
from his first terror, he raised all his ten fingers, and said : ^ Mo* 
ther, see I cannot only recount to you on my finger one hundred, 
but, two hundred and fifty got>d reasons, why I dhnnot take 
Miss Paul, for my wife. First : if only I think of it, I get the 
fever ; secondly, the horrors ; thirdly, the fits ; fourthly darknesa 
before the eyes, fifthly « 

** Stop!” said Mrs. Le Blond who did not wish to hear there-* 
maining odd hundred reasons : “ you speak like an Apothecary, 
and not like a merchant. Let us count and see how much we- 
shall gain if we get in our trade ten times a return of the Paul 
ish money?’’ 

But mother and son in their calculations came never to the 
same result. This produced much chagrin and vexation. Mrs. 
Le Blond insisted upon such a profitable union, and her son on 
his 250 objections. Site grew more peevish, he more melancho- 
ly. Notwithstanding the hoarse winter weather, lie went oftener 
to take a walk than in the spring or summer, only to avoid hear- 
ing his mother, and had he not been restrained by gratitude and 
filial afifection, he would have run away into the wide world 
that he might not hear of that fever-bringing bride. 

THE APPARITION. , 

I 

One morniAg he as usual in the church to hear the mass. 
Not far from him there was a lad^ on her knees, her face covered 
with a richly embroidered veil. • She played the rosary quickly 
through her fingers, but still she did not appear to be over atten- 
tive. Her eyes were often turned towards young Le Blond ; then 
she whispered with her neighbour, and looked again towards 
the youth. 

Lie Blond saw this well, but he only thought to himself: this 
lady may not be quite so ugly as the bride intended forme.’* 
When he was leaving tbev church be perceived that the ladies 
were also preparing to leave it. Some Gentlemen respectlolly 
followed them, helped them into a magnificient carriage standing 
before the church, got into a second, and drove o£f. 

This passing apparition was only remarkable to him because 
he beheld it again on the following day. When, to divert bis 
thoughts from his humpbacked bride, he psssed^he Stoue-bridgs < 
Sambre te ascend the Castle-hill, ^on afterwards he met 
Bie same gentlemen he had seen at the church, and he also saw : 
thb tWQ same carriages waiting. After ascending a little higher ’ 
ma ^jleswlturnof the road, he saw tiie same ioreiga lady with. 
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the embroidered veil, and her companion. Fronf thence is a bean^ 
tifol view of Namur and its environs, situated between two moun- 
tains, circumflowed and crossed by the rivers Maas, Sambre, and 
Vederin. 

Ladies when they ascend or des^nd a hill should not talk too 
much and turn about their heads, or a false step may be the con- 
sequence, pifrticularly when the mad is rendered slippery by the 
snow. The veiled lady gave a proof it. She fell with a loud 
scream, young Le Blond ran to her assistance and politely helped 
her to get up, who with many thanks accepted of his arm as a 
support all the way down the mountain. But she complained 
of some hurt at her foot ; hence she often stood still to repose. 
She put various questions to the polite youth, and when she 
heard amongst other things, that he traded in lace, she express- 
ed a wish to buy some, named the hotel where she lodged, and the 
hour when he was to carry the lace to her. He had only to in- 
quire after the Countess St. Silvain. She would have chatter- 
ed on without feeling the least fatigue, had the Gentlemen, not 
come up to inquire into the delay of the Ladies. She related to 
the respectful Gentlemen her little misfortune, who on hearing it 
were nearly fainting, dnd led her most carefully to her carriage. 
Mr. Le Blond continued his walk, related to his mother what had 
happened to him, and at the fixed hour he enquired at the Hotel 
after the Countess St. Silvain. He was conducted into a room. 
She was there again in a travelling dress, her face covered with 
an embi^idered veil. He laid before her two boxes of his best 
lace. She had soon made her choice, paid whatever he asked, 
added some pieces of gold for his trouble, in coming himself to the 
Hotel, and ensnared him into a long talk, as she did in the morn- 
ing on the Castle-hill. As amongst other things he said, that 
he had never been far from Namur, the Countess replied : “ will 

K iu enter into my service ? You will see the whole of France. 

1 give you more pay than all the profit you can make in 
your trade. I will make you mine or ray husband’s secretary. 

She said all this so kindly, and in so sweet a voice, that he 
was well nigh seduced by it, particulaidy when Miss Paul entered 
his thoughts. But to abandon his old mother^that his heart 
revolted against. And though he had sworn more than twenty 
times, that he would run away into the wide world rather than 
marry the rich cuUer's daughter — ^yct he gave the Countese a 
refusal, assuring her he could not think of leaving his poor old 
mother. , . 

But when he returned home to his mother Jie laid no tittle 
stress on his sacrifice. To which she replied : " Go whenever you 
wiH disobedient son. Yet you must marry Miss Paid. She is 
not handsome it is true, but you ought to look at her ^oogh 
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golden glftsses, a handsome face gets ugly by the wear, but a 
plain one improves in dight by long custom, and besides mattem^ 
are too far advanced now with Mr. P^ul, to retract. 

The youth embittered by his mother’s obstinacy ran back to* 
the Countess, but he retain^ very quietly into his shop for the 
Countess had departed. 

THE SIEGE. 

The apparition was soon forgotten. But Mrs. Le Blond did> 
not forget Miss Paul. In thq meantime custom rendered every 
thing tolerable. The youth heard daily of the advantages of 
a match with Miss Paul and daily said »o. In such a manner a. 
whole year passed, and then a new plague came. 

The King of France Louis XIV. took it into his head to be 
called a g^at man, he was indeed called Louis the Great, but 
what is not done to please a man who has the command of some 
hundred thousand men ? With his armies he marched towards. 
Namur in 1692, and at the expense of some hundred tons of 

S unpower he ruined ^11 the plans of marriage settlements of 
Irs. Le Blond, in regard to the cutler’s daughter and her head- 
strong son. For after a siege of eight days he took the town, 
and after two and twenty days the castles; and Mrs. Le Blond 
fell sick from terror and died. 

Her son felt much obliged to the king of France for his Mill- 
tary interference in his marriage concern ; but the death of his 
mother chagrined him a great deal. However the good, mother, 
left him morfc property than he expected. Without his know- 
ledge she had laid by many rolls’ of Ducats which just sufficed 
to put in execution his long conceived plan of taking a larger 
shop. After two months, he quitted his small house wherein 
was his small shop situated in a narrow lane, and hired a roomy 
and elegant shop in the mo ^t frequented street in the town. And 
his customers soon found the way to it. He was also not a little 
pleased lo find that a fine little garden was attached to his new 
dwelling bouse, for he was extremely fond of rearing flowers. 
The garden was boundeddo the left «and right and behind it 
with gardens belonging to the neighbouring houses. The 
deiis Were separated with hedges of white-tiiorn in which there, 
were sb many openings that the whole might be viewed as 'a 
common. Le Blond in his part of the common had a bower 
of wild jasmin, where he resolved to pass his leisure hours, and 
learn the Italian grammar,* to be enabljpd to^orrespondin the 
'^lian langi^e, as well as other traders of Flanders. The 
propriety of the splendid mansion^ of which he occupied the 
was the president of the Souverain BaiUage, who 
about his ten'an^^ ■ 
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Things went on extremely well. The fair customers did not 
abandon ^e good youth ; they always had something to see, to 
examine and to buy. He seemed to get handsomer every day ; 
and the fair sex of Namur asserted, that his magazine of goods 
was the best in town, and his prices the most reasonable. 

On the other hand he did not make much progress with the 
Italian granimar. Th^e was no Italian teacher in Namur. It 
was altogether a troublesome job ; moreover a new interruption 
to his lessons came on unexpectedly. 

THE INTERRVPTION. 

As on a warm summer evening, he marched towards the jas- 
min bower with the Italian grammar under his arm, he saw' his 
place occupied by a lady with a book in her hand reading with 
much attention. It was a girl of about eighteen years of age, 
beautiful as Venus. For such warm snow as her face and neck, 
such cheeks of carmine, lips like glowing fire, eyebrows as if 
painted with China ink in beautiful arches, and round the 
charming head a cluster of dark locks, were not easily to be 
met with in this world. 

The youth was startled, and the handsome lady was not less 
surprised at the entrance of Le Blond who seemed to her a 
being of another world. In her confusion she hurriedly bowed 
to him, and both asked mutually a thousand pardons, without 
having given the slighte.st oflence. At last the conversation 
was be^nn ; the lady spoke with much vivacity, but somewhat 
unintelligibly, for she pronounced the French with a curious 
foreign accent, interlarded with entire Italian phrases. Yet so 
far could be made out, that they both were neighbours. He had 
sought the bower to learn Italian, and she to increase her 
knowledge of the French, a grammar of which she had held in 
her hand. She had arrived froiA Italy, buU three months. 
Whilst conversing with the help of signs, a female voice called 
Carolina, on which she took leave, and disappeared. He now 
swore by all the Saints to apply himself deligently to the study of 
the Italian, to be enable^ to tell his^fair neighbour, be hardly 
knetv what. 

As he took up the grammar, he saw it was French, Cwolina 
in her confusion had taken his Italian one. Towards the even- 
ing only it occurred to him that it would show good manners to 
return the grammar with his own hands. He betook himself to 
the now beloved street. The lai^ house, a true palapO : was 
easily discovered. Over a warehouse of fashi^ was in large 
golden letters. Bienvenuto, Sisters, Milliners from Milan. 

< So far things, were well. But an uncomnfon anxiety now seized 
him. He passed the palace a great way dowQ tba street, he then 
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recoflected himself. "Why should I not cuter?” thought he: 
"I ant not going to commit a crime.'’ He turned round, bat with 
cvei^ step he approached the palace hia anxiety rose. " What 
would she say if she should see me with the graiumar ? Will she 
not think that l am an intruding fool? Can’t I wait till she should 
send for the book herself? And which one of the sisters Bien- 
venuto is Carolina? Who knows if she, be at home ? Then the 
grammar would be off, the only pledge of seeing her again.’’ 

With sunilar observations he again passed the palace with, 
lengthened steps. But the , farther he went, his longing in- 
creased. He again turned, went tip to the palace with firm 
steps and passed it again. In such a way he went on for an 
hour longer, till it grew quite dark. Tired and vexed at bis 
pusilanimity, he returned home. 

THE MISTAKE. 

Le Blond felt no great appetite for supper, but one lives 
sometimes very well on air, and builds fine castles in it too. It 
pleased him much that Carolina was a Milliner. That trade 
agreed so well with his silk and lace shop. He made vari- 
ous plans, the charming Carolina was the only one in the world 
that was fitted to be Mrs. Le Blond. The only question was, 
how to gain the affection of that angel ? 

He had calculated well and correctly, he only was mistaken 
in a trifling circumstance, viz. that Carolina belonged indeed 
to the palace, but not to the sisters Bienvenuto. She was the 
only daughter of the French General de Fano, who in the siege 
of Namur had received a wound and was obliged to remain to 
nurse himself. It never entered the brains of the silk and lace 
trader, that he aspired at the conquest of the only daughter of 
the most courageous General of Louis XIV. he was also so bad 
a politician, that he did not even know of the existence of Ge- 
neral de Fano. • ‘ 

Carolina on her side — ^for since I have betrayed to the reader 
a part of the secret I may as well give the remaining part into 
the bargain. — Carolina did not leave with a little confusion the 
enchanted jasmin bower. « Young Le,. Blond was constantly in 
her memory. Bhe was extremely curious to know who he was. 
At last she learnt that the large house with the jasmin bower waa 
inhabited by the president of the Souverain Baillage — ^that was 
sufficient. Young Le Blond was of course the sou of the president. 

The change of grammar she had long perceived. From a Dogs- 
.ear, she saw that the leameriiad come a^ far ^ the first eoiyu- 
gation, lo amq. ‘ . 

MUTUAL INSTRUCTION. 

^ day Le Blond went to the jasmin bower be- 

" ^ entered it just at the same time with his fair 



MR. LE BLONm 


189 


imj 

neighbour from the opposite side. Probably they came so early 
because the mornings are particularly well adapted to study* 
The grammars were treat<sd like prisoners of war after peace is 
concluded — they were exchanged. 

The discourse once begun^ they naturally came to touch on 
the merits of languages. Carolina complained of the ditficulty 
of the Frendh, and young Le i>lond of the troublesorneness of 
the Italian. The one by the complaint of the other felt the sweet 
virtue of pity, and they agreed to teach each other ; the jasmin 
bower^ was so well calculated for tlie school-room. 

The beginning was made on the spot ; they sat down on this 
small bench, and very earnestly took up the grammar. 

Without doubt they would have made rapid progress in the 
very first lesson, had they not been seated so close, perhaps on 
account of the shortness of the bench. When Carolina’s finger, 
in following up the words, by accident came in contact with the 
young man’s hand, it sometimes happened that she could no long- 
er distinguish a single letter, though she had never before had 
occasion to complain of dimness of sighk 

Of course much progress could not be expected from the first 
lesson, though the desire of learning was so extraordinary in both 
the young people, that on the following morning, the rising sun 
found them in the new school-room deeply engaged in the study 
of languages. But it so happened, that they sometimes lost their 
memories. Both were often as mute as fishes, glowed as if they 
were seifted with a fever, probably arising from the conteimpla- 
tion of the singularities of the two different languages and their 
respective difficulties. 

At the third lesson they naturally were disposed to make up 
for the little progress they had hitherto made. After a long 
silence in looking over their task,, Le Blond began the lesson 
with the present tense : “ lo aino.” It is well that he had to 
wait for the translation, as for the life of him he could say no more. 

With downcast eyes she translated: “ j’aime.” 

After sometime he had strength enough to statter : “ Tu ama.*^ 

y/yith a deep sigh she «iaid : ** Tu aimes.” . 

He continued, and accidentally took up her right hand and 
pressed it against his beating breast : “ Egli ama.” 

" II aime !” she added with a glance at him. With the beauti- 
ful hand on his breast all his knowledge of the Italian vanished^ 
hlB continued : “ nous aimons.’® 

^ That is not correct !” said the teacher : “ you must tell it in 
Italian.’’ ^ 

He looked into her eye with a pitiful look and repeated: 
^ nous aimons !” 

She replied unconsciously: “ nous aimons 
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‘ Bbth remained ailent, fell into each other’s arms, lisping, 
‘‘•nous aimons” 

They did not learn more in that lepson but they thought to 
Lave learnt a great deal. 

THE HELPER. 

The desire of learning increased daily. They learned to speak 
without the assistance of the grammar, ‘they had d great deal 
indeed to say. True Le Blond loved only the Miluner, and 
Oarolina the President’s son ; but when they both knew of their 
mistake, the whole lesson passed in sighs and tears, they only 
loved the more heartily, the more their mutual desire to be 
united by the priest’s hand, became desperate. 

“ Were I only rich !” he sighed. “ Were I only poor 1 ” sigh- 
ed she. 

To increase 1116 misfortune, the winter came, made the jasmin 
bower more transparent, and bestrewed with treacherous snow 
every path in the garden. The interviews became less frequent, 
they only saw each otlier in the churches where not a mass was 
omitted, so pious did they become. 

One evening young Le Blond in a melancholy mood brooding 
over his misfortune, took his seat in a coHee-house in Namur. 
The unlucky man had not been able to see Carolina for three 
long days. Meanwhile she had been present at all the grand 
balls and parties, and this evening she was invited to a bml and 
supper by the president of the Souverain Baillage. Thence his 
despair ; he s^ut his shop early and ran away, not to be Vkompel- 
Icd to hear Carolina dance over his head. Ah ! he was Very un- 
fortunate ! 

A gentleman in a great coat of a pepper and salt colour, sat 
next to him. 

He drank one glass of puqch after another. 

“ Is it not so ;** said he to Blond : “ you are Mr. Le Blond ?• 

Le Blond stared at him, and at a large scar accross his fore- 
head he recognized a stranger whom he had often seen with- 
in the last two days. Once in his shop, when he bought for a 
large sum, sill^and lace,* and many times besides, walking^ up 
and down the snWt where his shop was situated, and at church 
also. He seemed to be an aged man with a long lean yelloqr 
lace, yet his eyes had lest nothing of their primitive lustre 
Le Blond replied in the affirmative. 

" You don’t seem to be in good humor?” said the stranger 

“Possibly. One cannot always be gay.” * 

* Then take some punch, it serves to cheer one up.” . ' 

^ Not with me.” 

*^|pan I assist you ? 

* i dont see how.” . . 



MR. LE BLOND. 


191 


1S30.I 

* I have taken an interest in you, yoan^ man, and more than 
you can believe. You don’t know me, but let us be friends. Dk» 
but trust me, and I will certainly assist you.” 

“ Very obliging.” 

“ Has any one offended- y-ou ?”' 

“ Not at all Sir.” 

“ Or a love-affair?”* 

“ The least of all.” 

“ Then it may be want of money. Sbme thousand Livres ? 
You are a child of fortune. You might be the richest man in 
Namur.” 

“ How so ?” “ That I’ll tell you as soon as you wish to be so?” 

“ Who' would not wish to be rich.” 

“ Well. But here — ^where all we say may be overheard, this 
is no fit place to discourse such matters. I am a stranger in 
Namur, will you accompany me to my Hotel, and sup with mo 
in my room.” 

Le Blond gave a mistrustful look to the stranger. Yet the 
adventure on that fatal evening when Carolina was to dance over 
his shop, was for diversion sake not to be rejected. “ There 
can be no harm in tr^ng the experiment !” thought he and went 
along. 


THE TREASURE. 

The stranger occupied the be.st rooms in the Hotel. On a 
wink (if his, four servants dew immediately to order a Selected 
supper; Le Blond was surprised at all he sa\^, for he could 
perceive that the stranger with the great coat of pepper and salb 
colour, must be a man of extraordinary wealth, who might choose 
other men for his couipaiiioiis than a simple trader of silk and 
lace. 

“ With whom have 1 the honor to converse ?” Asked Le 
Blond somewhat bashfully. 

** Only call me Abubeker, ” replied the man with the greats 
coat : " 1 am from my birth a Chaldean.” 

" Dear me a Chaldean*! Why came you from so far in Asia, to 
our country ?” " As chance had it, sumewliat lirom ennui, some> 
fvhat from a desire of knowledge. I propose to travel into 
Iceland as soon as the weather gets warmer.” 

“ To Iceland, and permit me to. ask, is it . a long time since you 
left Asia?” 

The Chaldean seemed to calculate for a short time, he then 
said carelessly : “ In about a fortnight, it will b^ one. hundred and 
thirty-five years.” 

lie Blond said he did noi understand him. The Cbaldewi re-r 
peated cbyly. * O&e hundred and tturty'five years.” 
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. Crood God ! one hundred and thirty-five years !. And pray 
Aow old are you then ?” 

“ Three hundred and thirteen years^” 

“ Three hundred and , ” exclaimed Le Blond. 

“And thirteen years full,” added carelessly the Chaldean : 
“ you find this strange, I dare say; you might think that I have 
a desire to joke with yon. ¥un will live to see iiA)re strange 
things if you will confide in me. But believe what you will, 
never judge men by their words but by their deeds.” 

Le Blond found this speeclv extraordinary, but he thought to 
himself : “ This gentleman wishes to joke on my credulity. But 
let us see who will outwit the other.” 

The servants announced the supper. They went into a large 
dining room, illuminated by innumerable lights, and highly 
perfumed. Two covers only were .set on the table, one for Le 
Blond and one for the Chaldean. They sat down. Tlie finest 
viands, the first rate wines only were serve<l. 

“ Now my dear friend,” said Abubeker : “ let us relish our 
meal ; banish every carp you may have.” 

Le Blond relished his meal well enough, and towards the con- 
^clusion of the meal he got pretty merry* with the fine wines, 
but instead of becoming more open toward the stranger, his 
just mistrust rose. He would have liked well enough to know 
more of that extraordinary Chaldean, though he related during 
the whole time, the most curious adventures, and singular things 
by water and by land. S, 

“ But Mr. Abubeker” said Le Blond after the servants had 
retired: “You relate to me Fairytales. Do you then really 
think, that a man of common sense should believe dl that you 
.say on your bare assertion ?” 

“ It is perfectly indifferent to me,” replied the Chaldean : 
“ whether you believe me or hot ; it is only your own loss. But 
that I am versed in the occult sciences, you might easily have 
perceived. Did you never hear of necromancy ?” 

“ Indeed 1 have ; buti never held it in high esteem. So much 
I know that it rests on decect and the astifices of a juggler.” ^ 

“ Very possibly with you ignorant people in Europe; but* in 
our counfry, it is totally difierent.’’ 

“ Let us see a trick."''" 

■ “ I make no tricks!” replied Abubeker: “ B«U-«ee jroung 
man. Your countenance has won my favour. I swear to you, 
that you are bom under a lucky star. Speak sipcerely to me, in 
.what can 1 assist you? My assistance will be of more value to 
you than all the tricks of a juggler. For example : Are you as a 
meridau^in pecuniary embarrassment. ? Do you require money 
LlIttoDd emiled mUtpstfuUy i “ It might be so.’’ 



HR. liB BLOND. 


m 


J 880 .] 

" Very well ! why eonceal it? You are destined td lift a trea- 
sure at the ruins of the castle Valerien des Anges." 

“ A treasure !’’ ^ 

" Yes, and that a very considerable one.” 

“ Why don’t you lift it for yourself Mr. Abubeker ?” 

Because it is not destined for me, and because 1 do not re- 
quire it at All.” 

“When shall I lift it?” 

“ As soon as you wish to undertake this journey to Valerien 
des Anges.” , 

“ Does it require certain preparatious ? or other circumstances ?’* 

“ Not any in the least.” 

Le Blond became almost mad at the dry earnest manner of the 
Chaldean, yet he thought he wished to have his juke with him. 
He considered by himself for some minutes and then said, 
“ Well 3Ir. Abubeker, to tell you the truth, by to-morrow 1 
must pay a bill upon me of five thousand franks. Should I be 
sure of the treasure, would not you have the goodness to advance 
me five-thousand francs until I lift the treasure ?” 

Le Blond remained silent and fixed his eyes attentively on the 
countenance of the Chaldean, to feast on the unavoidable dilem- 
ma of that boaster. But the Clialdean did not change his 
features in the least, and with the greatest composure he said : 
* with pleasure. You shall have it.” 

Then again he turned the discourse on Necromancy and his 
adventiires during his travels. 

At last, towards midnight, Le Blond rose to takb leave. Out 
of forbearance he did not wish ’to remind the swaggering Chal- 
dean of the five thousand francs, and was sufficiently pleased 
with the agreable way he had passed the evening in his com- 
pany. Beside the story of the bills which he said he had to 
pay was merely invented, to put *the Necromancer on a trial. 
But he requested him to delay a little, stepped in a side room, 
brought four bags of money and placed them one by one on the 
table. He then ordered one of his servants to light Le Blond 
home, to another to carry, the money «fter him. 

lie Blond was surprised. He thanked him in a most earnest 
manner, and took his leave. The servants accompanied him home 
where he was expected by bis own servant to whom the money 
bags were banded. 

THE JOURNEY TO VALERIEN DES ANGES. 

^ i!| O ^ ^ . 

{This extraordinary event deprived Le Blond en^rely of his sleep. 

On the following morning the Chaldean occupied his whole 
piiod, which previously was all devoted to Carolina. . Now more 
sober than the preceding evening he thought that ; ftve pretended 
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three hundred and thirteen years old Gentleman had only made 
a fool of him, and instead of the five thousand francs he had 
sent him home with some bags fillet^ with lead and sand. To 
spare himself shame, he did not even open the bags which were 
lying at the same place. At last curiosity prevailed. But how 
OTeat his astonishment, when instead of sand and lead be found 
in each bag, fifty Louis d’or. * • 

" False money and nothing else !” thought he, taking the gold 
weights. All were full in weight. He sent some pieces to a Gold- 
smith, they had the legal pureness. , 

Le Blond did not know what to believe ; after such a consi- 
derable advance on the treasure he was to lift, eould he doubt its 
truth ? what earthly motive could the stranger have had to play 
with him such a costly joke ? 

He resolved to be henceforth sincere with the Chaldean, to 
unfold to him his pitiful case. 

Immediately he went to Mr. Abubeker, from the vivacity of 
whose motion be would not have been suspected to be three 
hundred and thirteen years old. He asked him in a friendly 
tone !“ Well have you paid off your bills ?* 

Le Blond confessed that he only wanted to try his new friend 
begged bis pardon and promised to unfold to him the innermost 
recesses of his heart. He did so, and he related minutely all the 
circumstances of the lessons in the jasmin bower ; of Carolina’s 
love ; of the pride of the General de Tano, and that he had not 
the faintest hope of ever obtaining her hand. *• 

The Chaldean listened attentively. — “ My Good frierifl,” said 
^e after some considerations, " why do you despair ? Lift the 
treasure, buy a country seat yielding a handsome revenue, present 
yourself to the Generm as a rich proprietor, and he wont refuse 
you his daughter.” 

“ But do you 'not deceive me with the hope of the treasure ?” 

“ What interest could 1 have to deceive you? On the other 
hand I cannot conceal that you have deceived me with your story 
about the bills ; yon ought not to have done this ; it undoubtedly 
delays the lifting of the treasure for some days or even wee^s.’'' 

Le Blond betwixt doubt and confidence asked "what have to 
I do if I decide to go with you ?” 

Make arrangements for your business, remain silent to every 
one of our intentions, give out, you go on a journey of commercial 
afiairs ; you had better sell all to the highest bidders, for after 
the lifting of the treasure you will want your shop no longer." 

" May l oot teU it to Carolina?” ' 

* Yes of your journey, of your confidential hope to be shortly 
aMo io sue publicly for her hand. But nothing of Valerien des 
imgM^ iiOthmg of the treasure.’* 
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“ When will the joiirney begin ?” 

“ In three days I shall be no longer in Namur.* 

Le Blond promised to npike the necessary arrangements for 
his departure. " For thought he when at home>” what do I 
hazard ? Should Carolina not become mine what do I care about 
the world? I will lift the treasure.” 

Before thAe days were over he was ready, Carolina was in- 
formed of his departure and they parted with a thousand oaths 
sealed with a thousand kisses of eternal love and faith. 

He took his seat in the Chaldeauls carriage, and with him he 
went of from Namur, not in the clear day but at midnight. The 
moment the clock of the Cathedral struck twelve the coachman 
of the Abubeker cracked his whip I 

THE LIFTING OF THE TREASURE. 

In the way the Chaldean continued as boasting, free and the 
same assurance as at the Hotel at Namur. The whole day they 
travelled in full speed, cliaiiging horses, and the carriage closed. 
The weather was foggy and rainy. Even Ipod and wine was taken 
in the carriage, they halted no where. Towards the evening 
in the dusk they stopped at a lonely house in a large forest. An 
old huntsman in a worn out livery, received the travellers, and 
conducted them into a room, whose window panes were for the 
most part broken and replaced with paper, and the once costly 
tapestry hung in mouldering pieces. After lighting unagreeable 
lire. T^ Chaldean’s servants brought wine and cold meat, 
whilst tlte huntsman with a servant spread some ntatrasses and 
straw on the floor. * 

“ Are we to sleep here ?” asked Le Blond frightened at the 
large room, which had all tlie appearance of being haunted. 

Ten steps from here are the ruins of Yalerien des Anges. 
Precisely at midnight not eai'lier hor later, we must be there. 
In the mean while let us drink by the enliyening flames of the 
fii*e and make ourselves comfortable.” 

A cold sweat seized every limb of Le Blond. , All extraordina- 
ry ^les of strange app^itions whiah are said to appear on 
occasions of lifting hidden treasure came to his mind. He ask- 

: “ Are we to meet too with such ?” 

The Chaldean smiling shook his head and said. “ Stuff ! Are 
you afraid of nurseiy tales ?” 

They shortened the long winter-evening with wine and conver- 
sation. Le Blond pai^ly from the* last sleepless night, partly 
from the effects of-the wine felt very sleepy. Thj Chaldean took 
much tr«Hible to keep him awake by wonderful stories. 

, When it was near midnight the Chaldean grew more serious, 
nnd perceiving the extreme want of jdeep of Le ^lond, he 
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claimed him in a stern tone: ** You have not deceived me with 
any untruth? It might prove prejudicial both to you and me.” 

I assure you upon my honour, that besides the invention of 
the bills, which I— — 

That alone was bad enough. Your inclinations to sleep at a 
moment of so much consequence for your future days, is suspici* 
ous. 1 have experienced a similar case when the lifter of the 
treasure fell into a slumber of six weeks.” 

“ That is terrible !” exclaimed Le Blond. 

“ Not quite so terrible fan the sleeper, for all this time he had 
the most charming and sweetest dreams in the world, so that he 
would have wished nothing more ardently than never to awake 
from his swoon. But fur me to wait for his waking was disagree- 
able enough.’’ 

“ But the treasure — was it lifted in spite of it ?’’ asked Le 
Blond. 

The Chaldean looked at his watch and hinted to him to be* 
silent and to follow him ; he lighted a small lantern and descend- 
ed a narrow stair case. , Le Blond was so much drowned in sleep 
that he scarcely was conscious of what he did. After some 
windings they stopped near the ruin of an old wall. The Chaldean 
by signs hinted that here lay the treasure. Whilst the Chaldean 
by the light which the lantern afforded him read in a book Le 
Blond on a broken piece of the wall made himself as comfortable 
as possible ; the Chaldean continued to read long after the Blond* 
in had fallen fast asleep. 


THE DREAM. 

That was to be sure a very unseasonable sleep, but Mr. Le . 
Blond could not possibly help it. When he at last awoke or 
thought he was awake it was broad day light. He repeatedly 
rubbed his eyef. He was on a superb bed, received an agree- 
able light through the green silk curtains. He drew them aside 
when he saw that he was in a magnificent bed room ; the wood 
of the furniture was of the finest grain ; the walls were bung 
with beautiful pictures in richly carved«iad gilded frames, repre- 
senting for the most part the tricks of Cupid. On a side table 
near his bed> flowers of roses and geraniums, were in chaste 
golden vases. 

Le Blond found it difficult to recollect the past. He had a. 
confused remembrance of the chimney fire at the bouse of the 
fn^st, of bis walk to the ol^ wall, of thcreadiog of Abubeker. 
He rose from hia bed, in semch of iffie Chaldean. ^ 

Oil the rastling a sidie door opened ; a valet de chaml^ with 
8 thickly inlaid with gold came in ; he made a sign, two 
Oilier jeirants stepped in on their toes, and an old Gentleman^ 
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behind them, who immediately without uttering a word and 
touching his pulse presented him a golden spoon with medicine. 

“ It is not necessary!” Le Blond: “I feel somewhat 

confused, but very well in other respects.” 

The Doctor shook his head and said: “ I intreat your Royal 
Highness, to take only these few drops I Your Royal Highness 
will feel infimtely relieved by it.”* 

Mr. Le Blond gazed with widened eyes on the Doctor, and 
desired to be spared from medicine. He then inquired after 
Abubeker. *» 

Every one present stared with looks of consternation, it was 
evident from their countenances that they thought him deranged. 
At last the Doctor asked, “ Whom does your Royal Highness 
mean by Abubeker.” 

“The Chaldean who last nightarrivedhere with me, who else.” 
Your Royal Highness has been here a considerable time, and 
you arrived with your consort the Duchess.” 

“I ? considerable time ? Consort? Duchess ? spare those jokes, 
and foolish titles, where are my clothes 
The Doctor and the servants enterchanged painful looks. At 
last they all united to entreat him most submissively to wait till 
tliey would have obtained the necessary orders from his consort. 
One of the servants went away. Le Blond Jtliought those peo- 
ple mad or all a trick of the Chaldean. He inquired if he was 
at Valerien des Anges? 

Your Aoyal Highness is in your hunting castle qf Linden for 
the benefit of your health ! Replied a valet de chamore. * 

Shortly after the servant returned with an order to give his 
clothes to his Royal Highness. 

“ Does your Royal Highness please to dress in the morning 
suit, the uniform, or the Hunting d^ess ?” 

“ I wish for my own clothes, and that you will make an end to 
this royal joke.” 

They brought the clothes, all were of the finest texture, also a 
surtout of green cloth, on the left side of which was embroidered 
a silyer star. « • 

Le Blond at the sight of it lost bis patience. He demanded 
his own clothes in a furious mood. All were frightened, th© 
physician only had the courage to conjure him most humbly, 
not to be ungracious, because anger might bring a relapse of his 
sickness. And told him that he ijever wore difierent clothes 
from these, Mr. Le Blond, seeing his remonstrances useless, con- 
sented, in the hope of soon finding the ChaldeamWhen dressed; 
the servants were busy in assisting him dressing, and brought 
him perfumed water in a silver ewer to wash himself. Then 
breakfast was served in magnificent porcelain-Watei 
UARCUf 1830, F 3 
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A|i irtr&iige and cariona to him. He had never diedmt of 
sncfai magnificence. He stepped towards the window, saw that 
he Was in an elevated old castle, ard as far as his eye conld 
Kach be saw bat one continued forest. 

•How far may Hamor be from this place?" No one could tell. 
He repeatedly a&ed for Abubeker, described himmmutely, said 
that he was three hundred and thirteen years old, and whatever 
he knew of him. The servants shrugged up their shoulders as 
if to excuse their ignorance. The Doctor assured him that in 
this part of the world such 'a figuie never appeared ; and on 
account of the three hundred and thirteen years, he immediately 
examined his pulse. 

• Gentlemen," said Le Blond, • either I am mad, or you are 
so. For I do not dream that I am fully awake, — feel it. By 
whom am I here ?” 

• Your Royal Highness is with her Royal Highness the Du- 
chess, your consort in your own castle of Linden," replied the 
physician. 

“ What I am married? Pray let me see my consort.” 

I shall immediately inform her Royal Highness of your de- 
sire !’* said one of the servants and went away. 

Stuff !” said Le Blond, and was going to leave the room 
when he perceived that he was in slippers only ; he called for his 
boots. 

Meanwhile a servant opened wide the door saying: • Her 
Royal Highnr-ss the Duchess !” '' 

THE DUCHESS. 

A young lady in a light morning dress, as tasteful as costly, 
came in. On a glance fro^ her, the Doctor and the servants 
retired respectfhlly. • 1 wish to remain alone for a short tune 
with tav consort !” said she. “ Remain within call.” 

Le Blond when he saw the young, unknown and charming 
stranger approach toward him with a friendly smile, knew no 
longer if he dreamt or was seized v^th the raging fever. ^ He 
bowed re^Ctfully opened his mouth to excuse himself but he 
CQtdd not utter a word. She gracefully placed both hm* ha^ pn 
his shoidders loi^ed for a long time in silent tenderness in his 
countenance ; then sud : • How do you do to-day ? Be yourself 
Wgtuo, dream no longer of a Jace and silk shop, of your conjuror, 
]hl|dden treasures, of CaiMdina, which have b^n your constant 
fiw these^six months. How gUd l should be toretumsoon 
Tl^il y to the Royal Cowt in Pmris! To-day only I received 
Duchess de Berry in which sbo ffitdMS the most 
i^deja<»»te ioquines tfftor your hoftlth,” > 
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The Duchess of Berry ?” exclaimed Le Blond whom the 
Bimiliur leaning on his shoulders from the beautiful figure, her 
tender looks, her sweet yoice made him blush and tom pale 
again in rapid succession. “ My gracious Lady> I don’t know 
where 1 am. 1 begin to believe in witchcralt. 1 intreat you 
to clear these mysteries. I will relate to you the whole history of 
my life. Then judge. ^ He related it. 

" Gracious God,” exclaimed the Duchess: " you have related 
that and repeated it over again these two hundred times. For 
tltat very reason according, to the .advice of the royal physicians 
in Paris and to avoid publicity, we were obliged to come here fur 
tlte sake of your recovery. 1 beg of you to remain quiet, fancy 
no longer such foolish ideas, be again yourself, do not grieve 
me again with such strange imaginations. Will you promise 
this to me ?” 

** Whatever you may be pleased to command. But I am 
either mad, or influenced by magic, or the conjuror deceives 
you and all your domestics. For I swear unto you, that I am 
no Duke, 1 am the silk-trader Le Blond of Namur, 1” “ Again 
the old song !’’ exclaimed the Duchess in a sorrowful mood : and 
you have just now promised to me to be reasonable. All my 
efforts, iny anxiety for you, are then in vain. Perhaps you don’t 
know me again ?” Le Blond shook his bead ; yet her shape and 
particularly her voice seemed not unknown to him : " It appears 
to me that ere tliis 1 have had the honour of having been in 
your co/npany but- .” 

“ Thunks to Heaven,” replied the Duchess !* “ your mind 
begins to clear up ; for the fibst time these six months 1 hear a 
reasonable word. IPatience, by and by you will recollect every 
thing. Endeavour only to avoid your wild imaginations. At 
least, do not give utterance to theinj above all not before your 
domestics. You are the Duke of Mottier, you ture my husband, 
you might be so happy, if — = ” • 

“I the Duke of Mottier! I, — my Lady — yoat" bosband! 
indeed I must be mad to believe all this !” 

“^My dear you are mad for not believing it,{br wishing always 
to jump out of the windows, and ragingly running about. 
Thence was 1 obliged to cause the windows and doors to be 
secured with bars^ to keep myself for some days at a distance 
from you ; on that account must 1 keep the servants watcfauig 
even now before the door of tiie room. Once even you were 
on the point of killings me ! so little do you love me’.”; 

^ What, 1 kill you ? I — ^to jump out the windniWBl bwt dq t^ 
am bow in God’s name I could wish to do M I” . 

** You will then no more fr^btea |B6 Z” 

** Indeed Medaw 1 will nok’* 
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You will never any more speak of your dreams, at least not 
make yourself ridiculous before the servants ; be again the 
Duke, my husband, in short all what you really are ?” 

“ My gracious Lady,” replied Le 6lond, trusting no longer 
bis eyes or ears. " I do not indeed know what I am ; but I’ll be 
whatever you may be pleased to make of me.” 

On that the Duchess embraced him with both hef arms, im- 
printed her beautiful lips on his, and fire streamed through all his 
nerves and veins. He returned with shyness the warm kiss, and led 
by her hand, he went into the,nther apartments. 

THE DUKE. 

One room surpassed the other in splendour. But as often as 
he said, he never before beheld such magnificence, the Duchess 
yith a smiling threat put her hand before his mouth : “ What 
did you promise me ?” said she and he willingly obeyed. 

When he was left alone for a short time, seated on the softest 
couch he said to himself:^! cannot conceive what comedy is played 
with me, and with what intentions, or if I have been charmed by 
that damned Chaldean. Meanwhile I will wait the issue pati- 
ently. Or, an idea struck him ; he recollected that Mr. Abubeker 
bad related to him in the house in the forest of a person who fell 
into a slumber of six weeks at the time of lifting a treasure, during 
which he had the most agreeable dreams ? 

“ It would be the most singular joke in the worlds if in a 
swoon I were lying now on my mattrass in the bouse in tlw forest 
and the old Chaldean anxiously waiting for my awaking whilst I 
fancy myself to be a Duke here. !’’ 

On this he resolved to act the part of Duke, in which he 
happily succeeded. He however felt a little embarrassed how 
to treat the handsome Duchess as his wife. He looked up 
to heraWith the profoundest respect, much more than she herself 
could have wished. Her tenderness made him at last more bold, 
less respectful, but more loving. The castle was lonely and 
sup'ounded on from all sides by an ynmense forest, old and 
weatherbeated on the outside. On the other hand witliin, W 
saloons and apartments were furnished with princely magni- 
ficence, and the meids were of the most profuse richness and 
delicacy.. • . 

Dut nothing interested him so much as the Duchess; he could 
admire, and love her; he pitied her delusipn in taking him 
l^iwf^hand, ljue only in his thought, but at last, who can blame 
rW ®®®i-radicted her no longer- She was particularly gay 
assumed a comman^^ng tone towards the domestics, and 
feted ^ of the Duke of after f folf days he felt at 
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home as if he had been from his ii^ancy used to that splendid 
indolence. His spouse seemed daily to increase in beauty, even 
the recollection of Carolina became weaker by the splendor of her 
presence. The days p&sed away with uncommon rapidity. 
They made hunting parties. The Duchess was a most excellent 
rider, and with her gun she bro^ht down the game with infi- 
nite better luck than the inexperienced D^ke who for along time 
was very awkward and unsuccessful. But even in that he soon 
became very expert, yet the Duchess asserted that he was far 
from having attained his farmer celebrity, that the king himself 
had often declared that no one could be compared to him as a 
huntsman. 

When the astonished Duke heard the like, he used to scratch 
himself behind the ears and to think. “ Alas of all this 1 don’t 
remember a single word. But that I am completely deranged, 
I know very well.” 

But similar things he never ventured to utter, lest he might 
displease the Duchess. She frequently read letters to him from 
various Princes, congratulating him op his recovery, and what 
seemed to him most droll was that he was obliged to reply to 
those letters, even to “Louis XIV. to thank them for the interest 
he took in his health. His spouse was often bursting with 
laughter when he read to her these letters in which the style of 
the lace trader was so strangely mingled with that of the Duke 
of Mottier. 

/ 

• THE SECRET. * 

Had Le Blond had the option to leave his splendid prison he 
would not have done it. The bolted doors, the drawn up draw- 
bridges kept him less than his heart. He dearly loved his spouse, 
and indeed she behaved afiectionately towards Ifim. He ^came 
even more attached to her, when one morning with an inexpres- 
sible felicity on her countenance she confessed to him, tiiat her 
wish to become a mother was accomplished. From that moment 
she was the dearest objqpt in the world to him. When Carolina 
obtruded on bis memory he endeavoured to banish it like an 
hereditary sin. 

The Duchess too, since that confession, seemed to redouble her 
tender affections towards him ; but with every day he saw in her 
features an increased melancholy. In vain did he endeavour to 
console her,to c(\px from her the reMons of her afflictions. She con- 
tinued her sobs and tears endeavouring to esj^nse her singular 
behavioim under various pretexts. The physician whom the 
afflicted spouse consulted, shook smilingly his head and said; 
“Your Royal Righness should not be so uttiotts, thaimelan# 
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choljr ur ift ber Royal Higlmess' circumstances sa very natural^ 
that it aearcely could be expected to be otherwise/’ 

Tbia^appeared to His Rwal Highness a very plausible reason. 
But when he observed the Duchess mdre minutely, her tears, her 
caresses, it seemed to him that another reason w^s at the 
bottom of her soul. She even once uttered the enigmatical words 
'^That the end of my wishes is accomplished is the fery reason 
of niy inelancoly.” 

One evening holding her husband close in her arms melting in 
tears, he conjured her again to.unridl^ tlie secret of her soul. He 
intreated so earnestly, that she said at last : ''Well to-morrow 
y ou shall know it.’’ In vain did he beg her to unfold it to him now. 
She led him to supper and requested him to drown his curiosity 
in wine. 

When he awoke, the secret the Duchess promised to reveal to 
him was uppermost in his thoughts. But not a little was he sur-. 
prised to see that he was lying on the old matrass in the room with 
the torn tapestry in which he bad last been with the Chaldean* 

Some colds were still qh the fire. The old hunstman with the 
thread bare coat was standing at the windows, and scarcely did 
he perceive the sleeper awaking when he ran to the door, cmling 
out; "Mr. Abubeker he is awake !’’ 

The Chaldean witli a smile entered the room, his first ques« 
tion was ; " How do you feel ?” 

" Tolerably well, I only feel somewhat confused ! But before 
all, tell me where I am.” S 

" Where el& but in Valerien des Anges.” 

"Where is my castle, my spodse the Duchess of Mottier? 
Where are ihy servants ?’’ 

The Chaldean burst out into laughter : " It appears you still live 
in your dreams. But joking apart take these few drops it will 
serve to restore your strength ; it is no trifle to be lying uncon- 
sciously beyond three months. What a deal of trouble we had 
with you. Here take this/’ 

Le Blend at first refused but when the Chaldean assured him 
that be would not say a werd before drank it, he swallovfed 
it down. It was like liquid fire ; Now tell me,” continued Le 
Blond : " Where is the Duchess my spouse ? I must absolutely 
go to hen” 

Mr. Le Blond,” replied the Glialdean with his peculiar dry- 
ness : " recollect where you are, and for what purpose you came 
hither with me? ^ Do not render yourself rktieulnus by speaking 
of your dreams %ea madinan, of your castles, Duchesses, sef- 
the contrary I have a ri^t to reproach you for your 
lollil sleep of wlik^h you alone by yew 

1 have wan^ you moro than ogeeu 
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Donot jtfkewith me Mr. Abubeker,v]ierei» Linden, and the 
Duchess of Mottier my/ipouse ? You surely will not make me 
believe that all that wasa ^eam.” The Chaldean in discontent 
shook his head, and said after a while with visible displeasure. 
“ And you Sir, will not suppose that I am in humor to dispute 
with you about the nature of your dreams. The sound reflexion 
of one moident will convince you of your folly, you ought to 
thank me that I saved you from your swoon.” 

* To thank you ? No Mr. Abubeker in this you are mis- 
taken. It is not so delightful tQ descend from the rank of a 
Duke to that of a lace trader.” 

" Well Sir remain in your frenzy. I’ll be no longer at the 
trouble to contradict you,” replied by the Chaldean : “ My time 
is precious. The carriage is ready, I return to Namur. Do 
you intend to go with mo?” 

“ Not from this spot Sir. The castle Linden and my spouse 
cannot be far from here.” 

“Very weH. Then I go alone, and must leave you in this 
forest. Farewell.” Le Blond opened the window and called 
out. “ Well Mr. Abubeker what then is become of the treasure 
which we were to lift?” 

“ Of that, in the carriage. I must be off now, should you 
wish to accompany me, you have no time to lose.” 

Indeed the carriage stood ready, the lamps were lighted, the 
servants at their places, Le Blond saw tliat he would be left 

alone. #He took bis seat at the side of Abubeker. 

• • 

THE SEPARATION. 

Le Blond seated at the side of the magician who did not seem 
disposed to reply to his various questions, had time to make 
reflections in silence. Two circumstances appeared remarkable. 
The one, that if the treasure had indeed been lifted, and was is in 
carriage, it could not be of considerable weight. The other that 
the Abubeker was fond of making the longest in the least 
possible time, for the horses did not delay them above a lew 
ramutes, since at every ])ost they stood ready prepared. 

“ But to return to the treasure,” asked Le Blond : “ What is 
]mcome of it ? Is itlifted?” “Certainly." 

“ To what amount if you please ?’’ “ I don’t know.” 

“ Is it in, the carriage ?” “ Yes !* replied the Chaldean yawn- 
ing: “ But with your leave, 1 require sleep. Let me 1 beg of 
you, be undistut^d for a few houifs. In the mean whifei consider 
mw you will employ it with wisdom.” slee>pines8 of 

Abubeker suited ill with Le Blond’s cmiosity, “AUow me to 
ai4 before you fell a«leep, wb«yty Oil mmm by onnlom with 

wisdom?” ... V.;. .. - 
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' " Yoo love the dai^hter of the General in Nainur>-<what is 
his name?'’ “ €!ood God 1’’ exclaimecHje Blond. “There can 
be no question of that. I am already married, 1 am nearly a 
father.” 

“ Yon drive me into a fury with your nonsense. If you will 
not become more reasonable, 1 tell you the whole treasure will 
vanish !” » • ' 

Le Blond remained silent, and the snoring of the Chaldean 
was soon heard. 

Towards the .morning when the (;arriage stopped to change 
horses, the Chaldean gaped widely, Le Blond could not contain 
himself any longer and said: “ To speak with sincerity, do you 
think me fool enough to believe that I have dreamt, and been 
lying in a swoon this quarter of a year, that — 

The Chaldean whistled a morning song. Le Blond conti- 
nued : I can now give you the most undisputable proofs, that I 
am awake, and that I actually was the husband of the Duchess.” 

Mr. Abnbeker did not allow him to go on, he addressed him in 
a thundering voice, but in a wildly strange language of which 
Le Blond understood not a word. 

Speak to me in a ww that I may understand you !” 

" You are right Mr. Le Blond, I forgot myself!” Said the 
Chaldean continuing in an angry tone of voice, and pressing his 
hand much harder than reasonably could be expected from a 
man of three hundred and thirteen years : “ All my warning is 
then in vain. . Already you have by your perseverir^; folly 
diminished yohr fortune. Forget your dream, may its ’foolish 
contents never more pass your lipS, nor do you write a word of 
it : with these conditions, you will once see me again ; but 
should you not strictly adhere to it, never. 

With these words the door of the carriage was opened, the 
Chaldean dismoUhted, the same moment a broad shouldered 
robust fellow entered unceremoniously, took his seat opposite 
Le Blond, and immediately after the carriage drove off in full 
speed. 

^ these new arrangements Le Blopd felt thunder-struc^ ; 
his wonder was not all diminished when his new travelling com- 
panion drew forth a pistol saying : “ That is well loaded ^e, 
then took out a long knife : “ That is very sharp, will yon try 
the sharpness of its point with your finger ?” 

“ I feel not the least inclination for it ” replied the terrified Le 
Bltmd : r believe you bn your word. But why all these cere- 
monies?” ^ • 

f At the first outcry, or the least sqspicious rao^n, W1 have 
the iuMaipar tO' plunge thus knife in your . body, ' or sbodd I not 
have i^asure to be near enough to you, to aim a ball 
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through your brains. In the meanwhile 1 must request you to 
allow me to blindfold you. 

Slit why 80? asked the ilrembling lace maker. 

“ Because you are my prisoner,” replied the frightful neigh- 
bour, presenting a piece of cloth. 

Are yOu ^eady ? he continued jiointing with his knife towards 
bis heart. 

Le Blond in despair advanced bis head towards the cloth, 
for such a convincing invitation required little argument. His 
eyes were soon so hermeticSlly shift that he could not perceive a 
glimpse of daylight. 

Our adventurer had now full leisure to make philosophical 
reflections, for his companion became as mute as a fish. He i%- 
pented having had any thing to do with the Chaldean, and he 
was sorry to nave exasperated him when once engaged, by which 
means he had forfeited the treasure. He took the resolution to 
follow his admonitions punctually, at least by so doing he had the 
hope of seeing the magician again. 

1 don’t know how long the journey lasted, Le Blond did not 
know himself, for he ijould not distinguish day from night. He 
slept, awoke, fell again asleep, dreamt, awoke again, and found 
the Journey very long because the new mode of travelling with 
closed eyes did not overmuch please him. He was anxious to 
knaw whither he was conducted, and what was to become of 
him, two^questions to which subject his neighbour never replied; 

ALL THINGS AT THE SAME PLACE. 

" Dismount if you please,” said his neighbour. Le Blond 
obeyed. He felt himself on terra firma, but did not know where ; 
he was waiting for what was to happen further. He heard the 
carriage roiling away. Still he remained motienless. After a. 
considerable while, he ventured to ask several questions. Ho 
reply. At last he hazarded to lift the bandage a Uttle. The 
poniard of his neighbour was not felt. . He tore the bandage 
from his eyes, he did not see the better for it; all was dark. 
The •poor Le Blond was*afraid of liaving turned blind, “ Oh 
God, miut I experiende sudi a calamity ! would 1 were dead !” 
Continuing to lament the loss of bis eyes; he happened to 
tmrn, when to his inexpressible jpy he saw a number of; lig|^ 
from the windows of a long range of houses. He vieived thn 
place more nanrou^y. It was the r«11 known street Qi| Natoni* 
he was before his own lAiop, but ii was.shat,it was peiiitqistoid^ 
night. ■ 

After knocking a long time at the 4^ to 

opcthitfhe^ksbif asleep; when 8% 

W4acn, lh30; "0 3 
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he was right glad to see him again, and took up the travelling 
trunk placed before his door. 

The following morning or rather nm>n (for Mr. Le Blond had 
a long sleep) he found all things in their former place. The in- 
terval of time of his absence appeared like a dream. All appear- 
ed the result of the diabolical tracks of the pretended, Chaldean ; 
perhaps Beelzebub himself, who had pitched on him for some 
Satanic purpose. What was to be done now ? He soon found 
that he would be obliged to attend again in his lace shop on his 
customers who during his absence sCemed to have forgotten the 
vay to his warehouse. 

The less he had to do in his magazine the more assiduous 
he was in his visits to the jasmin bower, in the hope of seeing 
again his beloved Carolina. But all in vain. He stepped more 
than twenty times a day to his garden, Carolina was not to bo 
seen. But the oftener he returned to the bower the more the 
memory of the Duchess became faint, the stronger the recollec- 
tion of the charming Carolina; the happy moments during the 
lessons ; the eternal vows of fidelity and love. To be sure the re- 
collection of the circumstances witii the puches.s of Mottier were 
not strictly speaking in accord with his vow of his eternal fide- 
lity ; he was afraid lest his dear Carolina might have kept 
her vow of fidelity in the same manner. He endeavoured to con- 
vince himself that all was but a dream, yet his tender conscience 
reproached him, that infidelity in a dream, was still infidelity. 

Towards evening he ran up and down before the sluyp of the 
shsters Bienvenuto, but alas, all his voyages of discovery were 
vain. He saw no more the handsome Carolina. 

The following day brought him still worse news. General do 
Fano and his family — despair seized him— had left Namur some 
weeks ago, probably for Italy. On hearing this he ran to his 
room, threw him.self on his bed and cried like a child. Life 
was now a burden to him. He cursed his melancholy fate, 
and the impious Abubeker, who had cheated him of his fidelity, 
had made him lose his ^customers, had despoiled him of his 
Hukedom and deprived him of Carolilia. > 

But one cannot always curse and weep. The poor Le Blond 
was reduced to sell lace again and to measure out silk. Of his 
adventures he did not say a word, however much he was urged by 
his friends. Without the express forbidding of the Chaldean he 
woidd have kept silence, forme heard from learned men that there 
was no such place in the known world hs Linden, Mottier, nor 
even Valerien files Anges. 

V AMw six months he had forgotten all excqit Cardina, then 
agai^he experienced a 
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NEW CHALDEAN PRANK. 

He received one day %iniongst other commercial letters, one^ 
to the address of M. De Blond de Beaulieu. The town, street, 
number of his house were so accurately given, that the address 
could not mean any onp else bid himself. That Le was changed 
into a noble De did not surprise him, it might be a mistake, but 
the addition de Beaulieu made him wonder. He opened tho 
letter. It was dated from^ Beaulieu in the Government of Lan- 
guedoc. The letter was signed Louis Favier, and the following 
were the contents : That as M. V alerien des Anges had purchased 
all the landed property together with all its rights, tkc. &c. for 
M. Up. Blond, he as superintendant begs to recommend himself 
to the favour of his Lordship, &c. Accompanying was the deed 
of conveyance in the usual tedious forensic style. Among these 
papers he found the following note. 

“ Sir, 

Herewith the treasure is changed into one of the most agree- 
able and advantageous estates. Enjoy it in silence ! 

. ABUBEKER.’’ 

The annual rent of that estate alone amounted to more than 
the whole value of his stock in trade. 

Le Blond could not believe all this to be true, for that Abnbeker 
should have left Chaldea, and at such an advanced age as three 
hnndre^ and thirteen years, should have nothing better to do 
than to hunt for a good soul to lift treasures for him, appeared, 
impossible. He read over those papers, however and as the vari- 
ous informations as to the reality of the existence of that estate 
were afiirmative, his incredulity began to shake. To have all 
doubts cleared, he took heart and went up to the president Du 
Baillage in whose house he lived. When ht was noticed at 
last, he said he had inherited the property of an aunt at Ghan- 
dernagore in Bengal, that he had in consequence purchased the 
dwellings and lands of Beaulieu in Languedoc, &c. &c. The pre- 
sident who had never condescended to take the least notice of 
his*tenant, was thunder struck when he heard of the riches of the 
young man. The question was to look into the validity of those 
documents. When he found the signatures correct, he made him 
a friendly smiling bow, calling him : “ my dear friend !* After 
having ascertained the correctness of the various seals : " My 
best M. Le Blond,” ,he exclaimed when he remarked the sum 
of purchase, amf when he read of over the long list of lights, &c. 
he got np from his seat and called him. “ M. De Beaulieu.” 

From the rising politeness of the proud president he saw that 
for this time the Chaldean had treated him hon^ly ; a chair was 
politely ofiered to him. His lace shop was stiled a singular 
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fancy. The president had several marriageable daughters, and he 
was pressingly invited to renew his visit®. A whole unoccupied 
story, stabling, equipages, kitchen, cdlar, were ofiered to him. 
He was pently reproached for his long neglect in never having 

E aid a visit before, and the president seemed quite delighted with 
is company. When he had withdrawn, the young ladies agreed 
with the old Papa, that Mr. Dc Beaulieu was a betwitching 
man. 

The report of his large accession of riches spread soon over 
the whole town of Namur. His shop and stock in trade was 
immediately disposed of. Congratulations, and invitations from 
the first houses crowded upon him. The whole town pretended 
to be related to him. 

Though till then his sole occupation had been to make money 
now all on a sudden so miraculously possessed of so much wealth, 
he did not feel the happier — Carolina was wanting. Namur 
seemed a desert to him. He resolved to travel (he lour quarters 
of the globe in search of her, but as such long travels require 
money he directed his way first to Languedoc to take possession 
of the cash collected by his intendant Louis Favier. 

THE LAST APPEARANCE OP THE CHALDEAN. 

In his way to Beaulieu, passing the night in an Hotel in the 
town of Alby, when he first opened his eyes he saw the Chaldean 
standing befo;‘e him, who addressing him said : “ M. de' Blond 
I promised to see you once more.”» 

“ It is very agreeable to me,” said the surprised Le Blond, 
" but Abuheker” — 

"Silence my name here is not Abubeker, but Valerien des 
Anges. I have fulfilled my promise towards you, and to accom- 
plish all your desires, accept of the invitation you will receive to- 
day. I am now returning to Chaldea, but even there through my 
faithful spirits, I shall know if you keep your dream a secret. 
Beware not to communicate, it to any one else, or all your fortune 
will vanish.” 

. So, saying he went away. Towm'ds noon, a well dressed gen- 
tleman came to invite him in the name of the Archbishop tb 
dinner at his palace in the Fauxbourg Chateaux Neuf. He ac- 
cepted of the invitation, yet it appeared steange to him. How 
came the Archbishop to know him? Since Le Blond had been 
onca Duke, though only in a clreain, nothing was easier for him 
than to act the Nobleman. The Archbishops’ court hence did 
nut piiglex the ex-lace and silk trader. When be reached the 
pala^b ; we Archbishop with a number of Gentlemen were walk- 
ing dp gn4 down in the magiuficent garden. The salutations 
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were soon over, they all seemed to know him. All spoke with 
admiration of his beautiful villa. They all complained that cir- 
cumstances had compelled his friend Yalerien des Anges to de- 
part so suddenly. 

“ We must become better acquainted,” said an old gentleman 
with a stiffteg : “ by ypur purchase of Beaulieu we have become 
the nearest neighbours. 1 am General de Fano. My daughter 
remembers to have become aquainted with you sometime ago in 
Namut.” , . 

The young man turned red and pale. The old General per- 
ceived it and smiled, lend me said he, your arm for a support ; the 
young girl is yonder iu that jasmin bower of which she seems to 
be very fond, she knows that you are here. 

he Blond trembled as if seized with a fever. He did not deny 
being acquainted with her, nor did he deny many other things 
which appeared strange to him. He continued with more 
courage” “ I wish my friend Mr. Valerien des Anges had told 
you all — that, for example, I should like too, to become the 
nearest neighbour of your heart.” 

“ Tliat he did very Jionestly.” replied the General, “ he might 
have told you that I’ll be happy to welcome you as my son-in- 
law.” 

Le Blond unmanned by surprise and overjoyed, would in 
giatitude, have thrown himself at the old General’s feet had his 
daught^ not made her appearance at that instant. 

Whji relate more. All went on in the prosaib form. The 
Chaldean had done all, and well. The general who had retired 
with a still' leg and a moderate fortune, was glad to accept of 
such a rich son-in-law. M. De Beaulieu was proclaimed bride- 
groom at the Archbishop’s table. Shall I relate the splendour of 
the nuptitUs ? That of all the splendour Le Blond found nothing 
so splendid as the tear of joy in Carolina's eye as she fell in his 
arms, when for a moment they were left alone. “ lo amo !” ex- 
clained she, “ tu ama?” said he, pressing her to his lips. After a 
while, almost expiring in the fulness^of their hearts, they lisped : 
“ Noi amamo !” They conjugated further. A proof they- had 
not altogether forgotten the lessons which they had so pleasantly 
Studied at Namur. But without following the author from whom 
I have this history, who is very prolix in his description of the. 
marriage ceremony and the alter scenes; suffice it to say that 
Le Blond and Carolina — what tltey never could have hoped, 
became man an!) wile, and the history with the exception of a 
trivial circumstance is finished. Were it oh^ a romance and 
not a true history, it would be easy enough to give it a romantic 
end. But history gives no latitude to the histoiiaa. 
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THE VEIL. 


Five years had elapsed (says the French original writer) before 
Carolina could tell her husband the further consequences of con- 
jugation, when the handsome mother of a lovely boy received a 
remarkable present not on the very birthday but a few weeks 
afterwards. • ^ 

It was a beautiful pearl necklace and a veil, with the following 
lines ! » 

“Happy being! Receive this as -a present, on your child’s 
account, from a happy woman who envies you no longer ! Your 
husband, if he can, may now tell you who I am.” 

Le Blond was sent for to confess. When he looked at the chit, 
he turned as pale as death : Gracious God ! the hand writing 
of the Duchess of Mottier 

He had scarcely uttered these words when he was terrified at 
having betrayed the secret which the Chaldean had warned him 
80 much to keep, but after reading the lines and looking at the 
veil, “ 0 ha!” said he, the veil of the Countess St, Sylvain who 
once wanted to make me her secretary, only because I assisted 
her to rise from a fall on the hill of the cattle in Namur.” 

A young wife does not easily forget such things. She did 
not cease to tease Le Blond for further information. But in 
vain. 

Carolina suspected what never had entered Le Blond’s head. 
Yet all their inquiries remained fruitless. Duchess of Mottier! 
Countess De St. Sylvain! no such names were known 'M. De 
Beaulieu and his fair lady could never learn more ! 

■' ■ — V. R. 


SONNET. 


yHE SHOOE JOAGON, RANGOON, 

Oh ! it is splendid, this — a glorious gleam 
Of fairy land ! i/diile now the rising sun 
Routs o’er the forests one rich glowing stream 
Of beauty and of li^ht I — doth it not stun 
Each sense, to view that bright, aspiring dome. 

Lifting its golden pride so high in air. 

And, like a lighted pyre of glory, there 
Gleaming, in might and majesty ?— but, come. 

Ascend the platform —now, —oh, heavens ! how grand 
A pile is this to grace Is heathen land ! 

And all around how beautiful !-^the foam 
Of seak and rivers, — bills, and woods, and lakes. 

And every form fantastic nature takes, 

Here shine upon ihe eye,— a scene most brightly fair ? 
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LILY OP LARA. 

\ 

Lo^Iy the lily^ that by Lara's side 
Urinks the giad waters of the Lara’s tide 
Lara is glad when on her roots he plays 
Joys not the sun that warms her with his rays? 

Shall 1 not go the lovely lily bring? 

Shall 1 not go, andito the lily sing? 

Fairest of flowers ! Oh wilt thou come to me ? 

Wilt thou the first of all my garden be? 

Shall thou not bear of all the highest place ? 

Shall not all others fade before thy face ? 

Let me rejoice, when morning shews tliee bright 
Let me rejoice, when with thee lives my night 
Come to ray arms, and in my bosom rest, 

Gome to my arms, and let my soul be blest.” 

Who is the lily that by Lara’s ^de 
Drinks the glad waters of the Lara's tide ? 

Is it not Merjan, of the flowing hair 
Dark as the nights on Zabra’s mountains are ? 

Is it not Merjan, of the downcast eye, 

Whose looks for ever in our bosom lie ? 

Is she not fair as happy Yemen’s bow’r? 

Of Yemen’s viigins is she not the flower? 

Oh Virgins come ! ayay’d in all thy charms! 

Oh Virgin come ! and nestle in mine arms ! 

Mother of many children shalt thou be. 

Lions thy sons — thy daughters like to thee !” 

Why should I ct^me, you^i of the desert wide ? 

Wilt thou not leave me when I am thy briJle ? 

Will not thy love to other fair be borne. 

And I but pitied, or but laughed to scorn ?” 

Never, Oh never ! will I leave thee fair! 

Virgin Lara! by jny tribe I sv^ar. 

Oh, if I leave thee be acciirs’d my fame. 

Mock’d by niy people ! and despis’d my name 

Thanks ! thanks I thou Virgin of the flowing hair 
Dark as the nights on Zabra’s mountains are ! 

Thanks ! thanks I thou Virgini of the downcast eye 
Whose looks Tor ever in our bosom lie ! 

I'hanks ! to the lily, that by Lara’s side * 

Drinks the glad waters of the Lara’s tide.” 

Lodowicb: BaaRT the Younobr. 
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On dreary Ireland's sterile^ Polar plains. 

Or looked in frosty or drench’d melting snows^ 
The cloud-compelling viintelr sternly rtigiis : 

Yet peace is there, and every virtue blows ; 

Warm constant love, and faith that never feigns. 
And all unknown rrniors^’s veng<^ful pains. 

But in the Isles that gem the tropic sea 
Where verdurous groves re-echo to the strains 
Of nature’s minstrelsy, and seem t6 be 
The seats where mercy builds her chosen ueit. 

Not all that genial Heaven-descended plea 
Avails to make the stormy passions rest, 

'J'here slaves are steep’d in abject, deep despair. 

Or troop rebellious by the torches’ glare. 


SONNET, 


To- 

Our paths are desolate, and far apart — 

Our early dreams have vanished — Never more 
May we together mingle, as before. 

Our fond impassioned spirits. Quick tears start 
As eager memories rush upon my heart. 

And rend oblivion’s veil.' E’en now the store 
Of star like spells that softly glimmered o’er 
/I'he twilight maze of youth, a moment dart 
Their clouded beams on Care’s reverted eye I 
Alas I the promise of the past hath been* 

A brief though dear delusion ! — Alf things fly 
My onward way, and mock the lengthening scene— 
Tlirough Life’s dim mist thy form oft seemeth nigh. 
Though lone and distant as the Night’s fair Queen. 
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Caleb Williams. 

Admiral Benbow. 

JBrumbold. 

Humbold. 

Fumbold. 

Ghosts, 

Guy Fawkes. " 

Heliadora, daughter of Caleb Williams* 

British sailors ^Bandittiy more Ghosts^ Crusaders y^c. 

ACT. 1st. 

% 

SCENE 1st. — A dark wood — thunder and lightning y — cur^ 
tain draws and discovers Banditti in ambuscade. 

Chorus of Banditti. 


Assassins., 


Then my noble hearts be bold. 
Full Chorus . — Then my noble hearts be bold. 


TRIO, • • 

Grumboldy Fumbold and Humbold. 

If our cave is dark as night 
Beauties eyes shall make it bright^ 

^ If we’re .chill’d in this wild storm> 

Rosy wine shall make us warm. 

Chorus . — Rosy wine shall make us warm; 

Hum. — ^Death and the devil^ comrades ! this sharp north wind 
will cut the traveller’s throats, and leave us only the trouble of 
examining their baggage. 

Ornnes. — Ha ! JSa ! Ha ! . 

Grum. — I believe that is the part of otir duty that suits you 
best. 

Hum. — ^Death and the devil,, is my courage questioned ? 
Grum.— Out can’t question what does not exist, 

A 4 



ill THE ESSENCE OE ENdUSH SERIOUS OPERA. 

Agitated music — Hnm. draws his dagger — Band interfere 

a group— thunder and lightning. 

Fum.—Come, come — friends all, no drawing steel where it 
can only be crimson’d by the blood of a friend. 

Omnes. — They must be friends. 

Bum. ^ 

and > Well if it is the general wish ? 

Grum.j 

All . — It is, and by the magnificence of the blue lightning t— 

Sudden music expressing agitation and reconcilement of 
friends ! with the distant approach of a carriage and six 
horses. 

Enter fAe Captain op Banditti, Ac is masked and habited 
in black with black gloves, and pocket handkerchief. He has 
four brace of pistols in his belt, two daggers, a long sword 
and a cutlass — with a double barrelled gun on each arm. 

Capt . — How now mutinous slaves ? ( The Banditti fall on 
their knees.) For ever brawling ? let one but stir, a look, or 
breath while 1 am nigh, but as I command, and he had better 
have been bom with a powder magazine in his belly. 

Banditti. — Pardon, gracious Captain. 

Capt . — You have it — but beware. — ^Your infernal noise has 
deafened you to that which ought to have sounded to your ears, 
like the tinkle of the wine cup to the Bacchanal, or tb«^ rustling 
breeze to the*becalmed mariner, listen. 

Chorus of Banditti. 

Hnsh ! Hush ! we can, count each plash. 

Of the run drops as thev fall ; 

We can bear the rats their white teeth gnash 
And the cricket’s shrilly call. 

Capt.—ThdX has nothing to do with it* 

Chorus of Banditti. 

And now we hear 
More clear, more plear 
Onr. destined prey approach, ' 

It CQines at last 
My mates stand fast, 

Tis the Paddington stage ceaoli* ' 

(bnnra—TiB the Paddington stage coach. 



mB ESSENCE OF f^OLISH SERIOUS OPERA. 

Enter STAGE Coach — Hurried music— Bugles — Drumsr--a 
desperate conflict ensues^ outside passengers are killed^ the 
guard falls covered with glory — and the scene closes with 
the triumph of the Bai^DITTI, and a group expressing the 
Joy of the victors and consternation of the vanquished. 


0 • 

Scene 2nd.— TAc Robber's cave. 

Enter Alonzo^ Prince of Tartary y and Admiral Benbow 
in chains — slow and pathstic music. 

j1/owj 50.— Three tedious years — native land, alas ! 

Recitative and Air» 

Oh Heliadora, grief has barbed the dart 
More keenly, of Captivity’s stern chain, 

When shall 1 press thee to this aching heart? 

When shall 1 see my native laud again ? 

Air. 

My native land, my native land ! 

Alas ! what woes are mine. 

When wandering on a foreign stradd 
While hopes, wjiile fears combine 
I'o call before my dreaming soul 
As by encliantmenl’s wand 
The happy hours that used to roll 
In thee my native land. 

When last thy beach, my native land> 

\Vas fading from iny sight, 

A form stood on the distant sand 
Of nil on earth most bright ; 

But never more again in mine 
Shall rest that snowy hand. 

Condemned away from her to pine 
And tliee my native land. 

Ben. — Nay messmate, never haul over the slack of misfortune, 
nor let the Hulk float into the tideway of despair. One English- 
niaii can always beat a dozen loblolly boys of any other liaiid, 
and though d’ye see, my hands are belay ’d in these here lubber- 
ly bilboes, yet my heart’s as free and as sound as English oak|» 
so the king and old England for ever. 

Song. 

When first Britain’s flag floated over the sea, 

Like a sun-burst it dazzled all slaved^ 

But glad were the eyes of the brave and the free 
As tliey saw it shine over the \?aves. ^ . 

Then a fig for our foes 
Though they’re twenty tp one 
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Shall ve flinch from the tbalQe boys— ^nairer ! 

J^ut .while tlie light bucnis ^ 

Or when victor j's won 

Sing the king and old England ever ! 

Our country’s the pride and the boast of the main 
It’s daughters are fair as iU foam^ , 

Our vales shine with flowers while c'orn clotlies each plain 
And dear is our loved native home. 

Then a fig for our i'oes, ^c. ^ 

Exit Benbow. 

Alonzo. — ^Three tedious years. But soft who comes. 1 will 
retire and observe. 

Expressive music Alonzo retires sUiwly — expressing by 
his actions the eloquent regrets of a heart tom by exile and 
keenly alive to the beauties of external nature, from the 
contemplation of which he is (by a strange fatality and not 
to be believed series of, apparently, and without some extra- 
ordinary good fortune not likely to be speedily terminated) 
accidents for ever debarred. < 

Enter Banditti. — Headed by the Captain still masked — 
Grumbold and Humbold dragging in Heliadora, violent 
music. 

Capt. Halt. — Comrades, have you stabbed all the passengers. 
All. — Aye.^ y 

Capt. — Have you brought in ^e booty. 

All . — Aye. 

What the three Portmanteaus, the Warwickshire 
cheese, and the brown paper parcel addressed to Smith, Timkin- 
son, Williams ^nd RutherCord ? 

All. — Aye. 

Ca/>t.-^Then divide the spoil amongst you — ^here (pointing to 
Seliddora) is 

Grumhold, 
and 

Humbold 

Haliadora.- 

Capt. — (To the Band) Retire to the Inner Cave. ’ 

Banditti retire. — Music e^ressive pf a sullen spirit of dis- 
content and a disposition to resist authority. 

Capt. — Gem of Beauty — behold me at thy feet — ^by thy bright 
eyes 1 swear ! — by those lips wfaieh i^ame the ruby ! 

, Me^^ra.—ldp\dL presumptuous man-^behold, in nte the af- 
$a^^eAl>ride of Alonzo, J^nce of Tortsry. 


my snare. 

^ ( aside) — Hah ! ! »• 

—Merciful heaven for what am I reserved? 
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,Capt . — By heavens ! It glads my heart to hear thee say so-^ 
revenge and love both gratified— Ha ! Hal Ha! Ha! (Laugh9 
convulsively.) 

Helia. — Revenge ? \ 

Capt . — ^Aye by the flames of Etna — Revenge ! Once the cap- 
tive of his hated arm — curse on the failing steel that made me so 
— but now ? • • 

Helia . — Oh spare me — spare me— here on my knees — ^behold 
these streaming eyes — these wild, dishevelled locks — these pal- 
lid lips. • • 

Capt . — Spare thee ? — aye when the Lion spares the Lamb— 
thus — thus. 

Heliadora . — Mercy — Mercy — ^Alonzo ! 

At this instant a horn sounds — agitated and terrific music 
— the Captain after a rnomeufs hesitation strikes his fore^ 
head and rushing up the rocks disappears through a secret 
passage^li.t]i^iixr^. fall on her knees in an attitude of devo^ 
tion. 

Alonzo. — At the same instant rushes in exclaiming Who 
calls Alonzo V 

Heliadora. — (Kising) — Heavens that voice I 

Alonzo . — ’Tis she ! 

Helia . — ’Tis he !! 

They fly into each other's arms, at that moment the Banr 
ditti pour in from vtmer cave — wild and plaintively fe- 

rociouss music expressive of the pleasure of^the reunitetf 
lovers and their despair atjhis fresh separation, together 
ivith the various feelings which agitate the desperate beings 
by whom they are surrounded-^while this action is proceed^^ 
ing, at the front of the stage. Admiral Benbow is seen in 
full uniform, climbing up the rugged sides ofJ;he cavern with 
immense energy and activity — he makes his way towards the 
secret door, which the Captain has left open in his hasty 
flight — as he reaches it, the Banditti perceive him — they fit^e 
a volley — the Admiral shakes his chains in triumph, shouts 
the t'iCing and Old Englwd for everr' and disappears through 
the secret door — the drop falls to music and a Tableau expres- 
sive of the events which have passed and those which are to 
he anticipated. 

KKP OP ACT THE FIRST. 


The Wood— Thunder and LightniW 

“ Caleb Williams discovered standing on the centre of the 
stage by a hollow oak^^ bugle horn is di his lips, he blows 
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o long wild blost, agitated tnusic,^~H Gapitano springs front 
the oak, — thunder and lightning. 

CVi/efi.— Welcome— my horn hath sounded thrice. 
Capitano.—\ was, f 

Caleb . — ^What ? 

Capitano. — ( After a long pause) busy — ^he must not suspect. 
(Aside.) '' ' ■ ' 

Is all ready ? 

Caleb . — ^This night, 

Capitano . — This night, ‘ • 

Caleb. — Victory ! . • 

Capitano . — Liberty ! ! 

Caleb, — Fredom. — ! ! 1 
Capitano. — Heliadora ! ! ! ! 

Ca/efi.— What name was that ? 

Capt. — Name — I mentioned none. 

Caleb . — By heaven ’twas one which w'aken’d all my woes ! 
Capt . — I must dissemble (Aside ) — Friend of my soul how did 
it happen to do that ? 

Caleb . — ^Alas ! this miserable night my daughter was by Ruf- 
fians carried ofl'. — Even now my heart's distracted from the mighty 
act we have to do by thoughts of my lost Haliadora. 

Capt . — Heavens is it possible — what marble bowelle'd villains 
did the deed ? 

(Benbow is seen cautiously rising from the hollow of the 
oak, he heant the last speech.) 

Caleb . — Upon my soul, I caiiu^t for my life give a conjectural 
guess — but would to heaven they stood before me now ! 

(Wild but resolute music.) 

(Benbow Springs from the oak and rushes forward be- 
tween Caleb Williatns anU II Capitano — he points to the- 
latter and cries “ behold their chief' — a group— thunder 
and lightning.) 

Caleb . — Ha ! is it true ? 

Sen.— Yes by Heaven 

Capt.— Die both and keep my secret ! He rushes at Cfaleb 
Williams a»d aim# a Wow at his head with his sabre— 
Benbow interposes and receives it on his chain which he draws 
tight and holds in the fashion of guard, the blow severs tJte 
chain — Benbow draws frotn II Capitano’s belt his additional 
sword a desperate combat ensues.. The , Bobber Chief is gra- 
dually forced back towards the oak into the hollow of which 
wni dijoppeartf— Caleb Williams who is unarmed 
intense interest during the fight and at its conclu- 
sion falls onhis knife sbith one hand on. his heart and the other^ 



the essence of BNfltLISH SERIOUS OP^A. S19 

pointing towards the upper gallery — Music during the whole 
action expressing its progress, 

Benb. — My eyes what a squall ! What cheer Brother ? I think 
somehow that Jack in the b|x there, pretty near scuttled your nob. 

Caleb, — Thanks my gallant preserver, but bow have I been 
deceived. ^ 

Benb, — hy in the Voyage of life Master Caleb we do now 
and then fall in with Cruizers, that carry false colours, but if so 
be that they lure you to the shoals of destruction, or give you a 
birth on the lee shore of falsehood, you have only to overhaul 
your signals for an Englishman, and if one is in sight he’ll soon 
warp you out into the smooth water of truth, and bring you to 
safe moorings in the harbour of sincerity. 

SONG. 

When first I saw my lovely Nan, 

Her eyes like Cupid’s darts 
Were form’d to conquer haughty man 
And make her queen of hearts. 

But the breeze that blows our goodTsbip home. 

Shall welcome be to me. 

For it bears me \o my native land 
And — lovely Nan— to thee. 

2 . 

When last I saw my charming girl 
The wind was from the north; 

But none, wiiere’er the breakers curl. 

Can equal her in worth, • 

But the breeze that blows, &c. &c. 

3. 

And soon I hope a smiling cot. 

With Woodbines crowned — may be, 

A witness of the happy lot. 

Of lovely Nail and me. 

But the breeze that blows, &c. &c. 

Caleb. — (Who has bmn lost in^ thought during the song) 
Yes, no longer will I league with traitors — he who can violate 
tlte ties of Friendship and tear a daughter from her Father’s 
arms, can neither feel a patriot’s ardour, or wish the general 
welfare of mankind. 3Iy brave preserver listen to my words, a 
vile conspiracy hatch’d to destroy our glorious constitution — I, 
in a moment of imagined wrong, have madly joined* 

Benb, — What — can T believe my ears ? • 

Caleb, — ^Tbe offence is venal, and nobly will 1 expiate it, but 
how ? now— even now— the minute U band, bad we but aid 
dU night be well, - ' . 
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{jCheh strikes merciful Heaven ! iif hdf ai» 

hour more they fire the train. 

.vH«Mij.-.-riljperwhor^ventitt 
Caleb.— uselesa, your rash valcfor will only bring destruc- 
tion on yourself. , 

He»&.-^No matter, it is a British Seaman’s pride to die for 
his king, and country. 

{Music “ Rule Britannia,” He is rushmg^ towards the hot-' 
low oak when groups of sailors enter hastily from the forest 
and the wings) 

Benb. — Stand there— What ! Is it possible ! 

Sailors. — Can we believe our eyes I 

Benb. — It is — It is — my own gallant crew— rushes into their 
arms — they hoist him on their shoulders, and unfurl the 
British flag — Loud and long cheering.) 

Benb. — But my gallant friends how did you find me ?' 
Sailors. — We have sought you in the forest these three years. 
Benb. — Yon are come in a lucky moment. Traitors conspire 
against our glorious constitution- — shall they live ? 

Sailors. — No ! 

Benb. — They are ten to one. 

Sailors. — ^Lubbers ! 

Benb. — Will tou follow me ? 

Sailors. — ^To Erebus ! — 

Grand Chorus. 

Hurri),! Hurra ! Hurra ! 

’Tis victory poiftts the way, 

Though canons roar. 

And bullets pour. 

They cannot bid us stay. — (Bts.) 

, Soh Benbow. 

If the girls of out hearts should behold us return. 

Bright garlands they’ll weave for the brave. 

But if not, each will bend o’er her own hero’s urn 
And hallow his glorious grave. 

Chorus. 

Hurra ! Hurra ! Hurra ! 

’I’is victory points the way, 

’Though canons roar. 

And bullets pour. 

They cannot bid us staj^v— (Bts.) , ^ 

f Clreihd ehorufi^ , htcludiugi audienee^-^vle- Britimnia— Bri* 
.tilimim^^ilidea the Waves/ for Britons never, fiever, sever neVer, 

'»I».QF,fHlnECO»B.aCT. ■ '/ 
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ACT. 3d. — S cene 1. 

^The Cave — en one side a large barrel, marked " ^unpow* 
der/’ in the centre a marked " Powder Magazine"’ — 

above which is the secret door, cj&o marked " Gunpowder*’ 
Alonzo and Heliadora chained to the rocks on each side of 
the stage — Vie Banditti form *a group in the centre^^low 
and expressive music as the drop scene rises. 

Chorus of Banditti. 

All is ready — Death Mid dooiti. 

Hover in ilie cavern*s gloom> 

111 the subten anean air, 

"i'he lates a traitor’s end prepare. 

' Solo Grumbold, 

Now the owl is hooping loud. 

Now ill Candles hangs the sltroud> 

Colhiis iVoni the tire grate boom. 

Ail tore tel a traitor’s doom. 

Chorus. • 

Prepare— Prepare — Prepare ! ! /— 

Alonzo . — Wliy must I die ? how have I deserved to be tom 
from life and Heliadora ? 

' You Would destroy one band ? 

Alonzo. — itti — to your faces — aye ! — 

Heliadora . — ^Alonzo in mercy hold ! 

Alonzo. — Never — ^Heliadora — ^were I to love hondr less would 
you love me more? • 

Helia . — The sword that pierces thee, slays more than one. 

Alonzo . — It unites us in death. 

Helia . — Love ! 

Alonzo . — Glory ! ! 

Helia.— kXoxizo ! ! ! 

Alonz . — Heliadora ! ! ! ! 

Fumb. — Enough, prepare for death — you Sir, as a traitor who 
would destroy our gallant^band, you Madam as one whose fatal 
beauty might tend to disunite it. 

Alonzo and Heliadora — to die together thanks, a thou* 

aand thanks. 

Alonzo. — ^Alas ! 

Helia . — Wherefore that sigh ? . 

waj; for thee alone. 

Sigh not for me, born in the land of glnry and of stond 
Where the bleak wind hurtles the azure mist round the bold 
castles of my forefathers, I have been taught, even from childhood’s 
hour, to look at dissolution but as nothing wkeu wei**‘h'd *gaiost 
love or lionor. 
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When f tHtik oTjkhe Hllr iii my aih dear kad* 
A tear blinks in my ee, / 

For tiiern the sacred altm atano. 

Of honpr and liberty.'^ 

And ihe Highland Lads • 

With their bonny plaids, 

Frotn strath and corrie pour 
To add new fame. 

To that we claim, * * 

For Scotland’s bright claymore ! 


Honor to Scotland^ bonnets of blqe. 

To the hands that bear her glaive, 

'Jo the Plaiddie o V those hearts as true. 
And leal as they all are breve, 

1 he streams that flaw. 

The airs that blaw, 

Frae Caledonia wild } 

Are dearer far. 

Than sun or stnr, ^ . 

To her own mountain child* 


(-Asicfe) Ac song, the words of other days, soften my 
Soul. I will save Hiem, but 'twill be dangerous — no matter, for Pro- 
yidence who^uards Ae sea boy in the tempest’s blast, atd shields 
the solder on the field of battle— will not forget the child* of virtue 
in the hour ^of distress.) , * • 

iX^.^-^umbold, you muse. 

JPum.-^Aye — how to protract their agony* 

Mtrni , — Sha^ we try? ,, 

Fum . — No first to supper ; meat and mags never hinder’4 work, 
remember prisoners your doom is fixed in half an hour— j^u die 
•^ome comrades— to the jpys of the hoard* ^ 

Chorus of BanAiitu 

Away to the joys of the taUe * 

While the j^aggons are reeling about 
Weel relieve mein as fast as we’re able 
From die liquor that isauses the rout 


r 


As they repeat the lust HneMey msfcA Ojp^Fumhold ting* 
fr$ behind. v" , " - ’ ■ .. . 

am mjt iwhat I sbem isny nainf 


MU 



ipt issEOENCK owiBmusmjeamim 

TAe at€t§§ Dark. 

JET eliadora ffeh far thd hay, md ufUaioha k$r eAmns. ^ 

I Duett 

She — Guide me 1 ot 4— thy torches light 
Can turn to day this cavern^ 

Guide her Jove — thy torelies ray 
Can turn this cavern’s night to day. 

^/la^Hist love Hist — Oh do not foar ! 

Thy faithful Heliadora’s par*. 

He — This way> this*way 
She— 

He — Hasten — ^Hasten 

S/ie — Love — I ffy 

Sow,'^ . 

She — Tis swert ta see tlie' tlcylhrlc roria 
From captive cage set free, 

But sweeter when the joys of love 
Combine with liberty. 

He — ’Tis precious from a hand wh prise 
: To ij«|iii so blest a boon 
While jojrfut shine the summer skies 
And blooms the verdant June. 

Both — This way — this way — I am nigh 
Haaten^Hasten«-4ove^ — Ifiy* 

Heliadora. — Vnlaeh Alorma-B rhaim^iheff emhra/ta^^^n 
and kneel to appropriate music-^atthisdnstanta dolo* 
^rous and lUguWioui notse is herntd-^the secret door is thtdwr^ 
ppen, and li Captiano appear splaying furiously upon his ham 
— stage lights up Banditti rush in at the same imdant—AXonza 
pad Heliadora to (Heir places and replace iheir chains. 

II Capitano.— AM is )ost— tfcie'enemy are it band— fol- 
low me swifter than my own ^adow^life and dea^ bang trem- 
bling on the win^ bfwd Baasing instant— we have not a moment 
to spare but Providence whd^aards the »a--lmy id the temM 
blc^t, and shields the solder m the field of battle^ will not forget 
Ihe child of virtue in the noar W-dibitress/ 

Song ll Capitano. 

Fling forth our bold banners t¥ee to the merd, 

. Up with our battle cry, sontid the wilddiorn 
** Hark how our swords in their steei scabbards rattle 
. - They pant ibr the joys the glbry of battle^ ^ 

*■ , , ■ , • . j..V 

^ Morn br«»kf < 1 ^ gl<>V;, ^.y 

" '"Sot ruddier stiU ^al{ tlie'^eldtie to'dby. '.J ' 

^ Whenj^e beams of our sabrc« flash W 
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Up"with the, war cry and ont with the hworda 
' Thht have never proved false in the ha ids of their Lords 
On ! and piay he who is traitor or craten 
This night be the least of the wotf and the raven. 


M the end of the song the Banditti Jly to arms— enter at the 
the secret door Benbow, Cnleb Williams — Townseuti and Bow* 
street officers— British seamen — ^Tbc Oxford Blues, &c. &c. 
Thejf/ form across a ledge of rock which runs immediately above 
the powder magasine. 

£e»6o2o.’~>Surrender. 

II Co^Vo«o.— Never ! 

'JBanditti.-*-( Shouting) victory. Liberty, Glory, Death, &c. &e, 

Benhow . — Resistance is in vain. The Blues are quarter’d at 
Datchet*^The Third Bufis occupy Hammersmith, and the Tower 
Hamlets Militia bivouac at the Alpha Cottage8>--your conspiracy 
is discovered and you hafe no hope but in submission. V 

Bimditti.— ^(Driyjping' their swords and pistols) alas ! 

H Capitano. — Death! 

Grumhold . — Hell ! 

JH.umbold. — Confusion 1 

Banditti. — {Despondingly) where shall we look for mercy ? 

Fumbold.-^iSpyjng'iit^^rffiord) here J 

A//.— -From whom ? 

The King ! (pulls off his Hat. Wig, Beard, Coat, and 
Breeches ; and appears inthe magnificient costume of James 
4he Sixth of Scotland, and first of England.) 

All. — ( Kxcept II Capitano) fall on their knees and exclaim, 
—The King ! ! I h ' 

(Grand flourish of Martial Music.) 

II Capitano. — ^Then all indeed is lost ! Cowards, Cravens-I 
however you have not yet subdued 7 

A//.— Whom? 

~Il Capitano. — (Tearinfeffhiema^ with furious majestui 
Gdy Fawkes !!! ! 

A//.— Hah ! Uli ! seize ! arrest ! slay ! 

Guy Then thus I baulk your Malice and am trium- 

phant still !— and characteristic music, expressive of 
the resolution of a bod and dttring mind fp consummate a long 
career of crime by a terrible deed, the pallid apprehension of 
some of the spectators, akd ihe resoluttdn 'of olhe(s neither to 
kc wltt^isied or awed while sfipporlefl^ d sense of 
rectiitidfdnd general Philceitrdflh^^G^Be^^ rushes to 
tie wing ahfl grasps a Unch— he huiries’^^ towards the powdei^ 
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magazine — as he is about to ignite the combustible the stage 
darhens— thunder and lightning— the distant music of an or- 
gan is heard^ the door of Jhe powder magazine flies open^ and 
the ghost of his frst ie?ije appears cover d with blood— Groy 
turns pale as death — utters an ewelamaiion of horror — rushes 
down the pJatfornf> and flies towards the barrel marked “ gun- 
powder” stage darker — more thunder and lightning — owls 

--^bais— and* little balls of fire flit across. Gay applies the 
torch to the barrel-^instead of exploding it changes id a pale 
cloud of lambent lights iff' the ntidst of which are his second 
wife and Jhe children dll covered with blood — Guy is seized 
with a Jit of trembling but at length draws his sword with a 
convulsive laugh of horror and rushes down the stage towards 
the king — Alonzo flings off his chains and interposes — short 
hut terrible combat — Gxxy falls— all the ghosts gather round 
him^ and, the- whole group sink through a trap door — The 
scene changes to a view of the coronation of HIS MAJESTY 
GEORGE THE FO UBTH—ihe characters form a Tableau 
and the curtain falls. * 

, ROSA MARIA, 


STANZAS. 

The sudden throbs, the frequent tears, 

# The tiiniult of the soul, 

•When some bright dream of happier y^ara 
la shrouded in the storm *of ieara. 

Ah! ^\ho can all controul? 

For griefs there are that none may still. 

And thoughts that none may share. 

And incommunicable ill» 

And pangs that silent bosoms thrill. 

Are those we least can bear. 

This clouded life iif doubly dark 
To him whose path is lone. 

And he whom Hope’s far glimmering spark 
Ne'er leads to Faith’s unfailing mark 
Is quickly oveithrown^ 

He sees with wMd delirious eye, 

And strives with awfu| dr^ms ; , 

He may not mingle sigh wil^ sigh. 

And eVn affebtiou’s csOmi,^^^ 

Ah idfe niockery seeiM ! ' * 
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iciSES IN CoiJRT, OR A MONT^ OF MISFORTUNES. 

* By tYHtWAN HNG. 

- Whoevef has seen the Pergunnah of Pookree intfie zillah of 
Hitist know that it possesses beautiful scenery ; the soil iff 
genetnily fertile and there is abund ance of water ; of all the villages 
in it, that .of Basuntpoor, where I reside is the prettiest. Bu" 
suntpour in former times belonged to my ancestors ; but for some 
reason; which I know not, it was one day put up to public auc-< 
tbn by the collector and sold, By which our family were reduced 
lh%in respecthble landed proprietors to paupers. Though this 
Ohange was sudden and seveire to my grandfather, I was born 
lb ^he situation I now am, and never lelt tjie loss ; for my part; 
idtave with a few «*ceptioiis, passed easily enough through life. 
1 have heard the old men of the village tell of toe tyranny and 
oj^essipn of the Mnssulman rule, and of, the comfort generally 
enjoyed under the English; the former I know nothing and 
little more of the latter. Our village is luckily situated three 
days journey from the Magistrates* station, and some ten coss 
from the thannah, so that of the great men of the earth we see 
little. I just recollect ' once the ruinoured approach of , the dis- 
trict collector to make a settlement in a neighbouring ^village, 
and that one of his'iihupprassies came to the bead man of our vil- 
lage to demand provisions ; and that after be went away there 
was scarcely a kid or a fowl to be procured at any price for a 
month subsequently, paving these things, and a few fatnily dis- 
turbances, 1 bavti liveqhappfiy enough, and am esteemed in my 
own place, as a descendant of those, who once owned the pro- 
perty. It has, however/ been decreed by fate, that we -must all 
meet with misfertunes, and one befel me, which certainly for the 
tiibe being annoyed me exceedingly. , . 

It lims one morning in the month of May, I was awakened by 
the sound of a tomtom, and on rising I beheld a Opsain^ated 
before my door iiii^he miaal Way ; his Tong matted hair fell down 
in greasy ehuters on bis^ sheuilders, and ois coat was formed of 
every colour under the sun : His face was Smeared with white 
ashes, in his waist was a godrd to bold hjs aln^B> with his right 
hand he beat a small drum, and in his left he Md a bunch of 
pekei^S featherk 1 was in an IS humour yrhen 1 lunMi ftw oa 
ttef^ri^ing evening Tbad^ad a qdarrai with my m^ig^bour 
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possession, to t^hich however, he had newly laid claim, and 
threatened to bring me before the Court. , Influenced by my ill 
humour or my bad fate, tspofce roughly to the^saiii, and bid 
him go away elsewhere, t(|[d him that he would get no alihsfrom 
me ; and then goiitg into mv house, I shut the door. The Go- 
aain was ae persevering as he^was importunate, and still conti- 
nued seated before my tiouse, until at length irritated l^the con- 
tinual druihtning he kept up, I again went to him and asked him 
why he sat Dhuma on me, to which he only replied “ O Baba 
Baba, give something, gtve sofhe pice for Mahadeo’s sake.** 
Highly enraged at the bad success of my remonstrances, I at 
last threatened to send for the chokedar to remove him by forc^ 
on which he muttered several heavy curses and left my doorwayi 
though only to seat himself a short distance ofiT, where he took 
up his abode in a ruined hut ; but his countenance was sour and 
sinister. A distant relation of mine hearing the altercation be- 
tween me and the Gosain came out of his bouse and witnessed 
my proceedings ; he became much alarmed and besought me to 
consider before I affronted this holy mfln. 1 listened to him im- 
patiently, and desired him at length not to run on in this foolish 
way; why should or how could the Gosain injure me? Telok 
Sing evidently deemed me mad, and went away ; but only to re- 
turn with some of the. elders of the village, who earnestly joined 
with him in beseeching me to repair the evil 1 bad done. 1 was 
loth to make advances to one whom 1 had treated with contume<> 
ly, but 9 was over-persuaded. The Gosain, however, would ad- 
mit of no compromise ; my offer of food, lodging and money for 
himself and two of his hangers on, who had at this time arrived^ 
whre treated with scorn and contempt ; in vain I pressed niy ten^. 
ders, they were refused and 1 myself was pushed away by the 
Gosain’s attendants . This strange pertinacity astonished me, , and 
my friends grew mope frightened ; they clearly expected that 
some calamity would happen. Following their advice, I srat for 
the village Brahmans, feasted them, made offeru^ at .^aihadeo’s 
temple, and even released some birds, whicjit hud been brought 
for sale, to expiate my riffs, after thial sat down more composed- 
ty thp before ; but the Gosain still remained near my shop, and 
heeded neither my entreaties nor those ef the priests. 

Towards the evening, after my friends bad left me^.and<ia I 
was still ruminating on the events of the day, .;thrce |pilgiimB 
passed tny house with baritets oir their i^oulders ;4|e|FiUecost^ 
ed me, and b^ged to know if there was a 
wheM they coidd alight for ^ night. Heterndted toiiet^^^ my 
pnsf ehnnilhAess, I enyited them te take up their #|^de in vm 
Aeusej|td which proposition they willinglv end JUkddtlally ucc^ 
id. - They.s^^ be Nepal pilgriiBs, who faaidi^ 
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performed their Pinda at Gya, were proceeding to Jttggetttath, I 
prpfaired them water^ food, and firewood ; my own mess I got cook- 
ed separately, but in the night we had a long conversation on the 
holiness of Gya and of the other sacrel^ places of worship in that 
part of the world ; after which we retired to rpst, and I felt on the' 
whole pretty well satisfied that I had done all that wan proper to 
recompense ray morning conduct to the Gosaiti. It wanted but 
about one hour to day-light, in the next morning when I was again 
aroused by the beating of the Gosain’s drum, which most unplea- 
santly recalled yesterday’s transactions ; my ears were soon filled 
with cries and shouts, and speedily afterwards a croud of men 
with torches approached my house. I imagined that some band 
of dacoits had attacked the village ; so calling on my wife I took 
down my sword and shield, and told her to throw my box ofva- 
Inables down the well in the court-yard. Before however, I could 
quit the room, my outer door was burst open and the croud rushed 
it. I was determined to sell my life dearly as a true Rajpoot should 
do, iny fears were soon to be changed; a person at my zenana 
floor announced himself be a government officer and desired 
lae tq,wrrender myself a prisoner, to resist was useless and had I 
done io, 1 should have been subject to severe penalties even if 
not killed in the struggle I therefore came out, and gave myself 
up to the officer who proved an opium peon. On being led down 
stairs I was kicked and cuffed wnll, after this my house was 
searched from top to bottom, and^ ground dug up ; but luckily! 
my wife had found time to •eoroif lfan cash, or had itbeetj found 
it would hate been of little eottiii^ce to me, whether my house 
had been invaded by Government Officers or dacoits. Wlien 1 
arrived in my court-yard, I found aH the people busily engaged in 
examining the baskets, which my pilgpm guests of the preceding 
night had brought with tlienr, and hicu I supposed full of the 
holy water of the ganges, from these ^ my great astonishment 
andtrepedation appeared several bags of Contraband opium but 
my guests had departed. • I was then taken to the house of the 
manner of the village to be examined my story found easy cre- 
dit whth my neighbours who knew ^y character; but ^ith 
theopiunipeon it wasfar different talked of nothing else 
than fine and imprisonment ; declared he must take me in t» 
the sudder station, and loudly swore Ihj^d long been known as 
an opium smuggler. To go into the stetipn at this monient 
virquld have been destractioa to me, evea kiid I Wn sure of ac- 
qiiittal, which was by no mmns certain, and it 
objectto secure my release at any rate, my fjcihhds da»e fpw 
and e^red intn negociation with the jpedn,:kei^aa‘ d his 
teidiSi i^resented toe loss of a reward, the 
«ff tiar^ffiital, and alluded to the &ea be for 
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irilo^ing .me petty comforts on my vny to the s^der station ; ids 
dignity, he said would not allow him to receive less than two 
hundred rupees and he hid us remember that if be brought down* 
the Police Thannadar upon us, we should not get oflF undera 
much larger sum. After much discussion one hundred and 
twenty-five rupees wns agreed upon;! was compelled to get my 
cash box oift of the we'l and themoney was paid, after taking an' 
oath that I would not inform against the peon. The opium which 
was captured in my house was sold by the peon to the shopkeep<i . 
ers of the place, ana the manager ofithe village got half the profitst 
The peon sent in a letter to the collector of the district stating tha 
great pains he had taken to pursue and capture a band of opiun| 
smugglers, but that they had escaped. 1 was released and return* 
ed to my house with a sorrowful heart, the Oosain was sitting ini 
his old place, and he glanced singularly at me as 1 entered, asi 
if surprised to see me back so soon. 

Alas my misfortunes werenot yet ended, I had scarcely • time 
to receive the congratulations of my'friends on the successful 
way 1 had got out of one scrape, before 1 whs in a worse. Dur- 
ing the course of the next ni|^f the house of one of my heigh* 
bours was broken into and Fobbed of goods to a considerable 
amount ; I had called that ev^tilog on my friend, and was Oet^n- 
ly the last person in the house that night. Suspicion" ^a^^kely 
to fall on me, but my character was too well kpit>#in vil- 
lage. The manager or head man as well as tbd Owoifr v/- 
house w^re particularly anxious to conceal thia nTITifiiiiiipijiii frhm 
the Thannadar or police oificer, and tliey. eniieavOtS^^o perau* 
adethe chowkedar not to give lnte]iigMcd;^f it ai t§e Thahnah, 
but the chowkedar had heard, tha^,aeverai:o!^‘*'thh neighbouring 
watchmen had been severely punished for not reporting similar 
crimes and refused, to be silent ; as jt great favojir, he promised 
to report that he notwithstanding the burglary, nothihg had been 
stolen, and said that in that case, perhaps the bushieas would 
pass quietly over. Things were not however to pass thus. The 
next day brought neu^s that the Thannadar waU coining to the 
villitfe, to enquire into th^circumstance of the case, and great 
wasthe uproar in consequence. Themanager orGomasta s:immon- 
.e^ all his subordinates to attend him ; requisitions for rice, ghee, 
firewood, kids, and fowls were made on every person, and car- 
pets and pdlows were collected to render every thing agreeable 
.to this greht man. It was towards the middle of the day he 
nrrived ; a great ^lust at a distance announced his approach, and 
he entered me vdlage with a large retinue. . H% was mounted on 
;n bemd^dV honi^ armed with a brace of pistols and two 
swprlii/^b bd by hia ijomadar weM 

j|ui$i»Ddazes, besides winch ho was s^ 
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liMle' i>f- Vniiige'^hb^edars ' C(^ecte(^ fi!Oito *aff 
he p«t$sed through while his Kayt writer (fqr he huaerif mMr 
bf ihel^siati) biiiaglit'ap the rear th' a^Ftdaoqhio. The 

tt $ai :iqan loftily throngh th'^ village, nor did he deigtf 

retiirii odd of the hondred revererfees made to tom : haii|li> 
he pcisised, nor stopp/d' until he arrived at the Gotoas^' 
's hpase> where throwing his rein to a Burkuhdaa he sat 
IdmieH' dpWn'hl dignity to a smoke a pipe, and siiendy pock^ 
e^d :the rnpeet or gold moburs which the head men of the 
tillage presented to him. Oo his writer's arrivai, he was des* 
liatohed into the interior of the village to make enquiries ; the 
tesnlt ttos, that no stranger bring in the place at the time of the 
j^urglary except the Gosain .and W followers, they were seizedi 
IlKjiUndapd brought before the Thannadar. The whole of the village 
l^pie Wetie eo&eted. round the house where the Thannadar re* 
iided, 1 amongst the 'bqmher wtisnot by any means displeased to 
4 ^'htot^^bend Otolaineaptm^d. 1 cannot tell what examina* 
“ te tll^iaede^ m* what jIsrdceecBngswere held, but while converse 
lllptli some of frienda on the sni^ect some Burkundazes rusbi* 

I of the hofue/seized me and bound me, others made directi' 

‘ idir house, and searched itin the same way as had been done 
iif tbe ppium'peon, 1 was then taken into tlte Thannadar, ari> 
wttied of the bUi^la^ andasked for my defence; when 1 wasig* 
was accused/ 1 could not answer, but begged to 
ke iEiarmed of i^he eanse dFsospicion against me. T%e case was 
^ea^ut in writip^ ; k person I did not know but wbcjie faedi 
^adl^foiW s&nj dkme forward to swear, that he had seen me on 
j^e nlglif ^ the burglary louugin|^ about . the plaintift'^s house ; 
iK^hboqr swore that I was in bis bouse certainly but that bis' sasi> 
fdeiens did not lie on me. Other persons;; respectable in^idut- 
bis of my own village, sworejthat on searening my house, an itoa 
spike called ;Se1jld Maitee used for boring holes in the walls ef 
bouses; Was found bid in the thatch. The case was proved and 
ihO evidence Conclusive to rebut it was impossible, and yet I wa^ 
nninnocetit man. While the case was going. tm, I caught tbceye of 
Ibe ^opain f it had a particcilarly malt<pOBi expression, and 1 then 
i^hOugbirlhutinthe firiit witness against me 1 reco^ized one of 
bis 'iolioweis. But'fmy assertion of this was useless, tor my own 
firiemds W#e 4te worst ..evidence against me. ‘ Ttey wete dpt 
wanting in eudeavomrs to get me toee ; but toe TbannOdar said 
toot he had been reproved toa bis eondncti and had beew threat^ 
amed wito dismissal if ho did not apprehend tiis' thief WhO 
ted a : tlto favbnr f cotod ttototo' of 


sent to the. sdddtor. sfafton: to ' cfaatoey^'tiMl'itodd .'p . 
isitoiiiipii:me toodetotoif ''idv&'btoatmrat frbto’lbe'iihfmtoi 
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'tfelher «ith the prosecutor and vitnMses, to .fhe uitoutoateV 
4)fficie. - 


_ ring three days I was on my way to the magistrate^'statiod 
![ cannot say .1 fare'dill ; I, the prosecutor and witnesses, except tb« 
rj^st, lived together; mygnardswere social Mnssalman Balkan* 
-dauzes, who slept, ate, and drank aftd as long as I paid for aUi 
-cared not<what I did- It would have been easy to escaM 
■had I asked it. On in^ arrival however, the case was widely 
diflerent; I was then informed that my charge being a desperato 
one, admitted not of bail being taken. 1 was in consequenoe throsi 
into prison. I had certain]y*heardmuchofprisons batno deserip* 
tion could well convey an idea of what it really is. The head 
Jailor first made enquiries of myself and the witnesses, as to What 
description of man I was; they thinking to do me a service re* 
mrted that 1 was highly respectable, and in caste a Ri^jpoc^. 
'inis was sufficient information; for on asking where I waC td 
test and cook my dinner, thedeputyjailorpointedoutafilthycor* 
lier near the jail privy, half of which was occupied by a dome, 
the lowest and most degraded class of mankind, who eat all 
-emaginahle dirt and beastliness he was to be my companion, t 
■asked if no other place .was to be procnred, and was answered that 
to^re was. 1 understood the meaning of the reply, paid, and wan 
released from my disgusting vicinity; I was likewise informed^ 
that if my friends would give a consideration I might have a per- 
son to assist me in cooking my victuals. The self-termed Judgd 
•ofthe jml too, a sirdar dacoit who had been condemned toimpri^ 
eonmeni for life, demanded bis fee, and promised to keep me 
-free from insnlt and theft as long as I remained there ; I knew bit 
power «md paid his fee. Three weeks Ireraained ; thus ofteu-wat 
I pestered aiid plagued by the moktars or native attorneys offinv 
tog to undertake my case^, and vowing to accomplish ray ac-^ 
^uitt^. Witnesses'’ said they “ rnhy be bad iiei^ very easy ; you 

have only to fee the head officer of the court, he wilMet things ga 
Oiff easily and not ask too many questions.” I refused these offeri 
however, and chose to take my chance, my case came on in turn, 
«Bd,I was brought into the Magistral’s office. 

I had expected to see* pomp and grandeur in the court, bat 
toere was none. The magistrate sat on a small elevation iroqi 
ground, with his head bare, and bis officials around faiml 
-Two cases were heard before mine, in one of which the'prisouei^ 
was committed for trial to the superior court, and in one the de^ 
tondant was sentence^ to iinprisoftment. When ray case was 
jediedy witness was absent; and the mag^frate on enqui- 

flf fepui he attendance for somnda^s.; The mar 

Ipfttoto yras neprehen^ nazir for neglect m totting the 

iKtototo g«« ‘^toeotioa-was.ttvtM^ to 
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per ofilhercowi, where a person whom I recognized as my’Ga- 
sain^ was wishing to enter ; but he was repolsed, on saying he 
had no^business in court but to see the fan. 
e My case then proceeded ; the magistrate’s face grew grave as 
ihe .iact of finding the Send Marre^in my house was detailed:; 
hat struck with' the good character given pie by the witnesses, 
he kindly asked me it I had any enemies to whom h could attri- 
bute the manufacturing of such a plot. At this time the nazir, 
who I subsequently understood to be a relation of my village 
enemy Jooman Khan, whispered to the gentleman, that I was a 
notorious character, I was a*well known opium smuggler.. I, 
however, detailed the little 1 knew of the Gosain, and bis anger 
against me; the magistrate pondered over what 1 said, and at 
last gave sentence of acquittal, adding, that bad the first witness 
appeared against me he must have committed me for trial ; and 
that if 1 had not received so good a character from the prosecu- 
tor himself, ho would have ordered me to find security for my 
good behaviour, 

\ In my heart I blessed this worthy magistrate, and after mak- 
ing my respects 1 was going out of court, when 1 was again laid 
hmd of by the police people. 1 was astonished at this, and ask- 
ed the reason, but they led me into an adjoining apartment and 
asked for fees. A bustle outside the office attracted my atten- 
tion and I saw that the court bad risen, and that the magistrate 
was proceeding to his own house. Speedily after, a lesser noise 
was heard; the door burst open, and in came the nazir, head offi.- 
cer of the court, and .several others ; the nazir felicitat'ld me oq 
my escape, laid it to hi.s own interest and demanded a compli- 
ment ; the sheristadar said, that bad he not read the papers of 
my case favorably, or had he laid emphasis on particular words, 
the magistrate would have taHeu a diflerent view of it ; the de- 
position writer I'claimed greUt credit for his good will in chang- 
ing several hard expressions in the evidence, which would have 
told against me, and the executioner himself said, that he would 
jiayc U^id the rattan on sparingly had 1 been sentenced to corpo- 
ral punishment. These h:y*pies, 1 knew from report, it was uspr 
)es^ to resist ; so paying them I rushed from their presence.* 

It was on my way back to my own house, 1 was sauptering 
slowly on the road, when on lifting up my eyes, {hey fell on thp 
Gosain seated under a tree, ] mentally shuddered and turned 
away, Ue cried out to me Baba, jjlaba, give something for 
Mahadeo’ssakfi.” I involuntarily seized {he Imot of my garment 
to find mir money> but I recollected th«d the been 

paid l^ thd cotfirt officers. I' said to bim ; "' Gffi M^ 
monc^^swear by my sacred string, 1 wfmid givO ' Itijbub |but I 
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■ fortunes but ■ I cannot tell bow. Pardon, pardcnt me, and take 
off the ^1 genius yon have put upon me.” The Gosain grinned 
grimly and said. “ Well are you at last convinced ? Would it 
not have been better to have given something for M ahadeo^s sake 
at once ?” I bowed the h^d in silence. “ Well” said he wUl 
takeoff the evil g^itis; but it was n^self you enraged and I 
‘ have been*the cause pf your pvils. I knew the pilgrims were 
opium smugglers and I gave information to the peons by my 
followers; I committed the burglary, and I caused witness to be 
borne against you, of your bein^ on the spot; I hid the Send 
Mairee in your thatch, and gave information to the Thannadar. 
pid I wish to persecute you more, I would have yesterday 
'brought my witness against you, but you have now learnt enough. 
Go to your home ; your neighbour's property has been restored 
to hiip, and do you learn for the future not to threaten the ser- 
vant of Mahadeo.” So saying, he lifted his peacock’s feathers and 
pursued his journey. Of his confession I had not any witness, 
and to apply for redress to the court in such case was useless ; 
so I took ray way back to Busantpoor where I ever take care to 
relieve all Gosaios ; and since my miSfurtune have again lived 
happily. 


BALLAD. 

. ^ BY MISS EMMA ROBERTS. * 

• 

Along^ the city^s crowded streets the cavalcade advances, 

'And there are plumes, and baneroles and javelins, and lances ; 

How proudly does each warrior give \iU pawing steed the rein. 

The flower oi’ noble knights are th(^e, the chivf Ly of Spain ! 

The walls are hung with tapestry, the way is strewed with flowers, 
*l'be balconies and lattices transfonned to fairy bowers : 

And there flash forth mid silken curls a thousand starry eyes, . 

•Aiid there the perfumed^air wafts oak a thousand rose fraught sighs, 

I^ond vivas to each patriot’s heart in stirring strains appeal. 

And songs pf honest triumph rise; and shoins for brave CasUlle! 

And novr with clashing cymbals sound, with trumpets and with drumsp 
And laurel garlands showering down — be comes ! the hero comes ! 

. The King hinSielf ri^a close bi^ind in honor of. the chi^f, : » 

..A)^ tbeiie is pomp and pageantry exceeding 

diadenu of ebtiadm lands to their rich gema ace, fmor, 

^th| MpPf i 
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And wlio are t!iey, the lovely parr who o'er the htlici lean. 

Viewing with fond delighted gaze the splendour of the scene, 

Ea<'h dark eye stealing glances round beneath the snowy lid ? 

The fairest maids of Arragon ! the daughters of the Cid 1 

A»e they not young and bea^itifiiL and raised to high renown, 
j\nd would not those chaste brows adorn the proudest mc^narchs crow 
Oh are they doomed those lovelj^ones to ideet with cold disdain? 
And can such callous hearts be found in warm romantic Spain ? 

The pride of birth dwells on the lip. and swells each towering crest. 
And hidden scorn and cold contempt are rankling in each breaist. 
The youths to whom the king has given these radiant creatures handa 
Obey w'ith sullen haughtiness their sovereigns loathed commands. 

Oh you may read in those dark looks replete with deadly hate> 

In those unwilling courtesies each brnle's unhappy fate, 

'f hen never never envy them the splendour of their, lot, . 
iMore blessed by far they’d be within a peasant’s lowly cot. 

..... , 
And oft as marble halls they, pace, fond memory will bring, . , 

The {Jlis.sriil hopes of early days in life’s enchanting spring ; ^ 

Ats J som'' proud hurst of minstrelsy shall catry to the ear, 
carol of the goat-herd blythe or merry muleteer. 

And strait a scene of rural peace and beauty shall arise, 

< /heating with evanescent gleam their '^dimmed and languid eyes. 

Tile village wreathed W'itli mantling vines, the music oi'giiitai*^;. 

The dance Ky nimble footsteps led beneath the clustering stars. 

Oh could t hey from their golden thrall, their silken chains escape> 
Mow blithely in the vintage field they’d crush the ripened grape, 
Coiirent the honest toil to share with honest heaits allied. 

And freed ft on? ail the cruel Uonts, the mockeries of pride. 

Dh fleeting is their happiness their hour of joy is brief. 

Those SAinlit eyes shall soon be filled, with heart-wrung tears of grief. 
^ Yet must they now with thro|)bin^ breasts their father’s triumph sbarej 
And drink with rapt delighted ears, the Shouts that rend the ajr. 

They dream youth’s sweet delicious dream, the world is yef unt^ie^*' 
They feel the modest confidence which best becomes a bride. * 

Oh since tiieir fate vi^e cannot change, in inercy do not show, ^ 

The dreary path beibredhem spread, the biirtheii of thmrwoc. 

ill hytkle tlm Christian koighlsv no Christian laws restiwMiy. 

briiig a fmd diagram upon of V 

in theii! birth ^atp have shamed the meaneri^boor ^ 
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.THE BEGUM’S TOMB. 

£’en ducb is time, that takes on trust 
Our youth, our joys, our all w’e hnv«,— 
And pays us back vrub a^e and dust^ 
Who, in the cold and silent ^rave, 
When we have Y^nderechall our ways, 
Shuts up the story oi' our days. 


Sir WAtTER RALElOff. 


Ta one like mpelf, mncfa given to dKy-dreaining there ie 
nothing more delightful than to turn aside now and then frotn the 
dry dusty road of eVery-day life, and strike into the bye-paths of 
humanity. There are beautiful little spots hedged olf from the 
great waste of the world whereon our /eelings may dwell and 
vegetate in delicious obscurity: and, to tell the down-right 
truth, I was always most sadly given to this truant sort of 
humour, to the great neglect of my proper business, and the 
grievance of certain weliwishers, who would thrust their hands 
down to the very bottom of their pockets, shake their heads 
knowingly, and prophecy most lamentable things. 

1 kn^ not how it is but there is a sort of pleasing languor 
which neals over the mind during the soft fall of *a calm, still 
evening, in unison with the dying scene around us. It is a time 
when the thousand little babbling springs of “ busy ' meddling 
memory*’ gush out upon the heart and lead it insensibly to con- 
trast the splendour of the past day with the brightness of its 
own departed manhood. In such a mood andT at such an hour 
was 1 lying my length at the foot of an old Jack-tree listening 
to the short quick cry of the jackal hastening down from his 
mid-day covert towards the Indian’s hut for such scanty main- 
tenance as its poverty might afford— hundreds of swifts were 
screaming and dashing their flight in rapid' circles round the 
neighbouring Sal-trees: the villain kites were slowly gliding 
towards their roosting places and a solitary Ac^jutant had taken 
up bis abode for the night on a large cotton-tree near me; 
while numbers of his feUows were perched on the opposite can-> 
tonments and s^med in the distance like a row of ' goodly 
figures reared by the decorative chisel of some {junning td^iSan— 
the little’ Barbet With his crimson collar vand yiftllo# Spectacles 
was uttering' his’ slowly-monotoaouS cry of “ Kook i Kook !’' 
intmrupted'^^Bt iBttsfViue % tte harsh cofii^ of the Hoiyiyel 
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or the sharp shrill twittering of the little Palm-sqnirrel. A feW 
clouds, tinged with- various degrees of brightness the rayi 
of the setting sun, ‘floated calmly over my head; while a light 
breeze gave a graceful play to the .airy foliage of the bamboo, 
and a slight curl to the river. The tifjherman had packed up his 
nets and was wending his wiy homeward ; and some boats, whose 
sails hung almost idle about the mast, floated g^ntlj' down with 
the tide. It was one of those mild sunny evepings which die 
vivid pencil of Claude could alone have transferred to the canvass. 
There was nothing of that redundaivt beauty with which certain 
ingenious poets have been pleased to load the earth , but a mild 
and qtfiet leeling seemed to pervade the scene and dispose the 
mind rather to slumber than to energy, and while I was listlessly 
tracing v^ous imaginary shapes on the clouds, a host of scoun- 
drel mosquitoes roused me from my reverie and forced me to 
pursuelny walk. 

I bad not sauntered very far when I came to a grove of man- 
goe trees in the midst of which stood a Dome, surrounded by a 
wall. It was the tomb of a Moslem woman and her child, who 
were buried in the floor within, and two slightly raised graves, 
cemented over, pointed out the place where they lay. There 
was nothing of gaudy ornament about it, but the whole was plain 
ond unadorned as though the sincerity of regret had allowed 
nothing of laboured grief to escape it. On the outside was an 
inscription in English, Persian and Hindoostanee. “ Deposited 
here the body of Janie Klianim of Sindela, wife of J. l''j}llarton, 
who died in fchild bed of Jier tenth infant, S29th January 1786, in 
the 33d year of her age, and of the infant who lived only a few 
days after. Her poor solitary associate mourns separation front 
so precious a spark of sacred pm*ity aud excellence.” In the in- 
side of the tomb on a black stone, was engraved. " Great Crea- 
tor ! and Deliverer ! thanksgiving and praise for all thy dispensa- 
tions for evermore !” and on a white slab near it was another in- 
scription somewhat similar to the one outside. Like other 
shrines, it had its pilgrims ; for there were various scribbliugs 
about the wdls, the labouroof those w^om curiosity or intfjrest 
had led to visit the tomb. The mourner paid his tribute of sor- 
row, in the delicate out breathings of an overcharged heart; the 
lover recorded the cruelties of nis mistress or the distresses of 
separation in villainous, gentlemanly verse, while the wanton 
hand of ribaldry had not spared the sacred walla of this peaceful 
asylum. Yet of these little remained ; for time and damp had left 
tMhmwqus poet but a dim shadowing of immertality and nearly 
eflaced heartleas guilt of the cold mockers of the tomb.; For- 
leepy 4|tumbers of myrtlea grew, round about the wall but 
Jio longer to . be. seen. Like:the beiuj^ whom they 
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ipwe destijiAi to commemorate, they ha4 Away and thekr 

^lace only was known. _ ^ ,, 

, ^ making enquiries concerning this little tomkr Hound that 
few knew any thing more of it than was recorded in the inscrip^ 
tion. Their niinds were ^ed with the cares of life, and to them 
the history of death ^as an after thought. In a few ^ears pen- 
kaps its history with that of its inhabitants will have faded into 
ntter oblivion or be retnemberedi only as a twilight tale dtted to 
amuse the wayward imagination oi some succeeding vifiiionary 
like myself. ? 

1 am not aware that the dispomfion of my countrymen in dip 
East is averse to the contemplation of death, yet we appear to 
shut up our places of burial as though we disliked to have its 
image, like the handwriting on the wall, thrust upon qur gaiety. 
yVe pass away and our place is no more known, our names onco 
blotted out from the volume of existence are seldom again re* 
called and the spot of our intennent remains unvisited, except 
perhaps by some solitary mourner whose last ties of affection in 
this world have been sundered by death. There is something of 
cold and distressing gloom in all this !— Yet bow different is the 
cemetery of Pere la chaise. There may be seen garlands of 
flowers suspended by the wife over the grave of her husband ; 
by the child over that of its parent — affection smoothing away 
half the terrors of the tomb and throwing a charm even 
over death-^wbile the sun seems to repose with a melancholy 
softness on these simple but pure little offerings of the hearts 
To me fblso there appears something infinitely pleasing in the 
Moslem custom of placing the graves of the departed near tho 
highways and by eways of the world ; they afford an every-day 
lecture on the vanity of life which he who runs may read, 
and 1 confess that I should feel gratified at tlie thought of being 
placed in some quiet nook where *tbe passing* traveller might 
read my name (perhaps withont utter indifference) instead of 
being shut out alter death from all further intereoiurse with fbat 
society in which I have lived and moved and bad ipy being. ^ 

In looking at this simple tomb and coatrastiag jt in my mind, 
witlr* those splendid Mausoleuois which the pride or affection of 
mortals have sometimes raised to the memory of drafted worth, 
l*eould not f^bear a reflection on that vanity which leads mejft, 
to trust their memory to a frafl edifice from which the keen tooth 
of time and the elmueuts wiU shortly tumble all its moihi Prttn* 
ments, deface its inspriptions aud* render it a new heiq> of de- 
solation. Yet^tMa de^re of keeping alive our namonh’^ A .ahorfe 
period lougar, seems nktural.to afi^ though hoitv Ibf 
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were going rapidly to decay and the bat and the toad were the 
«nly living inhabitants within. ' A few wild flowers scattered 
here and there, blushing in all the beauty of infant life, the busy 
bum of the bees in the mangoe blossoms above, and the distant 
sound of the Indrau’s axe, afibrded aSsad contrast to the stilL-life 
melancholy of this resting-place of the deadr 

As I stamped on the floor the jreverberstion of souad somewhat 
startled me. It seemed like a voice from the tomb chiding me 
for di«|||Drbing the peaceful sleepefs beloAv. There is indeed, an 
air of solemn quiet about the place which is highly imposing — 
the dull uniform silence broken now and then by the ticking of 
a lizard or the chirp of a cricket gives pause for reflections which 
all are obliged at times to undergo. Here is no food for vanity. 
We may bend over the grave of a hero, and our sorrow is some- 
what overshadowed and lost in the memory of greatness. We may 
pause over the ashes of the patriot, the poet, or the philosopher, 
yet we feel that they hold a diffusive intercourse with the world 
at large and have not altogether perished. But here ! there is no 
gleam to alleviate the dulbiess of death. It is the tomb of those 
humble beings, unknowing and unknown, who pass their lives 
in quiet seclusion and creep silently into their graves, who 
l‘ave but few to honor their memoiy and soon cease to 
be remembered, or if remembered are perhaps remembered 
without regret. 

Though there is nothing more useless than idle speculation on 
what might have been the probable fate of mortals different from 
what it is, ytH this is a weakness which I am apt to.fall into ; so 
I leaned back against the wall while my imagination called up 
the infant from its little grave and thrust him out into the world 
to share the common lot of humanity. I beheld him in all the 
vigour of early manhood, when the world was yet fresh to his 
hopes and the buoyancy of iiis spirits gave a congenial glow to 
every thing around him. He joined the giddy carousals of the 
gay and the thoughtless. He never refused the draft of pleasure 
and little suspected that the acquiescence which he mistook for 
good-nature was nothing hut irresolution. He was profligate 
rather from thoughtlessness than impidty, and pursued the career 
of licentiousness till early satiety had somewhat blunted the edge 
of appetite. For a few short years during the hdrried scenes bf 
the world my fancy lost sight of him till he again appeared when 
the maturity of age had taken from him the vivacity of youth 
but left him the experience of years. Th^re was a calm and set- 
tled gloom upon his brow. His voice had become low and tre- 
mulous, and hii^ speech broken here and there as if misfortune 
had made ' some deep gaps in bis heart which time had not been 
able to fill up. Yet it waS'hot under the depression of poverty 
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or the siillennBSS of disappointed ambition that he laboured. He 
was in comparative affluence and he looked around for some be- 
ing to share it with him but found none. Those^ who had loved 
him, had passed into eternity and he felt himself lone as the owl 
of the desert or the sparrojjr that sitteth on the house-top, a is^oli- 
tary pilgrim without^the aid of a staff to help out the rest of his 
journey through this va^e of tear^. Time had inflicted its heavi- 
est heart-aches upon him and he sighed for death — upon which 1 
quietly consigned him to the oblivion whence I ha^called 
him ; convinced that an early death had saved him from much 
pain and humbly acquiescing in the dispensations of him " who 
knoweth what is good for us all.’’ 

In looking on a scene like this, we indulge in a mixturo 
of thoughtfulness and regret, while memory holds the heart 
a not unwilling captive. A feeling of the softest commiseration 
steals across the mind in viewing these remains of other days; 
and in poring over the relics of things that have been, we 
turn our thoughts involuntarily to some sad gaps in the" chain of 
our own aflections and find links wanting which the moths and 
rust of this world have corrupted, or which have been snapped 
asunder by the electric shock of death. Yet there is nothing of 
intense pain in the sentiments which are awakened, the pas- 
sions> those earthquakes oi‘ the heart, become stilled and refined^ 
while there arise feelings so purely etherial that like light sunny 
clouds they soar far above earth and become as it were a part 
of heaven. 

A fev/ ealqi moments like these, snatched from the hurrying 
cares of •the world, are wortfap all the homilies that were ever 
penned. They are little episodes in the great Drama of life from 
the perusal of which we become better and wiser nor was it with- 
out some portion of regret that I quitted the scene as the evening 
closed in. It had however made itf impression* and I returned 
homeward, my mind teeming with that sort of reflection which 
is sadly apt to degenerate into verse-making; so that in a short 
time aiterwards 1 stood ^y convicted of ttm following lines, 

• . . • • 

Within the grave, where far below, 

^ The mangoe spreads a broader gloom. 

Mid all the flowers that round it blow, 

In the full East’s luxuriant glow. 

There stands a solitary tomb. 

No other sign of defth is near, * 

But all around is green and gay. 

And every flower that blossoms here. 

Seems sprung to life but yesterday, 

For, here and there,.tfaeir wiidling hloom^ 

Sheds fragrant mockery round the tomb. 
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And the bee woes each flowret^ rife. 

With t]ie first breath of infant life, 

While every gale that wantons by. 

Is loaded with their latest sigh, 

Yet thro’ this bloom of life it peersj^ 

A withered thing of othe| years — 

A faded dream of joy’s long fled-— 

A scattered memory of the dead— 

‘ cold memorial raised by faith, 
prove its love unchilled in death. 

♦ r 

There’s something in these scenes of woe. 
That makes each wilder wish depait ; 

That gives the soul a sainted glow 
Yet leaves a languor o’er the heart. 

They vrind around the heart and hold 
A spirit’s Empire o’er the mind, 

Just like those sacred gems of old 
The nioslem’s bigot faith enshrined. 

Nor all in vain— for oh ! the sense 
Of ling’ring virtue still will stay 
Long after her bright influence 
Has melted from the soul away. 

Here while I look upon the scene 
And think how vain my youth has been 
I seem to hear the spirit-tone 
Of innocence which long has flown. 

And fed as though her light were come 
To gui(Je my wayward spirit home. 

If in the eye an unshed tear * 

Like hoarded treasure long has slept 
Here, at this place of sorrow, here, 

Unseen, unmocked ’tis sweetly wept 
If in the hehrt, a stifled sigh 
The gathered growth of heavy years 
The dark regret for days gone by. 

Still lingers there, too deep for tears, 

If the aspiring, gentle mind 
Hath suffered from the cold worldls wrongs 
If sorrow’s si^rpent form hath twined 
Around the aching heart too long, 

Here ! here ! — in grief’s own kindred flow 
May the crushed soul in luxury weep, 

And gazing on the wreck Jbelow, 

Half envy such a dreamless sleep. > 

It is not ton^g that 1 have been, 

A wanderer in his clime of woe, 

Yef much have felt, and much have seen. 

That lights and dims the soul below* 
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The ^ve hath closed o’er many a one. 

With whom my dearest tlioughts wete twine 
Hope’s sun which otice so brightly shone. 

Has set nor left a ray behind. 

I’ve watched them one by one depart, 

I’hose last faint relics of my heart,^ 

And C4»ld oblivion’s gloomy pall. 

Has cast a deep’ning shade o%r all. 

They’ve passed as scarce remembered dreams. 
Or like fair Yemen’s sunny streams. 

E’er half life’s desert paths were^crossed. 

In its deep sands they’re sunk and lost. 


MY GRAVE. 

Dig me a grave by the Streamlet’s brink 
Where the bending willows weep. 
Where tlie timid doe descends to drink. 
There let me sleep. 

« 

Beneath the graceful drooping boughs 
Where the linnet builds her nest. 

And sings to her mate her tuneful vows 
Be my final rest. 

t Where the first blush of the morning sun 
• His mild soft rays n^y shed. 

To freshen the grass that grows upon 
My lowly bed* 

Be my narrow home in som^ solitude 
Where no unhallowed footsteps stray. 
Nor the voice of man in accents ijude 
Disturb my clay. 

No pageantry nor sculptnr’d s^pne 
My tale of life Shall tell. 

But the weeping tree by the streamlet lone 
Shall mark my cell. 
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A ItUAOMENT. ^ 

The beams of the setting sun had nearly disappeared from the 
palace of Akbar, the powerful and great Emperor of the Mus* 
siilman city of — — — — -,and from the surrounding country, 
when Abdulla, starting from his cotlch of grass, and pillow of 
stone, rushed from his place of rest, to pursue his deep seated 
purposes of revenge. Clothed in a simple vestment of finely 
spun muslin, and armed with a dagger on the right side of his 
thigh, and a scimitar on his left, he again bowed his head to the 
east and swore with oaths most terrific, that he would sooner or 
later take the life of him who had rendered his own wretched. 

His foe Rawnijawn Kbawn might had he lived in other days, 
have enjoyed the favour of the illustrious Mahmud the wise, a 
king whose sayings fell Tittle short of those delivered at Delphos ; 
a Prince, to whose court no sage had ever been known to have 
been denied admittance, at the foot of whose throne learning and 
wisdom seemed as it w^ere to have affixed themselves, and thence 
to have scattered their enlightening beams throughout the world. 
Rawmjawu, now in his twenty-sixth year, was like the celebrated 
Mahmud, the wise, a proverb for wisdom, and to all around it 
seemed surpassingly surprising, that a youth over whhre head 
twenty-six summers had scarce shed their light, should possess 
so vast and comprehensive a mind — so great and ample a store 
of learning, so stupendous and deep a mine of wisdom, and 
withal should have been gifted with such exquisite beauty both 
of form and face, it being an acknowledged fact, but chiefly by 
those who are themselves deformed, that great genius usually 
disdains the habitancy of an elegant exterior. 

In the palace of the successor of Mahmud the wise, now the 
seat of Akbar the powerful, there resided as a companion to his 
princess, the lovely H^orbux. Rawmjawn Khawn was bon- 
tinually about court, and to keen eye of AbduQa, the real 
cause of his visits was quickly manifest. It was no matter of 
wonderment that such a discovery should have been made by 
him; for he bad himself for twice two ^’Cars felt the wound of 
love within his heart, till it had festered into an incurable disease. 
Frequent were the interviews that used to fab held between Rawm- 
jawn and the lovely Hoorbux, when all nature had retired to rest, 
and tlm frequency of these nocturnal interviews might have con- 
tiiHKidltiU the day of the vofiMfliuiaatioB love had not the 
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the spirit of rovenge crossed the path of this hapless pair. The 
soft and crimson hues that nsed to overspread the fair, yet rosy 
countenance of Hoorbux, when her eye met that of her adoring 
lover, whenever he approached her, the tremulous and half inar> 
ticulate speech that falterii|gly broke from her coral lips when 
any one addressed thp object of berlfve, were all daggers to Ab- 
dulla’s souk tmd thougl) he had Jong pursued this “flower of the 
earth” with his ad'ection, and had been doomed to live without 
a return from her who seemed to him dearer than life, he found 
it impossible to obliterate her image from his soul. 

Day followed day and brought to Abdulla only an increase of 
sorrow ; and every curtaining in of the shades of evening, only 
strengthened his hate towards the ill-fated, the wise, the good, 
the handsome Rawmjawn. One night, and “that returning 
was night, the stain, the curse of each succeeding year,’’ the 
sultriness of the weather caused the princess and Rawmjawn to 
visit a pavilion in the garden of the palace, the orange and cin- 
namon trees, filled the air with rich perfumes: and Hoorbux 
and Rawmjawn had taken advantage of the opportunity to enter 
into the latter, there to renew their vows* of long cherished all'ec- 
tion. The suspicious jealousy of Abdulla led him to the spot ; 
and brandishing his scimitar and bowing again to the east, he 
vowed internally, be would be revenged on the lovers, if he found 
them in the garden. He crept down among some of the thick bushes 
and there overheard the fond yet to him maddening exchanges of 
impass^ed kisses, and re-assurances of love. At length he 
heard mwmjawu sing to his beloved Hoorbux the following 
• • 

SONG. 

" They say that other eyes are bright 
1 see no eyes like thine* 

So full of Heaven’s serenest light. 

Like midnight stars they shine. 

“ They say that other cheeks are fair 
But fairer caimot glow * , 

The rosebud in the morning air. 

Or blood on mountain snow. 

* The wealth of worlds were vain to give 
My sinless heart to buy; 

Oh ! Idvill bkss thee uhife I live 
And love thee till 1 die.”'^ 


* Not oiiginil. N. U. 
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As the last line was on the lips of Rawmjawn^ Abdulla rushed 
forward^ but in attempting to strike his enemy, he unhappily 
missed his aim, and plunged his scimitar into the fair and lovely 
bosom of Hoorbux ! Instantly recovering, for he had, meanwhile 
received a wound on the left arm frop Kawmjawn, which at the 
time affected him only in a ^ry slight degrpe, — he rushed on his 
foe, with the furious malignity of a demon, and by on^ stroke laid 
him low — the scimitar having pierced his victim’s heart. Rawm- 
jawn, turning his eye on his beloved, gave one deep sigh, and 
for ever grew still.” Abdulla had no sooner slain his foe, than 
a voice as if issuing from the i^ery bitehes he had just left, seemed 
in accents of thunder to break upon his ear. The sounds of 
“ wretch / what hast thou done ?” fell awfully on his soul. 
He turned himself round, and saw an old man tottering under the 
weight of years, feebly approaching him. 

Hoorbux having retired soon after the first outbreak of Ab- 
dulla's fury, he had no anxiety now but that of removing from 
the spot in order to escape the just hand of the law — and his re- 
venge having been satisfied, he left the garden in company with 
the old qian ; — the old fiian burst into tears. Alas ! said he, your 
birth has been a mystery, I have long been excluded from the 
world — you have never known your parents — I am thy Father 
— and tnou hast slain — thy brother I 

* r jf 
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RISING OF A NORTH-WESTER. 

* The sun has chang’d its hue ! 

And that bright blaztug orb of living fire, 

On which erewhile the eye might not have fixed 
Its aching gaze, hath suddenly become. 

Sickly and beamless ; and a lurid glare. 
Shadows the aspect of the western sky. 

Tiie air begins to ^tir in fitful gjnSts, 

And nature overpressed, seems rousing her. 

To work some desperate deed for her relief. 
Huge clouds arise in dense battalia. 

And sweep athwart the gloomy face of heaven* 
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TO AN EAST INDIAN LADV. 

Bringn^an only daughter to England fin' Education* 

• _ ^ 

BY SANDFORD ARNOT. 

Fair daiigUer of a surtny clime 
From oVr (he ocean’s savage roar. 

Still blooming in thy summer prime 
Welcome to our northern shore. 

0 mildly blow its wintry blast. 

And softly fall the frozen shower, 

Around our gentle Indian guest 

Who ne’er before has felt their power. 

Friend of my bosom’s bosom friend ! 

Tho’ here tlioii meet’st not hearts so kind 
As greet thee in thy native land 
So loved for kll thou left'st behind. 

Yet some who saw those happier hours 
When bright arose thy nuptial morn 
And love had strewn thy path with flowers: 
f They will not leave thee here forlorn. 

• f 

Mother of beauty ! Yon rich East 
Doth not contain so bright a gem. 

As that which now adorns thy breast 
Like rose bud on the parent stem. 

Though fated for a while to part 
May He who rules o’er time gnd space 
Restore her to a mother’s heart 
Restore her to a sire’s embrace. 

When time has changed each infant grace 
To lovely woman’s perfect charms 
There may he all the mother trace 
Who clasps her in affection’s arms. 

t 

Thus gusArded by the Almighty hand 
Amid the tempest and the storm. 

May she revisit her native land 

111 mind as lovely as in form. 
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Tben farewell daughter of the East 
And farewell fortune’s early dream. 

My voice is mute, my song has ceased 
On mighty Gunga’s sacred stream. 

r 

When years have flec^ and tears are she,d 
O'er many a friend, ar^d friendship's urn. 
My heart will wander to the land 
To which I may no more return. 

LmidoJiy 1828. , 


TO A Esq. 

Ten years and more — ten years and more. 

Have glided swilVly by. 

Since iirst upon our native shore 
We twined the social tie, 

And little thought at fate's command 
To meet upon this distant land. 

Ten years and more — ten years and more !— 

A cloud is on my heart ! 

For like the knell of pleasures o’er 
When, Life’s best dreams depart, 

These words from drear Oblivion’s pall 
Dim tliroiigs of shrouded hopes recall. 

Ten years and more-^ten years and more ! 

'Fhese breathings of the past— 

These murmurs on Time’s twilight shore. 

Far heard o'er memory's waste. 

Arrest awhile the dreaming ear 

Like sounds that homc-sick wanderers bear. 

» V 

Ten years And more— ten years and more ! 

With sad reverted gaze 
1 mark the long road travelled o'er 
In anguish and amaze ! 

How many a fearful path was cro^ ! 

How many a dear companion lost \ 

I'en years and more— ten years and more, 

Have all been overcast ; 

And yet 'tis idle to deplore 
The darkness of the past ; 

'Twere better that my soul should bail • 

The stars^that pierce the future’s veil. 

Calmtta^ March, 1830. v D« L. B. 
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A LAY JOCUND. 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE CALCUTTA MAGAZINE. 

Sir, j 

Albeit you will fi^jd the under-giv^n Stanzas decidedly irregular 
as touching the metre; yet will you, per contra^ fall in with, as 
you go on, a considerable quantity of pathos in the version, and 
a vast deal of information in the notes ; — where Lord Porchester 
was pleased to put all that Aehad^, worth mentioning, in, his poem 
of the Moor.” If your Printer*will only stand my friend in the 
business, and your readers will sweetly take for granted, not 
only that all faults are his, but that I, the Author, am not capable 
of committing any, I think the article may be contrived to be 
thrust down the gentle subscriber’s throat, without any other 
mischief accruing than a temporary (and, in warm weather, a not 
disagreeable) inflammation of the fauces and epiglottis. 

y^our Printer does not amiss, as far as I am concerned ; but 
there is a fiend employed by the Bengal Hurkaru, who caused 
me to say set instead of sit, in my last’ eflusion (taken from your 
No, 1.) and made me rhyme part and last together, in a manner 
not at all my wont, and in breach of the canons appertaining to 
criticism. You will find that those readers who regularly pay 
their subscriptions (may they live a thousand years !) will be much 
better satisfied with a correct impression of their quantum of 
letter press,” than one in which the gaunt compositor has had 
it all idis own way, like a spoiled child introduced at dinner 
time ; and that but small allnwance will be made by even the 
Hon-payers (may they live till they do pay !) for the bare possi- 
bility of all your contributors not WTiiiiig so clear and clerkly a 
hand as I do. Let, therefore, the needful be done verbatim, 
literatim, et punctuatim — of all tilings puncihathn, for I have 
known, in my time, a dash of a j’^ard long put in for a hyphen 
(tiniest of lines !) and many other disasters of the type, too nu- 
inerous to be detailed, excepting in catalogues. Another thing 
is fjiat you will find the jovial souls ^ho dont pay, will be com- 
])laiiiing, presently, of yAur not giving them quite pp."^ enough, 
(let one of your imps explain that, in a note, to the uninitiated) for 
the net sum of four roopees ; wherefore it miglit be prudent to stop 
their mouths with the “ Births, Deaths, and Marriages,” as even 
the most incurious have a strange fancy for beholding, en masse 
the names of those fellow creature who have been let in” dur- 
ing the month, for any of those ever-ooming-to-pass occurrences. 

Adieu,*for the present. 
m. mh, 1830. R. A. M^N. 


Jtagei, Printer’s Devil. 
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A SORT OF A LAY JOCUND, ON MY RETURN TO INDIA. 

BY CAPTAIN McNAGHTEN. 

Hail! once again, thoii (realm of ann, 

And the burning westeriL gale! , * 

Once more (niy term of furlough done} 

Nurse of Caloric^ hail ! 

I’m still upon thy sudorous coast. 

With warmest welcome greetl^d. 

And by two years of British frost 
In no degree uuheated. ^ 

But far from me be discontent— f 
From me, who liate to shiver— 

When, ere I left thee, I had spent 
(Nor lost an inch of liver) 

Some twelve hot winds,” and soaking rains,’^ 

Where the ‘‘ prickly heat” so itches; 

And never felt a fever’s pains^ 

Nor rheumatism’s twitches. 

With porae and heart in lightsomeness 
As like as any two peas 
1 left the land of sixpences^ 

Aii() steer’d for that of roo-pees^ 

(Lucus a non lucendo) where 
The extra Sub* derided. 

Is told he sumptuously may fare 
On batta sub-dividedf. 

And thus 1 sang, as we unfurl’d 
The sails, and weigh’d the anchor. 

My vale to the western world, — 

Mid countenances blanker 

Than mine ^which waS^ not blank ft all) ^ 

And midst the Mates’ deep curses. 

And middies’ squeak, and Boatswain’s bawl-?** 

In these affecting verses. 

*Aa ecmie of my allusions may raqirtte elucidaton, for tho bentfit of t^ mere Eng* 
liih peruser, I shall convey him the needful through the medium of notes. Aa 
extra, or supernumerary Sub is a Lieutenant or £nsi(|^, who\ all at once appearing 
ds tu the eyes of bis ruler, has been civilly requestad to *' stand at ease/’ and 
to ah^ll^^ from perplexing bim^^ about promotion for tbs ptMOUt* Hi iii ia net^ 
a pah^^i lpbtinien of an Indian luxury. ^ 

f Half BittSi^svsry ona knows wbat that msini* 
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FAREWELL TO ENGLAND. 

Farewell, old England ! once again 
J quit thy curious clime ; 

But not to soothe a jpver’s pain^ 

('all I my piuse to rhyme. | 

FriWn lover’s paiq, and patriot’s qualm, 
My candid breast is free ; 

And, sooth to say, requires no balm. 

At parting thus from thee. 

• • 

I love thee, too, as well as most 
Of thy haranguing crew ; 

And when I change thy fog-veil’d coast 
For skies of gentle blue. 

Though no salt tears my eyes may blind. 
I’ll leave, when 1 depart, 

A thousand louder tongues behind— 

But not one truer heart. 


I’ll leave the patriot Whig to rave> • 

The patriot Bad to roar ; 

The first will thee from ruin save. 

The last — can do no more ! 

While men like Bentham, Dan, and Shiel, 
Protect thine ancient glories. 

My exil’d heart at ease may feel,— 

^ So, devil take the Tories ! 

But people must have some regret. 

When thus they’re forc’d to roam!— 
Well, I have not been inside yet 
Saint Paul’s capacious dome ; 

I’ve been in town” a year, a«d more. 
And yet I never went 
To hear the beasts at .cross’s roar. 

Nor climb the monument! 


I have not heard the bells of bow^ 

Though once, rm^told, they rang * 

Nor thought it worth my while to go 
And learn to spar and slang. 

No two legg’d lion’’ have I seen 
And only one of four. 

And yet in London town I’ve keen 
A year,iand something more ! 

’ f These belli ring, like tny thing, on the installation of a eeTiatn Biahop, (I fbr* 
(at whether he of LondoHi or not) and blessed is ths eai of the Coekney which then 
lesreththen* 
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1 have not heard the Rayners sinj; 

(Four switzers and their sister) 

Nor seen Brocard’s bewitching fling, 

(Fm sorry now 1 miss’d her) 

I never went to Crockford’s Hell, 

Where there’s tlic devil to payT; 

Nor cut what could brfcaird a swell, * 

On lour half crowns a d&y. • 

Mine ears have not heard Mister Brougham, 
In Law Court, or Saiijt Stepl^ens; 

Nor tax-re polling Joseph Hume 
Declaim against a grievance. 

Canning I’ve neither heard nor seen 
(And now my chance is over) 

Nor have I in the steamer been 
Betwixt Boulogne and Dover. 

The King and I have never met, 

1 know not one has bleu ; 

I scarce can tell by sight, as yet. 

The Prince of Waterloo. 

A hundred things Tve left undone, ' 

A hundred things unseen ; 

And yet in England’s rain and sun 
A year, and more. I’ve been ! 

I’ve not yet walk’d beneath the Thames, 

And only once above it : 

The diadem has had, new gefns. 

Since Blood tried to remove it; 

But I have not, upon niy soid. 

Its radiance been to see ; 

For halFa crovvn, to vihw the whole, 

W as far too much for me. 

No ! — I have not seen half the sights. 

Nor half the great" cha-nicters 

Saint Giles’s clock’s Vranspa rent tghts. 

And several famous actors. 

I have not tasted Wright’s Champaign, 

Nor been a prize fight backing; 

And, lo! I’ve tried to shine, in vain. 

My boots with Warpen’-s blacking. 

Farewell, Old England ! D. I. 0. ‘ ' 

Tlie ydar brings rouiid the crisis ; 

Tve seeu the last of frost and snow^ 

And ice'«-but not of icea, 
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*No twilight, parts the da.y and nighty 
In yon far eastern clime ; ^ 

And Fahrenheit is far-in-height. 

Three fourths of all the time. 

% 

In IJngland — dear ! — had forg<)t ! — 

I never liave been robb’d* ** ! 

My watch, though oft un-watch’d was iiot^ 
By any means un-fobb’d. 

Nay, even at the horti(;ultiiral lihow, 
i had not my pockets pick'd ; — 

Uidess the guinea I paid to go. 

Means that, in language strict ! 


I am sailing away — ah ! woe is me ! 

Witlioiit viewing the cameleopard ; 

Or having gone over the Tweed, to see, 
James Hogg the Ettiick shepherd, 

I refused a ticket to Almack's once,* 

And miss’d a Saint George’s marriage ; 
And politely declin’d Mr- Burst-all’s chance. 
Of being blown up in liis carriage 


Had I gone after half what 1 might have seen, 
(As to cash — could I better disperse it) 1, 


Might have view’d, for a bone-iis, the man so leant, 
f And the Gower Street Universitv. 


As*a Nursery of Letters”! hope this last, 

Will take care — poor H. V. and W ! — 

As you’ve been so abus’d by the Cocknies past, 
That the Cocknies to come sha’iit trouble you. 


But why these omissions enumerate now'. 

When I’ve had such an opporiuni ty ; 

Ere I enter’d a ship which had turn’d her prow, 
^ From Deal to the Indian community ! 

I go, as freely as blc^Tth the wind. 

Which drives me from thy coast ; 

Nor cast one lingering look behind. 

Or 0 }dy one — at the most. 


* Mr. B.’s Steam Carriai^e did partially expidde (in virtue of his ominous slmame; 
during one of its earlf trials.* No doubt the name is cal([||[latad to act as a deter- 
ment upon the minds of those who are curious in prognoBticks 1 

t The living Skeleton, poor devil ! He must have been ifterally virtuous, and 
even forcibly so, considering how impossible it would have beoa tot him to have^ 

** siuned iu the ilesb.” 
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A (Sosmopolitc I — 'tia in truth all one. 
Where I chance to stick up my spoon ; 
1 broil with content in a Bengal sun. 

And rejoice in an English June, 

I affect not the maladie du pays, I own. 
Nor in choosing a clime arn rigid ; 

But quietly melt in the torrid zone. 

Or bluely congeal in the irigid. 


So my native land, good flight !— or if, 

You would rather. Til say good morning ! 
I am happy to tell \ ou^e breeze is stiff. 
And the pilot has given us warning* 

I go ! — with a heart too light to swell, 

1 sail ! — with a tearless eye ! — 

Land of Umbrellas, Fare thee well ; 

Land of caught colds,^ good bye I 


^Twas thus* old India ! that I bade. 

Thy Mistress Realm adieu ; 

And again in sight of thy banian shade, 

1 carol a greeting to you. 

Clime ! where the baboo, fat and fair. 

The skin which contains him oileth ; 

Where no longer* from opium, love, or despair, 

The 8uttee in her own soot broileth-|'. 
c 

* Really one would think that the people'at home, in nine coses out of ten, blew 
their respective noses, tor no other purpose than to have it to ssy I have caught 
a cold,*’ or “ 1 wonder where 1 caught this cold,” or dear me ! what a cold 1 have 
caught !” It is the eternal phrase, and I look upon the Londoners in particular to 
be a sneezing nation* The simplest remedy I ever heard of for the afflictive disease 
was given by a waggibb friend of minftin the following laconicism. " 1 have caught 
A cold,” said the hoarse man, '* what bad 1 best do with itT* *' Let it go, again/' 
was the very satisfactory reply. 

t 1 have not yet by any means made up my mind as to whether 1 shall praise or 
blame Lord William for the abolition of the vidual slaughter here brought upon the 
carpet, on the authority of whim, and Oddity Hood ; for if 1 ever turn liberal 
(and what for noT as Peel and Kbilpotts have^done before me !) 1 slnli be 
extremely disposed to look upon it as a tyrannical infringement of the liberty of 
the gubject. He might have gained his point in a more comprehensive, philo- 
sophic, and liberal manner, by putting a prohibition— a sort of tariff^on the rrw 
material ; that is to say, by promulgating an ordinance against Hindoo marriages 
themselves, and thus effectiMilly putting an end to the supply of widows for 
the funeral consumption. Nothing like striking at the root of an evil ; but as to the 
pro«cnlcinattng petitions pf those sleek and uxorious Tagores and Dutts who still re- 
tain a lingering affeotiodlfor the old duttoor, 1 should not, and Lwere the Governor Ge- 
neral. either in or out oftiouncil, be disposed to pay much serious attention to them ; 
i^ideia ^y were eitffer countersigned by tbe wives, or enlarged by a clausa on the 
of the eame sauce being good for the gander and the geoee, providing iop 
widdwere also being served up, ss gsraish on limilar occasions* 
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Where the Palaced house stands check by jowl. 

With the hut, from the dunghill plaster’d ; 

(The China vase by the crockery bowl !) 

And the many by the few are master’d. 

Where thelemales styrddle their legs divine. 

As they ride^before their cruppers* ; — ■ 

Lart^ of the und*»cjiiited wiryj ! 

And die beef and mutton suppersf ; 

Our heaps of midnight meat to see. 

The tuckies, liams, ^nd geese ; 

The saddle, sirloin, round, — oli, me ! 

And the luke-warm gravy grease : 

Suppers like these, could they but view, 

III surh a perspiring land, 

(As the Duke exclaim’d at Waterloo) 

** What would they say in England !’* 

But yet f love thee passing well. 

Though 1 laugh at thy ball-room food ; 

And, pleased, on thy breakfast charms I dwell. 

And avouch that thy dinners are good 

Were good, at least, till the batta prun’d, 

By a hand most sternly impartial. 

Inflicted a deep and a cureless wound 
On Uie pride of the dinner-martial ! 

ffeel no harm in thy noonday sun, 

* And 1 often enough hav« tried it. 

When a beefsteak plac’d on an iron gun— 

The glow of the gun had fried it ! 

• it not be told in Gath (nor indeed, in any civilized country) thatibiahemiatio 

alludes to white legs* Nevertheless I am inclinJa to believe thaf the best riding man- 
ner adopted by the indegenous female of the East, upon equestrian occasiona, is by 
no means the worst plan of the two, scientifically speaking* Au reste l have not de- 
lineated them as riding before their cruppers,” from an idea that they ever rode 6e- 
hind them, as the pilliooed houris of the west are in the habits of doing (atra cura 
post equitei|i ! as some mysogymist observed) but simply because there was a great 
moral teceslity for procuring a prefer thyme to ^ suppers,” and if any one can do 
it better— a' by let him. 

t Rather a striking appearance our black and many shaped bottles have gliding 
round the table, some clad in white, and some in red ineitpressibles. Others again in 
party colored raiment, all dripping wet for frigorific purposes; and giving rise to 
little umicnble colloquies in this vein ‘.^Gentlemen , — *' allow me the honor of taking 
wine with you, Miss i Lady\^** with much pleasure— I'll take beer.** 

Aa to the more vie tually portions of an IndAn cenatory repast on ball nights ; — 
it really is an interestilig sight to behold three hundred> ^ by* y’re lady twenty 
score, ’^arraying themselves aroiind the slaughtered becatomt^about the noon of day 
and Betting seriously to work at a hot supper which is ponderous enough to make a 
tehaotry dinner (Ox and all) on occasion of some bHsk minor’} ceasing ** pant for 
twenty^one.” How Gunter of Bond Street ! how Jartin I i i how Mbosiettr Ud« Ml 
would petrify on seeing it I 
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1 have travelVd thy plains and jungles through^ 

When the mercti^ hath not been low’r^ 

(It shows what a good thick skull can do) 

Than a hundred and twenty-four. 

And I cannot say that|l felt any^worse,^ 

Then why should I damn the clime, 

Wliich it seems so greatly the fashion to cursOj 
Without either reason or rhyme ? 

And I think it would be just as well for somCf 
If the non-contents wtire siokhr. 

That promotion, which now is rather hum-drum. 

Might then be the least bit quicker ! 

1 swear not at all’^ at the Mussulman race. 

Nor thrash the defenceless Hindoo, 

As — a hot headed, puerile race,— 

When they first their career begin do. 

If I find myself cheated a little or so, 

1 pocket the loss with patience. 

For rascals ten tildes huger, I know, 

Are in much more civilized nations. 

I do not for ever repine, because. 

There is much I am here without • 

No Milford oysters open their jaws. 

And there’s no very good brown stout ! 

I have no post chaise, — 1 have no hotel,— 

I have no R. A.’s chef d’oeuvres 
And I’ve quitted the sweets 4 >f L. E. L« 

For Torrens’s dry manmuvres ! 

For vernal breezes, my brow to bless, 

1 have blasts from the desert borders ; 

For ne^v«6cotch NoveU', all wet from the press, 

I have (Papoe !) the General Orders. 

I see amateursy stead of Kemble and Kean, 

And (enough one’s senses to pester) 

A huge man-woman, where my eyes have seen. 

Thy adorable clay; Miss Ghestf r ! 

* Grifin — I cannot help the ignorance of a reader to any elucidation of this word. 
It means a new comer — a freshman ; — and while no one is taken to be out of bis * ' |^if- 
linage/’ until the expiration of twelve calender months from the daj of his arrival 
in Calcntta, there be some who continue in it all their lives. Those be the happy 
few who never grow any wiser, and who are as easily griff'd after twenty-two years 
service, as on the day of their landing. A griffiness, now is a remarkably interest- 
ing creature ; and to see her, on the first few mornings of l^r stay in India, at the 
beauteous age of seventeen ('having just passed the bread-and-buttery cycle) with 
her damask cheek all 61otched and bitten by the envied musquito ; one of her cruel 
eyes swoUen up like a a German puff; and her lily neck prickly heated, as if her 
Ayah had been sticking pina into it all night; is really a very desirable enjoyment 
for the epicure in female loveliness* 1 always liked a pretty griSiueeSg and wean to 
do BO for the time to eome. 
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For Pasta’s tonevl’vo a naiitcli girl’s squall 
And for parliamentary speaking^: 

The toto ccdo of the large tm/vn h^. 

When the liberal brains are leaking. 

In place of the west show rooms gay. 

I’ve the pursers’ omnium gatljerum ; 

A Bliggy instead pf a cabriplet, 

And my chops have no Truefitt to lather’em* 

No question that these privations are sad. 

And a great deal mdre 1 coMd mention ; 

But to balance what’s wot with what ts to be had. 
Was, is, and shall be my intention. 

And strongly I urge the bland reader to take. 
Example from e’en such as I am 

Whatever turns up, still the most let him make. 
And have, for his rule— CxIaPB Dibdii. 


TAI^ OF A CASTLE. • 

In the fertile and pleasant county of and not many 

miles from its Cathedral city, is situated the castle of one 

of those gothic remnants which still exist in all their pristine 
strength and rudeness of architecture, and which as succeeding 
genera^ns of men have crumbled away still stand forth in vig* 
orous 01(1 nge as objects alike of veneration and drcaH. Near this 
Castle is a mansion of the Elizaliethan school which by its fantastic 
peaks and turrets oifers a curious contrast to the solidity and sim- 
plicity of the castle itself. Nor is the contrast lessened when tho 
spectator descends from the house ^o the terraces in front of it, 
along which the passion-flower and jasmine and creeping roso 
have in latter days been carefully trained, while, below them are 
to be seen large gardens and conservatories, with a well trimmed 
and well leve&d bowling green. 

In the valley below th^ river winds on his way to meet the 
ocean, and in the distance the venerable spires of the Cathedral 
gratify and sooth the eye ; nor can they fail to awaken ten thou- 
sand associations to him who is mindful of his country’s annals, 
and who has not forgotten the rash act by which an English So- 
vereign avenged himself on the pride of an intriguing chprehman. 
Nor is the demand melancholy tone, of the Cathedral Bell wholly 
without its effect on the imagination, as in thg witching time of 
night, when the animated world has sunk to rest it pours its 
Qiusic on the breeze, and re-choing through the deserted apart- 
9 ients of the castle, conjures up forms of Ladyes faire^ and 
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gallant knights who in other times have revelled beneath its walls 
in all the pride of beautyibd dignity of strength. 

But many long years have now elapsed since aught save the 
bat or the owl have inhabited the castle. The mansion adjoining 
it is now inhabited by the owner of tlCe castle and domains while 
the venerable structure itself'-is deserted and neglect^^d. There 
it stands precisely as it may haVe stood some 800 years ago, 
save that the ivy which has overgrown it, now covers the latticed 
windows from which the fair nymphs of those days listened to 
the serenades of knights, or that the rviinparts and buttresses from 
which the stoUt man at arms directed his cross bow are how the 
hiding places of the dove and the pigeon. 

At the end of the Park which surrounds the castle is a spacious 
Heronry and often hath niy fancy as the Herons glided through 
the air, reverted to the good old times when the stout knight and 
his buxom bride, the squire and the page, the falconer and his 
train sallied forth in joyous procession to try the courage and 
training of their Jer-Falcons, their Sacres and Lanners, or tlie 
stately bird, who now, alas ! for modern improvements ! pursues 
undisturbed his vocation of fishing unless interrupted by some 
brother votary of the Gentle science.’’ But enough of this des- 
cription : should you, reader, be desirous of seing the spot I have 
attempted to describe, and if you are but fair and sentimental 
most happily will I conduct thee to it ; for I you must know am 
one of those unhappy mortals who possessed of more sensibility 
than sense ar^, destined to be the sport ot a world of visilfns. 

The origin of this ray pecuLaB. temperament may in< a great 
measure be ascribed to the scenes amid which my careless 
childhood strayed,” in the abovementioned castle and mansion, 
and where I did not fail to imbibe deeply the dreams of superstition 
which the castle ond it’s traditionary tales are calculated to ex- 
cite. It was of course haunted : the western tower was said to have 
been the scene of some dismal tragedy and some of the more cre- 
dulous of its visitors have imagined they could trace on its oaken 
floor the never fading spots of human blood. My credulity had fully 
assured me of the reality of this fancy, and it was on this acedunt 
tliat I used to select the haunted tower as my favomite retreat, 
where I would sit watching the bright orb of day as it descended 
to the Western waves, and then as the pale moon lit up the 
heavenly vault, my time of bliss and reverie commenced — ^tillmy 
brUin became as complete a clfaos as that described by Milton. 

The most ardent wish which then oceflpied Iny mind was to 
disebyer in the toaver in question some clue to the tale of blood 
^ confusedly whispered among the inhabitants of 
thi Mabe, It was asserted that in olden times a yoiingf and 
bride had been murdered by her husband who in hi# 
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film ha^ fallen by the hand of his half-brother, the lover of his 
wife — but what had been the fate ofN:he brother, tradition had 
left wholly untold. 

Fortune at length befriended me in my researches. As I was 
one day running a tilt witll an old lance against the walls of the 
tower I sti’uck updh a stone which appeared to move— another 
blow, and the fastening ]^ave way and disclosed to my enchanted 
eyes a flight of steps which I immediately descended and 
w hich led me to a small square apartment — empty as I imagined 
of all save dust and cobwths — On further search however I dis- 
covered a small oaken box firmly secured with iron clasps and 
but little aflected by the lapse of years. At first I must own 
an iTulistmet notion of its containing treasure or jewels flitted 
across they mind but on raising it from the ground its lightness 
convinced me tliere could be little in it but paper and I accord- 
ingly conveyed it upstairs where with considerable labour I for- 
ced it open and I'oiind — ^imagine my delight — a parchnieut scroll, 
inscribed. The narrative of H. de Warren — Lord of the cas- 
tle ol’ A. D. I67().’’ It was with some difficulty and trouble that 
I at last deciphered the precious document, as the ink was laded 
and the liand crabbed.* It appeared to have been written by the 
hand of him whose career it narrated; in some parts the letters 
were well and regularly formed but mothers the agitation of the 
Wi-iter had communicated itself to Iiis Pen ; and the blots of ink 
and of tears (such at least I supposed them to be) were frequent. 
It coni’Aenced as follows — 

Whoever thou art that hgist penetrated the retreat in which 
is clepo.^ited the narrative of my guilt and siifiering, whether 
thou hast as yet been uncontaminated by the passions which mas- 
tered me or whether thou too hast owned their sway — attend 
to the warning which my history will convey— tattend and slum 
my example. 

I was born in this castle of an honourable name and race in 
the year of our Lord 1620. Calamity early beset me, for my mo- 
ther who was my father's second wife expired in giving birlh to 
me •and to this want of a^fostering btmd to guide and restrain my 
impetuous temper do 1 chiefly attribute the subsequent misfor<« 
tunes of my life. 

My Father indeed who was the owner of the Castle and of the 
domain attached to it, ever treated me with the greatest affection, 
but his was not the spirit which* could obtain a mastery over 
mine, or fathom the •treachery which lay concealed in the bo- 
som of his elder son! His son! what feelings the name even 
now kindles within me. Yes I he had another son and that son 
was doomed to be the curse of my existence the demon of my 
fete. In years he was considerably my superior but as th0 
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world said, and as my accursed vanity believed^ inferior ii| 
personal appearance and mental qualities. But to pass over 
the years of Boy-hood and to proceed to the events which in<« 
fluenced so entirely my future life I shall content myself with 
relating that in the year 1640 the good old knight my Fa- 
ther was gathered to his arczestors and his' son and heir of the 
age of thirty succeeded to the title and estates, i too conti- 
nued to reside here and though our pursuits and habits were 
widely different, our time passed smoothly enough. Whilst he 
was mostly occupied in sports of tfie field, it was my greatest 
pleasure to wander by myself though the domain attached to 
this Castle, conjuring up fantasies and visions of olden times 
and revelling in what he affected to despise — the pleasures of the 
Imagination. Contiguous to this Castle was the mansion of 
another knight, of equally honourable family with ours, but whose 
estate was embarrassed by a course of reckless extravagance and 
hospitality. He had passed much of his youth in foreign coun- 
tries, and had married when in Italy a fair Italian, who posses- 
sed all the beauty of that Land of Poetry and Heroism and 
whose passions were of that ardent nature which the inhabitants of 
this northern region can neither feel nor appreciate. But the knight 
and his consort have long since sunk to ihe Tomb, and little do 
I heed their memories. I think not of iAem as I wander through 
the deserted apartments of this Castle, for what are they to me ! 
No ! there is another name which dwells upon my soul, another 
form which flits across my mind ! It is the form of ^hyrza, 
of their only child, of my first and pnly love ! of her who );tied the 
victim of our guilty passion, of her — (and can I write the word) 
who was the wife of my brother! I attempt not to pourtray 
what were her charms, or what her mental beauties ! They are 
engraved indeliblf on my heart — ^they have entered deeply into 
my soul ! 

1 I shall pass oVer in a few words the history of my love for her. 
Was it unpardonable that in the bloom of youth and ardour 
of passion I should become enamoured of a being chaste and 
beautiful as the angels of alight, and who requited my pas- 
sion by a love pure as earthly love can be ? The time at length 
arrived when it became necessary for me to proceed to College, ^ 
in order to undergo the usual course of study preparatory to 
my entering the profession of the law. I well recollect even now 
the forebodings which crossed my mind as I bade adieu for the 
first time, to Thyrza. Therewasamutualdreadof some impen- 
ding evil which Repressed our spirits and rendered our parting, 
doubly distressing^ But days passed and months rolled on. I 
was recovering my tranquillity of mind and daily looking for 
tidings of Thyrza. Theynevericaine—riny letters, numerous and 
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passionate as they were^ continued unanswered, till as I was one 
day doubting and conjecturing what might to the cause of her 
silence, I received a short and too civil letter from my brother, 
inviting me to be present at his approaching nuptials with— . 
Thyrza. Farther than tlys I read not — a dimness appeared to 
obscure mj eyesighk My frame trembled with an agony which 
I thought would be it’» last. L saw not — spoke not — ^felt not — 
nor did I shed a tear. From that moment a passion sprung up 
within me to which I had hitherto been a stranger. I felt my 
whole moral composition changeihwithin me. There wa> a con- 
stant knawing at my heart which suffered me to rest neither by 
night, nor by day. It was the passion of revenge, and I felt 
there was no peace for me until it should be gratified. 

I returned a polite answer to my brothers affectionate letter, 
hoped he would excuse my absence from his nuptials, and conclu- 
ded by wishing him every happiness with his Thyrza. I must own 
my hand would with dituculty write that word, but it was written, 
and 1 remember smiling in bitterness of soul at the expression. 
Some months after 1 again visited this pastle. The interviews 1 
had with her convinced me of her innocence and my brother’s trea- 
chery, he had palmed upon her tales of my faithlessness and want of 
principle; he had intercepted letters and had in my name returned 
answers which shocked her virtue and delicacy and which none 
but he could have invented, and had at length persuaded her pa- 
rents to force her to marry him. I staid nut long in that mansion 
but my revenge was ample. It is now many years since my 
heart 1^ ceased to respond to the notes of affection, since my 
worldly habits have preponderated over my noble feelings, but my 
nerves even now tremble, my heart even now beats with a quick- 
er motion when 1 think of my last interview with Thyrza. The head 
which reclined on my shoulder — ^tlm eye, whicli, moist with tears 
was expressive of all that was noble and affectionate, — the hair 
which loosened from its clasp waved in long and graceful tresses 
down her neck — the hand which locked in mine communicated 
its warmth to my inmost soul — these — and the words of affection 
issuing from her wounded spirit wese the attractions I then was 
a witness to — and whicfi are now buried in the silent tomb. 
Qome weeks after that parting the remains of Thyrza were con- 
signed to the vault of tliis castle. From a note I found here 
written in her hand I learnt she had taken the resolution of de- 
stroying herself rather than submit to the embraces of the man 
she abhorred, and her .mangled remains which were found in the 
castle yard too plainly bore evidence to the mapner of her death. 

It is now upwards of twenty years since the events occurred 
which I am relating, and since diat I have been engaged in 
the busy paths of hfe and many, and various are the scepes l 
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bave witnessed but these events are still fresh in my memory h 
if I was relating a tale of yesterday— as if she still existed— as 
if I still loved. 

' But he, the curse of my existence, the fiend whose withering 
countenance even now harrows up tfty soul, must he not be ex- 
piating in another world the crimes he committed in Uiis ? I 
sometimes in my dreams re-act the Tragedy which ended in his 
death : 1 fancy myself once more engaged in mortal combat 
with him. I see even now the deep wound with which my trusty 
weapon pierced Lis breast. I see and enjoy the agonies depicted 
on his grim and ghastly countenance, and as I wa.ke to tlie con- 
sciousness that this is not all a dream, but that it is the workings 
of my soul depicting scenes which Aave happened I shudder at 
the recollection of woes occasioned by my passions, and 1 weep 
— ^not for him but for Thyrza. 

I am now under an assumed name Lord of this castle, which I 
have purchased, for after the death of Thyrza and of I em- 
barked the whole of my fortune in merchandize and quitted the 
land of my fathers. I became rich in the riches of the world but 
these only increased my poverty of enjoyment. I have journeyed 
through dmost all the countries of the wrest, nor has the eastern 
world been unvisited by me : lhave seen those regions of pomp 
and superstition where the religion of Mahomed filouristies : 1 have 
stood by the walls of Constantinople and have listened to the 
roaring of the black waves ; I have become acquainted with 
the wandering tribes of Arabia and have bartered my merchan- 
dize with th^ wild inhabitants of the desert, but wbat wrbre they 
to me ? 1 have visited the land ol Gods and Men, of Poetry and 
Passion. — Italy, but beautiful as it is and well as it deserves the 
encomiums bestowed on it, I saw not in it any other excellence 
than that Thirzp derived her origin from it. She, alone occupi- 
ed my thoughts, she alone ruled in my imagination — and now at 
the age of forty when the generality of men are in the vigor of 
life as I drag my exhausted frame along the corridors of this 
castle I fancy the name of Thyrza is wafted to me on the wings 
of every wind, I appear to«hold converse with her as of oldy>and 
as of old she smiles upon me i '* * * 

Those who have never loved, and I have heard and read that 
such have existed, those who have never felt the influence of this 
passion, its doubts, its hopes, its fears, they perchance may look 
upon me as a weak and fapeiful mortal. Let them do so, let 
them boast of their firmness and stoicism. » I enyy them not: but 
those wrho have known what it is to link their soul with that of 
some fair daughter of earth, who have cherished that ardent and 
Absorbing afl'ection which is in itself sufficient and more thfui 
Sttfficictot for existence, those, who have in secret nursed aa 
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Ardent who have by slow and dubious steps advanced from 
the uncertainty of -doubt and hope, and beGonie fUflmed tWt the 
one dear object smiles on them; diose who have t^ved at t^is 
stage -of happiness and then, when the cup was abbot to be 
seated to them, overflowing with the nectar of eiyoyment, have 
seen it suddenly dashed tolthe earth by some totid and malicious 
power ; those who hdve thus lived add suflered, will pass a lighter 
judgment on my failings and will perhaps not withhold a tear to 
my memory! 

* ' ♦ ¥ ¥ ¥ . - 
Thus much I could decypher df the scroll, the rest Was per- 
fectly illegible, and as I laid it down I confess I in some measure 
assented to the appeal conveyed in the last sentence, emanating 
as it evidently did from a " mind diseased”' and ill at peace witfaii 
itself. 


MODERN SHAKSPEARES. 

(From a Correapondtni.) 

It is impossible to witness without indignation the mutilated 
Editions of Shakspeare that are published in foreign countries. 
Those pieces which have been, what is called, dramatised for 
the modern English stage, have in the opinion of t^ best judges 
been deteriorated in proportion to the departure from the text of 
Shakspeare. But our theatrical adapters are delicate and 
timid copipared with the emendators of the continent. Th« fol- 
lowing ilotice of the “ Lieferung^ of Macbeth ; Editodby Meyer, 
and published at Gotha by Hdnniug, in 1834, is taken from the 
Literatur-Blatt of 3d May, 1825 ; and the present translation 
both of critic and Editor is almost liter^. 

Franz Horn has made the unlooked for discovery that the 
" king's murder in Macbeth, whicli we have been in the habit 
" of attributing to the seductive splendor of a Crown, is to be 
“ braced to the violent love which exists between Macbeth 
“ and his lady : that in reality, the latter incites liim to the deed 
" fripn the love she bears her lord, gnd the lord executes it out 
“ love to his lady : Thusi— She soliloquizes : 

^ Metbinks I see thee in imporiHl splendor 
Already on thy brorir a das;BUng diadem 
And a whole country subject to tliv nod ! 

" How beautiful thou aH 1 And I thy wife 
Am queen’d by thee and crowned % thy love ! 

Oh were the prize but near!. e'en tbo’ it were 

With mouhAins aim with chasms girded roundf 
** No depth too deep no hill too high for ine, * 

My pride and lore would hli and level both I 

" Again her soliloquy on being informed oftie khig’s arrival; 
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“ Ab Fate ! I understand thy distant wink 
'■'V And the dark riddle is resolv'd in blood ! 

^e king draws near ! The raven's self is hoarse 
croaks th' intelligence of his approach ! 

** He comes to me ! Mow near the prise dodi lie ! 

« But dreadful still, the charm that doth divide ust 
•* How direadfun and thou lomtl Macbeth's prife 
Trembles to pluck what her high wish^ grasp*** 

** The golden fruit that fate iaself presents 1 ^ 

• Re it so— t sdise it— I dare the leap** 

“ Macbeth leapg too— Though more from love to me 
Than from ambition of that “ golden round’'— 

** In him Love is the fountain /)f his prjde 
** In me is pride the fountain of my love— 

“ And when our love and pride together play 
•* Where is the dam that can obstruct their way— 

My project rifens— bold and giant like 
It stands before my soul in flame ! fire. &c.'&c. 

“ Our readers know that when Macbeth is told that Macduff 
"bas b$ea brought into the wdrid by ihe Cesarean operation, he 
is inoluentarily subdi^, but dei^ration supplants his courage 
" and he attacks Macduff, wbo driven him from the stage and 
returns with his head to Malcolm. Shakspeare may perhaps 
*Miave prefeired this method, in order to make it appear proba* 
ble, or possible,, thet the tyrant has not fallen like a bero,,.,|toit 
has been executed like a criminal. This finale, however, is too 
" like the act of a prosing municipal justice to be tolerated by an 
emendator of such tact as, Mr. Meyer. As Macbeth has be 
“ cpme a regicide merely out of affection to his wife, be is allows 
“ ed, as a matter of justice, to perish like a warrior, wbo^jn dying, 
not only takes ample revenge on his opponent, but enjoys the 
** full compliment of military honors : for as soon as his'last curse 
is expended, a triumphal procession appears on the stage, the 
“ banners of the army are solemnly spread over .the two bodies, 
and the piece .concludes wjtfa the appropriate' anthem of God 
save the King’! .. 

: Waebeth and Maeduf Jighting. 

Xacb, "Hold — I liavo of tlieo upon mjf sAouUtr 

** Enough blood, -^Begone t seek for thy sword 
** Amongst my ibllowerB^ food, fork now, my body 
** Is to ail womanborn, impenetrable! ' ^ 

Moeda ** Then tyrant thou hast found in me a birth 
*• To break thy spell. I was not woman born 
“ But ripp'd untimely from niy mother's Womb ! 

Dtfueb. ** Cursed ! Cursed be Hell— add Earth m^itieaven 1 
“ Hold Macbeth I hold! 

“ (Macduff sfopjt--riPiti uprii^d Ifl* 

“ bora for utterance' in yain--^a^« a[»acfe^a<Vd^y bitp words— <• 
fediugs find vent in d h9rrtd laugh of d^ams^^ 
Maedufff f ■ ' 
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** Now Macduff-— now is the titn9 ! 

•* Onward to Hell ! 

*' (Macduff receives iKe blow on his shield, one? the blade 
" of Macbeth breaks from the hilt) 

Match* " (ftsl/cwing) Ha, My sword too! 

•* (Throwing the handle at i^acdujf't head) 

** May^t crush the^! # 

** Macduff (passing' his sword through the d^eruseless 
" Macbeth.) 

« Begun to Satan ! 

Macbeth (draws in this moment a concealed dagger-^ 
falls, but collecting his remaining strength, mtshes on Mac- 
and pierces him through the neck, with the exclama- 

Hon : 

Come with me I 

C* The warriors fall struggling and roll upon the ground 
in each other's grasp. In the same moment is heard a 
shout of exultation from the castle and volumes of smoke 
** and flame issue from the surrendered Dunsinane :J 

Macbeth turning his face towards his burning castle, 
** and raising his clearjked right hand — bellows :) 

** Cursed— Cursed— Cursed— 

** And dies I” 

I think the above specimen is a chefd'cevre of depraved taste^ 

? — No — in 
carries the 

T. M. 


this poor German deserve English resentment 
preferriijg his own text to Shakspear’s^ the crim^ 
jpunishmant along with it/^ • 


HIDDEN JOYS. ^ 

Pleasures lie thickest where no pleasures seeni> 

^Jhere’s not a leaf that falls upon the ground 
But holds some joy, of silence or of sound ; 

Some sprite begotten of a summer dream. 

The very meanest things are made supreme 
With innate ecstacy.^ No graiir of sand 
But moves a bright and minioii-peopled land. 

And hath its Edens and its Eves, I deem. 

For Love, thoiigh blind himself, a curious eye 
Hath lent me, to behold the hearts of things. 

And touched mine ear with power. Thus far or ni^> 
Minute or fhighty, fixed or free with wings, . . ^ V 

Delight ftdm n^any a nameless covert sly • ' ■ ' ' 

Peeps sparkling, and in tones familiar sings. 





THE ISI^ OF mRCONDAM* 

■ • .<*■■■ 

The cIoucl*capt Isle of Narcondam I 
It reja^;i^^lpin(lU 

A thousand fieet above the waves> 

Which round its ;^ild shoreS 8wee||* 

A thonisaijid feet above the sea, * 

Tn solitiide subliw;--^ 

So hath it stood^ so shall it stand 

, Until the end of dine t r 

Ko human foot hath ever trod 
. That wilderness so lone. 

But here the Eagle monarch dwells 
Of an undivided throne. 

Ages that shake a world, lone Tale I 
Change not tby rocky brow ; 

Thou wer’t a thousand years ago. 

The same that thou art now. 

Silence amid thy forests hoar, 

Silence within thy caves ; /. 

Save ybr the whisperings of the breeze. 

The murmur of the waves. 


For ever stand thy parapets, 
Impre^able and dread, 

Kor Ear£qnakes raze tliy battlements 
Though thunders scar uiy head. 

Fast anchor’d on thy dome of rocks 
Time hath no dates for thee. 

For ever and for ever thus, 

Ty^ of eternity ! 


same vast ocean at thy feet. 

In silence or in storms ; 

The clouds aye settling round ^.hy head. 
Of a thousand hues and forms. 


Nor life, nor time, nor space beside— 
Thou only say’st 1 am” I— 

^ 'Such in its solitude and pride. 

Is tiie peak of. N^condam I • 


.cAPEL'soirni.-. r;..; 

^efNarcohdam stands fe the BaWofSencail^aloftyindm 
the densest jungle. 



THE BEAR AND THE BASHAW, 

IMITATED 

d^vom A Fautiebillr* 

I ENTITIED 

D’OURS A LE^AOHA. 

CHARACTERS. 

TURIL15. 

Shahabahamaltqi;e. — The Bashaw. A credvlons old foot 
’^rather good natured for a Bashaw, excessively ignorant-— 
dying of ennui and eternally in search of amusement. 

Modstapha.— A«o/Acr /bo/— his adviser. 

Roxolana.— A captive lately received into the Bashaw’s 
Serajrlio and the reigning favourite. 

Zclema.— IZ er , Cow/rffl«/c. 

EUROPEANS. 

Mn. Bronze. — C« devant Manager'of the West Peckham 
Company of Comedians — now a merchant. 

Mr. Mark Antony Guubins.— H is co/w;?«m/o» and part- 
ner. formerly apprentice to a Tallow Chandler, but latterly 
principal serious hero and poet to the West Peckham Com- 
pany. 

% THE BEAR AND THE BASHAW/ 

Scene 1st. — A court yard in Shahabahamalique’s Seraglio— 
with a gilded railing at the extremity — a building to the left 
over the door of vihich is 7.or<V/e«“ Apartments of the Women,” 
on the right a stone wall, about the middle of which is 
a gilded grating projecting a little way from the wall, but 
joined to it— over the grating is written Menagerie. A flower 
tree is trained up dose by the Menagerie as if against the 
wall, — near the front on the right-side of the stage is the 
o/'H<c Bashaw. • 

At the rising of the CURTAIN, ROXOLANA, ZuLEMA and 
Oliver Sultanas enter hastily from different wings. 

All. — Well, what news — what news? 

Zul. — How has he passed the night ? 

JJojf.— Did the ^ruel andEau de Cologne do him any good ? 

A Sultana.— Ofl, they should have given lui% the beet^teak 
soaked in turpentine ! 

Alas, my soultrembles! 

Alas! Alas! 
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JSoar.— The last Bulletin announced that he was better. 

Ztt/. — But that abhorred Doctor will spoil all — he insisted 
that they should give him three little dogs and a bushel of car- 
rots to eat. 

A Sultana . — ^And he too in that weak state ! 

YaU . — It is not at all sat^factory.t 

llox . — Do they giiess who w,ould succeed him ? t 

ZuL — Oh madam ! tliat can be but of little consequence to you^ 

i T^ou ought to be less apprehensive than any one on account of 
iis loss, if the angel of ^t 2 ii\should release him. For every one 
knows the rank you hold in the heart of the Bashaw^ and if you 
would only relent — the death of a thousand — 

Rox, — Hush — hush — know you not that it is impossible, think 

i f Oil I can forget that I am a wife. Though my husband jea- 
ous and did persuade me to accompany a lady to Malta, in 
which voyage we were picked up by the Corsair who sold me, 
sold me to the Bashaw — I cannot forget him — alas my poor ! 
Enter Moostapha. 

Heavens what brings Moostapha here — looking as scared 
too as he did the night 1 boxe4his ears, and put an ounce of 
pepper in the Bashaw's Sherbet. ^ 

Moo6‘t, — fJft g7^eat affliction) — Madam— Ladies — ’tis done 
— earth w as unworthy of him — "tis all over — he died with the 
composure of an undertaker — Oh those three accursed little dogs 
and the bushel of carrots— ’tis all over. 

Rox . — Ah ! then he is no more. • 

Moost . — Madam you liave sui^d it — the Arctic Bear, belongs to 
History — he did — mind Ladies — I say did exist. 

ZuL — The poor dear dear Bear. 

Moost , — Yes Madam, we shall never see him more. 

(All WeepJ) *■ 

Mooat . — Tlie warmest friend, the best nut-cracker— what 
an irreparable loss for me and the menagerie ! The Black Bar- 
bary Ape will certainly commit Felo de se, and the Rhinoceros 
is already in despair — nevertheless — I speak it in confidence 
Ladies, the dear deceased had quite all the amiable qua- 
lities to which he pretended. • 

Box. — What Moostapha ! — you who always loved and prg,ised 
him so much ? 

Moost . — Loved him — of course I loved him, it was the 
Bashaw's orders that every body should love him like a brother, 
■and, when His Highness was by, I hop6 that J made no invidious 
•^(^iction between them.. But the Arctic Bear had whims, he had 
.V very inconvenient— and an infinite number of 
who was specially attached to his person, have often 
suffered by them. 



THE BEAR AND THE BASHAW^ 


267 


Zuh — ou Moostapha— how pray ? 

Moost, — ^Why he once gave me such a tender embrace that I 
Jost my appetite for a fortnight — and another time he rubbed all 
the skin otf my face in anjamicable salute witli his muzzle — ^in- 
deed I couW say mu5h more on thia^ subject only I have the most 
profound respect for departed gr<?atness. B ut Oh, Ladies, the most 
terrible matter is how to break this dreadful event to the Bashaw. 
My Lord Shahabahamalique is at present in happy ignorance of 
the fatal affair — and though the* best natured Bashaw in the 
world, the Prophet alone knows how a man coinnianding the 
heads, gullets, and noses of all the faithful in these regions might 
take the death of his favourite. 

XuL — Besides he would.have nothing to do. 

Moost. — He might take to decapitation and the bowstring, 
merely to dispel his ennui. 

jRojr. — Heavens, he might even take to making love ! 

AIL — Horrible ! ! ! 

Moost, — Well Ladies, ours is a common cause — I conude thivS 
melancholy case to your discretion. 

Rox . — We cannot conceal it from him long. 

iUooA'/.— True, but if he hears of this cursed, I mean amiable 
animars death before he has some novelty to distract his attention 
it is all over with some dozen or a score of us. 

Enter a servant. 

Servt. — Mr. Moostapha, jtwo English Merchants are at the 
gate, they pretend that you have promised them an audience 
this morning. 

Moost. — Merchants — the beard of the Prophet be blest — the 
very thing — they have all kinds jjf knick-knacks and curiosities 
for sale, and we may pick up something, praised be the Jack^ 
ass of Hourah A1 liasched. — Let them in — ^let them in Ali — in a 
fortunate liour have they come — ladies to your apartments, — those 
irjestimable merchants ! you shall see them by and by, but first 
let me speak to them — oiiie — ^in-irin. 

All enter the Seraglio. 

Efiter Bronze a7id Gubbins. 

Bronze . — Come in Gubbins, come in, can't you — ^you fool,we 
are near the women's apartments, are you afraid they will eat 
you. . • 

Qubbins. — No — ^why — why should I be afraid, but these here 
Turks makes nothing of pallisadoing one ifcthey fancy one a lit- 
tle too handsome, and looking about the walls of tbeir seraglio. 
You recollect what Othello did, that’s all. Besides I never sees a 
woman without thinking of my poor wife, you recollect the lines 
i wrote when she left me to go on board of ahip-*-'" Dear 
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Bronse . — Oh ! perfectly, you called her the sajEje aud onions of 
your existence, and the stuffing of your life. But my dear Giibbins 
sink the Poet, and the principle serious Hero of the West Peck- 
bam Company in the more dignified character of the merchant 

G?/b , — Sink ! — confound fiiem, they sunk me. 

Bronze, — Oh — Psha ! 

Gub, — Yes, they dii though — I had two and twenty shillings 
a week and a pound of dips when I was foreman to old Saet 
the Tallow Chandler — but you told ihe that my pen, and not my 
candles ought to illuminate mankind. 

Bronze , — Well you had, you know,been wonderfully success- 
ful in the Footman’s Magazine and contributed three sonnets to 
the Ladies Maid’s Weekly Recreation. 

Gub , — And so you proposed to me to take a third share in 
the West Peckliain Theatre, where 1 was to write the new trage- 
dies — post the bill'*, and do principle serious. 

Bronze . — It was a rise above your former situation, quite in- 
estimable. 

Gub , — Inestimable ! — quite ! — My share of the first night’A 
performance was one and four pence, and the third of a pound of 
tripe that a butcher’s boy bad pledged for a ticket at the Box Do( jr4 

Bronze, — Why talk of such trifles. 

Gub , — Oh trifling enough as you say, and I shouldnH have 
minded only that on the strength of being a great actor»and a 

great author, I married my poor dear lost wife — as 1 sqtt. 

< 

As Hymen bright the niiptiial fillet bound. 

The blue iiiorii laugh’d, and spread a sound aroim 1. 

Wliile’*— - 

Bronze . — Yes -wthat’s all ve>y true, I remember the verses, 
but we have now left the Boards for tlie exchange. 

Gub . — Yes and a pretty exchange we have made of it, 
quite at par, though, for we had nothing then and we have 
nothing now — they can’t accuse us of doing any thing for tfce 
lucre of gain however. • • 

Bronze . — Have nothing now ! — Have I not tried a thousand 
titiies to convince you that a great speculator in the present day 
is only encumbered by property, who would try to swim a river 
with a hundred weight of gold about his neck, the guinea sinks, 
the bubble floats, the only metal zve want is brass, and of that X 
think my DearGubby we have a sufficient capital— why Sir, sim- 
ple as I stand here I ^as the head^ or, what is the same thing, the 
tail of two joint stock companies. One for governing the East In-^ 
dies by Stf am at a saving of a million per mensem — and another 
for the pttl^pose of bringing ready made tea from China by an 
UBtfor aea tuiuicb It was to have beeu distributed bot and bot 
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througbout Great Britain by mean*? of fountaini?, and people 
lipould only have had to put milk and suj^arto their likinp^, 

Gub — Well my dear Bronze -1 rely upon your superior 
genius — ^for as I sai<j. ^ ^ 

Genius is lik^ a ^lap of thunder. 

It makes a noise and then the people wonder.’* 

And indeed I dont know any thins: else we have to rely upon.' 

Bronze . — Tue returns from the Calcutta market. 

Gw6.— Yes, we sent out seventy-two pair of skaites. 

Bronze, — Well, and is there not a man crane out on purpose to 
Jnake ice, could any thin;^ be more fortunate ? 

Gub . — But then the venture we brought with us. 

Bronze . — Sixty dozen of Spruce Beer. 

Gub , — It all went oil* — pop. 

Bronze . — Twenty pounds of long moulds. 

Gub . — They have all melted 

Bronze. — A dozen of Cheshire cheeses. 

Grib , — The rats have eaten it all. 

Bronze, — Three cfeks of Pale Ale. 

Gfib. — It’s all gone sour. 

Bronze, — Oli well Mr. Gubbins — if you go on in that way, 
1 wdsh I had left you to come and seek for your wife by your- 
self. • 

G?w . — Now don’t you be liulEsIi, Bronze. "S^ou know it was 
half your fault that I sent Ifer away, because you would always 
play Romeo When she play’d Juliet — I couMn’t bear it when I 
myself w'as principal serious yoiilh—andthen poor thing she was 
taken by one of those piratical villains as 1 described in iny sou^ 
net. . * * 

They shoot with Bomb a id Pistol, Driim and Gun I 
Do believe, and tUiiik it all quite fiuiiiy.'* 

• Lord knows what has become of her, but dont be congrumpher^ 
ous — you know how I vudmire your genius. 

Bronze, — ^Yes, but to have one’s mercantile vskill doubted by 
one’s partner, to be supposed incapable of carrying on business 
without a capital — besides Gabby — hadn’t we a beautiful black 
Beug^ Bear ? 

Gub. — Aye, but he's dead. • 

Bronze.-^o inich the better. It saved us the trouble of killing 
him for his skin, bui never mind what else we have, I have talents 
and industry, and you have impudence-^witb such a stock we 
cannot fail. 

Gub. — I, impudence ? — I assure you there never a moiti 
bashful man— as I once said of my.seif. 
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*' He has a face Tvhere modesty has put on, 

“ A ruddy grlow like gravy of roast mutton* 

"And as he blushes, his tiro ears and nose is, 

" Compared by many folks, to full blown roses.” 

J9ro»2re.— Butnotwithstanfiling all that,y^a know ^oa always 
put yourself forward on all occasions — f aside) 1 must persuade 
him that he is a volunteer or he’ll run restive. 

. Cktb.-^Vvii sure Bronze I do no such thing, for as I said in 
my little poem upon a sucking'pig. ’ 

Bronze. — Exactly so — but didn’t you volunteer to speak the 
prologue the first night of the opening of the West Peckham ? 

Oub . — Oh Bronze — Bronze — I believe you sent me to do it 
that the boys in the Pit might pelt away all the rotten apples and 
oranges before you came on — I remember I wrote the prologue 
myself. It began “ For your applause,” but I had got no further 
than “For your appl.” — When a golden pippin came slap into 
my mouth and there I stood gaping like a roasted pig with a 
lemon between bis teeth. • ^ 

Bronze. — ^Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! but you really are very Venture- 
some. t 

Gub . — 'That is to say you put me forward on all occasions — 
and I begin to have almost enough of it. If there is any danger 
to run or blow to receive — any body to be kicked— it always falls 
to my shares — whereas the articles of our partnership sjiy that 
we are to share and share alike — we have bad nothing elte yet 
to divide and I really wish you would take your portion. * I as- 
sure you I never was greedy — so pray dont stand upon any cere- 
mony, the next knocks and kicks that are going claim half with- 
out scruple — I shant be in the least offended I assure you. 

Bronze. — ^All will go right my dear Gubby, if we can only do 
something here in the way of trade. 

Gub . — Yes but I tell you we have nothing to trade with. 

Bronze. — Now tliat’s no matter in the world, every thing must 
have a beginning — oh, if we had only the nian who can sit npun 
air — of a mermaid — or an ice-herg, or any other little curiosity to 
present to the Bashaw. 

Gub.— "Yes, but as yon know we hav’n’t got them what’s tho 
use. 

Hronze.— Hav’n’t got them blockhead — I suppose ytwd say 
that to the Bashaw.. A precious , opinion he woyldhave of us truly, 
but if you do by the immortal Ben Jonsoh I’ll never see you 
more*yyFI| leave yoiibere by yourself. 

Bronze don’t— don’t talk so. If 1 was left here by 
mys^ i die of fright at my owQ shadow l&e the celebra- 
• ledrali^liidii ■ ■ ■ ■_ 

will by Coams, 
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Gub. — Dont,pray dont— HI do whatever you tell me. 

Bronze , — Well then mind — the -firm of Brpnze, Gubbins^ 
and Co. can supply every thing. 

Gub, — Every thing? 

Bronze — Yes — ^from a ship of the line to a paper of pins, 
from a whale to a tooth pifck, and from a magazine of gunpow- 
der to a penny wor^h of brown sujar. 

GwS.— A whale — oh*Bronze— he’ll never swallow the whale ! 

Bronze, — Hush — ^you fool — they are coming say just as I 
do — obey me — and be ready to take advantage of any favoura- 
ble opportunity.. * 

Enter MOOSTAPHA. 

\_Sj)eaking without perceiving Bronze and Gctbbins.] 

Moost, — I have done all I can to suppress the fatal intelli- 
gence till we get something new to divert the Bashaw’s thoughts, 
and thanks to the Prophet he suspects nothing — I left him occu- 
pied, blowing through a tobacco pipe at some little red fishes in 
a glass jug, and so ho is fix’d for at least an hour — now if I 
could onh| think of something else to amuse him. Oil ! (aeeing 
Bronz^lkd Gubbins) there are the European Merchants. 

Yes, merchaiits without merchandize. 

Bronze , — ^Will you hold your tongue you suicide — (to Moos- 
tapha) Sir we are your humble servants Bronze, Gubbins & Co. 
have you any commands in our way. 

Gub. — What way is that? — Oh Bronze ! 

Bronze . — We have every rarity, curiosity and u/ility that His 
Highneffs the Bashaw or tlmir Highnesses the Mrs. Bashaws 
can possibly require. 

Moost, — (Aside) How fortunate ! 

Gub, — (Aside) Now Bronze pray dont go on so. 

Bronze. — Yes Sir — our travelling assortmeift is pretty large; 
amongst other things we have a pair of slippers that belonged tp 
Julius Caesar — Prester John’s pipe and tobacco box. A young 
mammoth — the eldest Brother of the Great Ainericau Sea Serpent 
— and above all the celebrated Black Bear from Bengal in the 
Easf Indies. # * 

Gub, — Oh ! what tarrididlers ( Aside,) 

• Moost. — I am the luckiest of men — my dear friends, you 
are the very people I wanted. The Bashaw condescends to labour 
under an affliction and we wish to divert liis melancholy. Any lit- 
tle amusement, any thing curious, hny thing to take a prominent 
part in a sort of l^ete would be highly acceptable. 

Bronze . — Sir, account yourself lucky that bronze, Gubbins 
arid Co. have arrived in^hese parts^—for a Fete, my partner is the 
very man — allow me to present my friend to ybu-^he eats fire. 
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Gub.-^{Tr?/mg to stop him) I am blow*d if I do ! 

Sw 

firwi. — Never swallowed a spi^ in my life. 

Bronze. — Masticates glass bottles and paving stones^ and 
above all dances like an Angel on the tight rope. 

Guh. — {Aside) Oh la — you know Fdont. 

Bronze.— {Aside) you dolou/ascal you‘'do,its oniy taking a 
pole in your h nd with a bit of lead at each end, and then you 
may be (juile confident 

that I shall break ray neck. 

iHooA*^ —Tiiat is not exactly*^ what i mefuit; the Bashaw hates 
to see people exert theinselves, it gives him trouble, lie likes that 
sort of amuseninit that makes one sleep. 

Bronze. — — great dinner parties for instance, or young 
ladies playing on tlie Piano Forte. 

Moost . — Not exactly . but quiet sagacious animals, who spell 
words, and pick out cards with tlieir noses, he doats in short on 
wise beasts — and he had a white arctic Bear who was the jew** 
el of his eye, and the nutmeg of his aliections. 

Qub, — A Bear ? — Oh, we had such a beautiful Be<y|| 

Moost — What does your partner say ? * 

Bronze. — ^He says that we have such a beautiful Bean 

G?/b. — Ira sure now' I— 

Bronze. — Oh you don’t want to part w ith him, eh ! — but come 
come Gubbins — be is, I acknowledge, tl]e existing wonder of 
the world, but then for Hje general good of the concern vve must 
sacrifice our private aflections— is so fond of lijja Sir— 
f Aside) say so you rascal, say so. 

Gub. — Oh, yes very loud of him — (Aside.) Who do you 
mean ? 

t'ronze. — Hc^is as his own cliild to him. 

Gub.— Yes, Ira’s iny own ‘child, to him Who the devil 

do you mean Bronze? 

jiro7ize . — In sliort Sir with all reverence to the Bashaw and 
yourseh — there is not such another Bear in the world. 

Moost.~GM it be possible ? What have you really aBe^rJike 
purs? ' 

Bronze. — To a hair precisely the same kind of creature ex- 
cept that having resided in a warm climate^ he is not quite ^ 
fair as your Bear. 

ilfoosf.— -Oh blackish ! 

; iirowse.— A Brunette — but what is cpihur ? Talent is eveiy 
tktn§> ^nd I give y ou my honor that ours is the most accomplished 
Infill in the world, l^e has been the adtniration of all the Courts 
lie has visited. The Emperor of Hussia gave him a diamond 
and the Pope created him a , Cai'dinal. 
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' CwS.-— Oh Cri|nini ! ! ! 

Bronze.— There was a telk of a Biaronetet tti'hile in England 
and he actually received the freedom of the Fniti^r’s Company. 
’ Jlod«^.^This is admirable, l am the most fortunate of sinners. 
His mannen^oii say— ^ 

= Bronxt. — Are blapd as^ew milk and sweet as syrup of violets 
in fact the]f received their last polish in Calcutta, where eonde> 
iceuion is as plentiful as claret, pride of place as imcomioon as 
good potatoes, and the British character is only less amiable 
and admired for its softness^ and svavity—4han my Bears. 
Jlfoosr.-^Exqtiisite-r^nd his accomplishments ? 
Bronze.^kn secondary to his sterling merits, nevertheless 
he dances like an angel, is an excellent maUiematician, and pl^S 
Upon the violincello divinely. 

Moost. — Is it possible? 

Browee.— Yes true ti|ion my veracity. He has had lessons too 
from Velluti and sung a duett or two with Sontag, but a natu* 
ral modesty interferes with his singing in general society. The 
only time he attempted in public was when he play’d at the 
Chowrin|iee Theatre for the benefit of Bears, when lassureyou 
all the yming gentlemen in Calcutta attended. 

HoosA— I am a mad^ man — ^the very thing. — Sly dear, dear 
friends, 1 prophecy, 1 foresee for you and for your Bear, a most 
brilliant destiny, — what if the Bashaw should appoint him 
Prime Minister. 

B'ttfi.-rWfaat? — Who Prime Minister ? 

MooM . — Your Bear. * 

6r«d.— My Bear ? * 

B/*o«^c.— Yes our Bear. ' 

Gub. — Our Bear — Why you know that our bear — 

Moost. — Is the very animal I wan^ and will have— your patter 
{to Bronze) may dance very well on the tight rope, but he is 
rather tiresome in conversation. 

Bronze. — Gubbins hsave the matter to me* 

Gub. — ^Well this beats every thing — I’ll go and write a Son* 
Bet upon it. « 

Moost. — ^Your fortune i#made Mr. JVIerchEmt. Yours and mine, 
o^n your bear catch fish ? ' 

BroBze>**Catch fish i — he » first cousin to a man at Macbol 
who could stay under water seventy-two hours at a struck 
without drawing breafh* * ■' 

Bashaw wUl Idse his senses^ he likes of aU 
^iOgs-~my friehdjyour fortune is made. # < : ^ « 

‘ do yoU hear our ds mode. 

S^llibAMt.jioOitaj^a is BashaWakind^ 

ohiimd it wbsii 
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you, but be can’t bear to bekept .uraitisgy 'souptakd httgte to bifag 
yonr Bear ’to Shahabahanlliliquev® 

. JBronxe. — ^That’s the Bashaw ? . s 

. Moost, — ^Yes he gives a fete to day to his favourite Biiltkna 
yirho is an English woman, and as you and yoUr Beaf- are Ehg, 
Jish it will 'give him pleasure to see hlr countrymen — ^let me se» 
we will begin with a dance <}h %e tight .ro^e. “ 

Gub . — If 1 am the only one to dance I’ll just trouble you, for 
«s 1 said in my Sonnet. 

The man is all the same as gopd as-dead 
** Wlio breaks his neck or knocks off his poor head.” 

firorwfc.— You seehowhis self-love is wounded; he^s je^ous 
(to Mmstapho) of the Bear. 

j9foo«t.— Ah 1 see— 4hen he shall swgllow spits, and eat paving 
atones, but we’ll arrange all that by,m^by, I must a^ay to the 
Bashaw, who pray remember always gets in the humour to'cui 
Sofi' heads if kept waiting. 

Exit. 


My excellent' friend Bronee permit rte to ]^opose 
one question to you, pray how do you find yourself ? 
®ro«afe.—>iWhy pretty well thank youftiubbins how'do you do ? 
Gub , — I merely wished to know in the way of simple infer* 
ination whether you have not by chance lost your senses. 
Eronse. — ^Why, have you found them Gubhy, 

Gub. — No — but to go for to tell the Bashaw aboyt a Bear 
that can dadee and play, and dotlic rulenfthree, and aH manner 
of mathematicals, why where in 'the versal world will you find 
stiich an animal, except you send for the learned pig. 
J3ro»xe.**-Wliy now can’t you guess. 

No, I,caa’t upon my souL 
iBrow^e.'^ You can’t J ' 

,Cr«6.—;I can’t! 


Bronze . — My friend — Y-ou are the lartunate youth* 

. Gub.-Mo I 

(Br»»a;e,:—Yes tlie good: of the eoncem requires it. 
I7f0.~1i|^hat mako a beast of qm.V 
Bronze,— But such a beast — you ouf^t to feed flattered, By 
jibe chariMdeir J drew— a perfect Bem-. The ApqUn B^vi^xe of 
the Ursine race. , , ^ . 


<ilr«fi.^Yes,but— - 

^ i,Broffa«.-trNoWi dnn^t whr opr jfi>rtiij»e, I ,t^b you th 

* I wiA thatl tpailj^^ 

liiy^ j^aking mould sixes, b^^ll^got iinyseh^f^^n^ 
j|K piiirtpt as 1 paid in my lii^s on i of . 
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fie Aft Al»r •TfiB^fiAimJEW; 

What he can' see — had bftter iBirfd:hu (i^- 

! J?f<wi*«.---Why now don’t you recollect we lia4 ft Bear, 
,;.Cfw6.^Yes,.bat be died of a chromatic disQrde»vand now ws 
|iave only his shin. 4 , , 

Bronzep—Weli, rwill put you id to it. 

» -The 4eyil you will I * ^ i 

, Bronze^ — I. will. i , 

Gub. — I knew how it would be. — It will end in my first being; 
made to dance -upon hotplates,’ and then being out up into 
Westphali% hams. Its always the way. 

.BroM*e.r— But my dear friend — let me intreat you not to mar 
so promising a scheme— -you, are exactly his height — your man# 
POTS are alife — ^you daijce and play to* perfection on the violin- 
cello— what would yoU^ave more — the character was made fo^ 
you. 

Oub. — Aye you said the same of Macbeth, but I’ll be bang’d 
if I play this part. 

Bronze. — But consider our fortune-**you may be made cUan- 
aellor of the Exchequer ? 

Gu&.—l despise foatune, far as 1 said in my ode to Mr. 
Bheriff Pm'kins,. 

What is money bat' yellow and vrliite metal, 

“ With which our washerwoman’s bills we settle.’* 

What for a. little paltiy drosa would you makfi a brute of a 
philosopher, and a. man of letters ? 

.Broraae.— My dear Gobbins, the three characters are quite 
compatible, you will be a second Doctor Johnson; so come now. 

, Gub. — I’ll tellyou whatitis Bronze. If I do I’llbe— (RoxobANk 
sings behind the scene.) My oear Bronze do you hear tiiaU. 
Do you know the voice? — hush! (she sings again) by theMttler 
gad his men, 'tis she, *i8b she 1 “ 

Bronze. — She ! Who ? 

. Ghrfi. — ^Have you forgot her sweet voice ? Didn't she draw 
great houses at the West*Peckbam singing “ Cherry ripe,” its 
'njy wife— My dear piSrtner give me |oy. . 

' Bronze .- — My dear FelloW — ^notliing could, possibly deli^lit 
IRS more. . 

Gub . — ^Yes here is where the pirates have brosighih#— | 
Hertifly hope^but «she said she would die before she Werdd^'love 
another, and I guess from, her 8iDging,,that she 'i!t‘b|r ae fiteans 
;'deiitd'^-‘^thow;tO’get%.her. : ■' '■■■ '> .. 



if I flidn't feink thAt ^ould be it 

to getnear J^F ai^ fitak^ i 

retnarki^ddy ^himdsonte^ 
disfigure himself so before lus chielliabid^y is^ o^ 
reason— why she'll be fiigfat^eti out of her wits. • 

Bronite.-^'So mch thing— ^lil givehera hint that you varo 
no meana so great a brute as you appear, come, come, we have ^ 
no time to loose. * ‘ ^ 

G^ttft.-*-Well Bronze, you are a man of great genius, and if 
you realty think — ' . / ; 

Bronze. — Phsa ! It is only plodders who think— -Poets, Lovers, 
Ore all ifnpiilse and instinct like opera dancers. 

£rt^d.— You say true. My dear Friend ;do with me as you like 
for as 1 observed in my lines to a bundle of Asparagus. 


? JBronAe.— It is the only way for you 
yourself known. ; - 

Gub . — But bless me^for one so i 


When love points out, as is bis duty 
The way to succour weeping beauty. 

We scorn the furiep and the fates 

And dosn't care for five barr’d gates^ 

[Exeunt* 

Enter f As Bashaw, Moostapha, ^Roxalana, ZvLmhp 
S&ltaK AS, Courtiers, Guards, Slaves, ^c. Shahabamaliqie 
sits down on the musnud, — Roxolana site beside him— a ^lave 
brings the Bdshaw^s pipe* 

Bmh. — V^ell now we are here to amuse ourselvei#i M us 
lose no time. 1 can't bear to be kept waiting-^iamusc ycnrielves 
my frieni^l and pray make haste, for I declare to you whoever is 
not kiUused 1 snail order his nose find both his ears to be taken 
off immediately, so be gay^be gay— 

tow SafomJ— of the 

lustre of the heavenly bodies, brilliant i^|flligence of the earth 
(BusJmw yawns) izipi to accept the hbmfi|e with #Mch 1 throw 
Biyfielfatydursublime feet,]E)ermitme dustoffyour resiJ 

plendant shoes, that is to say boots Baskm>*s foot.) 

Kiss it my FriiJhd and %lcb^ other if 

yOuifihdlt do y^ ^ 

fo your l^ighness'is grficiohsne^^^ . ‘ ^ 

Sdkh.^Ent he g^jj be mirthful, it is the order of the day 
and exceedii^ly amusing (yawns) did you hot prbmise ide that 

Yes my Lor4 a Bear frbm of 

feiW he w|fi'b find Jtodi he ia % Ihat 
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of Bearsy-^y^uVe weJeA» 8 r 1 »yJboy. , ■', 
Box. — Heaii^ensi, «ttn I beliovo iB^ ey^s, can-'tt 
4 * Br^aie my poor; Husband’s friend '^w.Ha. moreover 
played Romeo to my Juliet very pleasantly. 

. 4 ifeFooa^.^rdtfr. Bearmo»r you may speakv^ . 

^'<Brora»^^m, my. incomparable Bear was born and bf%ddn 
tbe eminent^ity of Calcutta, He Has ^11 the virtues , apd inannera 
for wHich. that polite capital is celebrated, be came from thence 
to Ikmdon-^made the tour of Europe, with a private tutory and . 
now pants for the honor of an introduction to the great, thepowv 
e'rfidy the virtuous*— Sha-ha-6a — 

Moost.—Cto on— “go on-— how can any one forget so fine 
Shahabahmmlique. 

Browse.— The generous Shahahamor— 

BasA.—He is a very<pj 0 Ute‘ young man that. 

, Browse.— The patron i»f the artsi 
•Bash . — Very civil indeed. 

. Bronze . — The cherisher qf Bears. 

Bash . — Really he is very polite, and I declare amuses mq 
exceedingly. — (Yawns.} * . 

; . Boa;.— What is become of my poor dear Mark Anthony GuIk 
hins. — (Aside.) 

, : Browse.— It is not necessaiy^ ladies and gentlemen that I;, 
should now explain all the qualities of iny Bear— many can shew: , 
you an animal of the kind who runs up a pole, or a wise do®, 
wjio play# at Pominos, or a Canary Bird that fires off guns 
and , calddates simple multiplication— my Bear dqSs all this— ; 
and is beindes an agreeable codipanion in a Post Qhaise. 

B«wA.— Merchant of Bears— what did you say. about the , 
dog, and the bird ? .. . . 1 

. Brow;fe.— The animals themselves yviliexplainyj^bur mighjtin^s, 

J have a whole cargo pf them. . , 1 . 

, BasA.-T-Dear me, iii$t will be monstrously amusing, , , ; 

Bro;?;y«.r:r When -thoy arrive pn shore I shah haye lthe nonon 
to present jthem ; at present permit me to offer tq your .Highness 
a hiil«ebewihg the exercises and geney#!; virtues of myHear. ; 

BasA>— Ah that is. irighi, it lyill^be, exceasivqly amusing 1 ^,,, 
never can undqmtand any thing qule^ .it is very well fxplainedr— 
umei^ l.have a biH of a concert, Mr. Merchant of Beau's, I doh’^ 
carea.% for ihe., music.,. ' ■ 

Bronze distributing tl^ MBs, ^.pes owe fo 
feJBMr m a l<o^.vgiioe4» “ i:ead,,i:hr c ^ 

"Bo^f —What do i see (reowfewg) V* Tha , 

Jnsf ■ a'.: 





xr^its your H%hnes# ordim dei^ tff e#lilttuiji)id' 
fcim and he will obey. * 

■>' JBi^^.-^Sar^rizin^ h:ilininl~ittafvolloaa aniina|p^teiH the, toll 
ine i say, (aside) I doiit know what to iby to '%iin f ani- soriiii 
carious and singular animal — in sbortT-^arprmng animid--- 
Merchant of Bears my peirntratioh ^hnot be aeceiTedb 
‘ .Bronie— {in «/am) My Liord! • * 

BflsA.— 1 see that he ifa a very wise ahinial-^and- y^if 
anrprizihg and mite amusing— 'but let me see him do sohietlnhg 
clever and singiuar — can he read ? , 

Bronze. — ^Perfectly-read^ — oh yes— as well as any schdolj* 
master in your fiighheses’ dominions— bnt then he always reads 
to himself. ‘ 

Well that is very wonderful— I*m sure I dont know— > 
butl— . ' "5; ; 

Moqst . — Star of the first magnitude— here are some num- 
bers, painted on ivory given to your Highness by a Christian 
trader ftp the use of their little Highnesses — let your slave place 
them before this sage bjeast and ask him a question ? 

Bash.— Ah — it will be marvelously amusing — and 1 declare 
if he dont answer rightly he shall eat all the square bits of ivoty ; 
^atwdl be very amusing. ' 

^ " , 

ilfoosr.— ^Nowplease your Highness shall I ask him how much 
three times three makes. 

Bash. — ^Yes — ^Yes — and make haste, it will be very •diverting. 

Moost. — Xthroivs down the counters) Sage anim^ tell the 
light of the world how much three times three makes. 

' Mr. Bear merchant what is that sagacious beast doing 

wHh his foot ? 

Bronze.— ( Aside) that fpol will make some absurd blunder,— 
Oh please your nighness he’s merely making a little calOulation 
with his toe, using the “Light Fantastde” as Shakspear, says 
(Asids to Gubbins) now none of your folly or the sum totalrwill 
bo hangin^for two, 

QzA’-’^ioks out arid holds up ths ^o.lldi, 

; Bn>nzz,^Asi4») Oh Lord— Ob^rd. 

' ^oai^^^hmre now that is ycry amusing, what is that be holdo 
in his hand. ■ . 

: lyronn of inteUigmice ii>signifioi^20'but— : 

BasA.— WonderM^ — ^veiyt wond«4^ truly> only think that a 
Brute animal should possess so muoh diseoimsmQL '; 1 
,:to^d!tHie'it,b^teri,my*elf.,: ' .i:-' v-vy, 

^.stth^ , ,^yowf ViliUii^ousBewNMiloea; 3 

Ahl— 1 deuliffo 
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V 9 l!y ,.^unous Jbat I should not have thought of that — ^Hark-eo 
Merchant of Bears — does 3 times 3 make 20. 

; jBroiiac,— Q.h your htighness— I dmit knoF .what may be 
tho case jAsrs^-but vrliere my Bear was educated 3 times 3 was 
alvfaya iPonsider’d as twenty or in fact any other number ; as 
three .times three cheers forsinstmice. ' 

jBosA.— W ell I dedlare Moostapba, that’s a very sensible man 
that Merchant of Bears, and tlfe whole thing is very amusing, 
and makes me very tired— can’t that surprizing animal do soma* 
thing else. ^ 

, Bronze. — What is there he cannot do ? 

Bash. — I’m sure I dont know — can he sing? 

Bronze. — Why that*is his weak point — he is naturally mo* 
dest—umd just now rather hoarse, but be can dance like^ a pea 
on a tobacco pipe — and play on the double bass like Orpheus 
himself. 

BflsA.— There Moo8ta|}ha — only think how amusing. He can 
play upon a bass Fiddle like a tobacco pipe and dance like Mor- 
pheus. Roxaiana shall dance with him directly, and if he does it 
well he shall have a bushel of split peasfi and the inside of a bul- 
lock for his supper — but first let us hear him play. 

Bronze. — My Lord you shall be satisfied. 

Bash — I should like to hear something of his own composi* 
lion. 

Bronze. — Certainly the piece he is about to pertjorm is entire- 
ly his pw^. 

{ 'jBasA.|— Come come, merchant of Bears ; you haw corrected it 
a little eh ? • 

Bronze. — No ^pon my honor, but your Highness shall judge 
for yourself. Ladies and gentlemen let me entreat silence and at- 
tention, my Bear is going to begin. 

GUBBINS flays" Cherry Bipe" On tlte ifouble Bass. 

Bronze. — ^There Rbssini never composed such ati air as that. 

HosA.— Most marvellous and amusing ; well certainly Europe 
Is the only place for such things — a Turkish Bear wonld nevi^ 
haveBone so much. Tell me now bov^did yott mafiage to instruct 
this pleasant animal in sucE a surprizing manner? answer to my 
satisfaction and I will make you tutor to my children which will 
be very amusing. 

Bronze. — My Lord yon mnst first catch a Bear— that is if 
.Jroucan. 

' £s»A.-— Yes inconceive, ifyou can— well ? - ^ ; i - ' 

Bronze. — ^Well, it’s beW to catch a young^Beari but if yott 
imtdt an old iime it is the same thing; or R fae ismidcUe 

jaged it does not make any difference. /. ^ 
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' Mhitise . — After you have caug'ht your Bear, you inUBt faj^ 
d.uwu a. system and folio# it or not aa you like— you muft bring 
up jrour Bear as he ought to be brought upi—if he understands 
what he is told and remembers all he is taught ; he will probably 
learn what you teach him — in short you must takeyour Bear aUd 
I give liim an education, and if he profits by your lessons he will 
be educated. ' 

Bashf. — S’death ! you astonish’ me as much as your Bear. 
But how the devil did you make him a musician^ 

My Lord by teaching him music. 

Bash. — Moostapha my IViend, that man expresses him- 
self with a clearness and facility which quite surprize me. 1 
itever was so amused — now tor the dancing. 

jBra»ze.~Certainly my Lord, Go, BiUy Taylor — and— 

Bash. — ^What do you call him ? 

Brousfe.— Billy Taylor My Lord. 

Ah ! a very pretty name indeed. 

Btohse.—Gro Billy Taylor and ask those Ladies to dance. 
Bash. — Star of loveliness beautiful Roxolana— ' hat is to say 
^paragon of beauty — in other words — Moostapha. 

Jl^oosA— (To ttosTofewa) His Highness would say, Oh light 
of the interior apartment, that he wishes you to dance with 
this amusing animal. The Bashaw is about to pmchase him, 
and for you also sun of loveliness, he gave forty-five sequins 
and eight dinars. 

Rox. Fool! (Aside). Well Sir, I shall obey His jpighness, 
bat in my cOuntiy we wait till the Bears themselves silicit the 
honor ot dancing with us. 

J5»fo«ze.— Do you hear Billy Taylor, go, go, 

Chtihins. goes to Roxolana atid Znlema—and inmtes them 
by signs to da^ce. 

Bash . — Admirable ! — admirable ! — he invites Roxalana and 


Zulema to dance, well this is very amusing. 

■,-,i.;Mronze. — Don't fear him Ladies, he’s hj many degrees more 
«^t. than a lamb. — TAs Bear and the Jj^dies dance an Ah- 
l&aa/f^sS at ti^ moimnt^f turninyBsxE^oithSAk /AsBear eui# 
graces her>f ' 

^iiME««-i-Bteavons what imprudence ! — {aside) 

JBosA— C apital-Capital — 1 couldn’t do that. It is: veiy 
Amusing, and 1 declare 1 am quite tued'^but stay, let every one 
retire, every one but you merchimt of Bears, and take that plea-r 
sAbt anknal and shew him the curiosities the nalacei If he wantit 

is^t^ the little fishes in the pond or cumh up any of the 
|l^M^r;,iU'utedidb’f prevent him, ^ Now^goaB^qfyqm..;. 
;f:~(Jli|^^Heaveni'^iut^t my Ipo^; hu8bsbd>--(ews^^ 

goes oui^i\i<& M^iLvery Tel^ he 
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the slave who is leading him and tries to run to Moos- 
TAPHA/oy* refuge, the latter takes *to flight precipitately fol^ 
lowed by the Bear^ . 

Bash, — Merchant of Bears; I — I say, Merchant of Bears, I 
have something in niy head. 

Bronze. — Qlside), — T4ie devil he has — I hope he does not 
suspect. • * • , ^ 

Bash.^A thought has struck me. 

Bronze Really. 

Bash, — When I say thaj a thought has struck me?— I mean— »• 
that 1 have an idea. 

Bronze , — Really. 

Bash, — I have another [Bear in my menagerie towards 
whom I feel an aifectionate regard, and 1 thought to myself just 
now, that it would be very amusing to see the two Bears dance 
the allemande together — says I — ^that’s to myself you know, says 
I, it will be just twice as amusing to see two Bears dance as to 
see one — ^you understand me Mr. Merchant — so now do as I 
bid vou. 

&ronze, — Really I dont know what your Highness wishes. 

Bash.-^]^\i !- — oh ! — aye — you must teach my other Bear, my 
white Bear of the north sea to dance like yours, that’s all. Music 
he may learn by and by, but I am in a great huriy to see him 
dance, so make haste and give him a lesson. 

Bronze,—*-{Aside,) The Devil ! 

Bash^~B\kt Merchant of Bears. — Remember I am in a hur^ 
ry, I cait wait, I must be amused. So 1 will just gNe orders for 
them to Shut you up w4th tlie^Arctic Bear and you can give him 
the first ksson immediately. I daresay he’ll learn ‘‘ Balaiicez” and 

Dos a Dos"’ in half an hour at most, for he is very intelligent, 
and since he eat one of my Mamalukes he has {.yown as quiet a& 
a boiled onion. * 

Bronze, — ^Here’s a precious scrape. {Aside,) 

Bash. — But you must be quick Merchant of Bears, you must 
be quick, because you see though I am naturally as mild as 
crea^-cheese, yet when people make^me angry and impatient— 

Bronze . — W ell — then-*- 

Bash. — I order their heads to be cut oflF which is quite n£U 
tilral you know. 

Bronze. — Oh Jupiter {Aside.) That to be sure is one way, but — 

Bash, — Oh yes it shortens all difficulties. 

Bronze.— ^ Aside) and it shortens those who make them 
at the same time — But illustriaus Prince if it was permitted me — 
what the devil shall I say to get out of this seraph? {Aside.) — If it 
was permitted me, to~to — ^to present you with my system ot— 
of political economy. 
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Bash, — My good fellow present any thing you like. The mowi 
presents the more pleasant*, as we say in this country. 

JSrowr^.— Doubtless all learned Sir, you know what Political 
•Economy is. ^ ^ 

Bash. — Ah it is assuredly something very diverting, or you 
^woiild not ofler it to me, but go on. e 

Bronze. — Now I willexplKin^whatit isb§r an example, do you 
think iny animals are not diflicult to conduct ? but ifl waste cut 
of their heads where the devil would political economy be ? — 
•answer me%at. , 

Bash. — Why really — ah ! — you— that is Merchant of Bears 
I dont know unless it might be in their tails, but goon — that man 
4,Aside) is really very wonderful. 

Bronze. — Now my system of Political Economy is this — ^yoii 
liave never read Doctor Kitchener—have you. 

Baski — No but 1 dare say, it would be vastly amusing. 
Bronze. — Well, he says — that — after (linner particularly, you 
filiould not order any one to get the Bastinado — and that you 
should never give it to all alike. 

Bash. — Very true that might create , jealousy — he’s {aside) 
u wonderful man. 

Bronze * — For instance, I, now, don’tjcastigate my wise canary 
birds as 1 do iny Elephants. The birds 1 only.punish, when they 
are mutinous, with a tweak. 

Bash. — Merchant of bears, what’s a tweak? 

. Bronze. — If your Highness would condescend to lend me 
your nose I’d shew you in a minute. q 

Bash — Merchant of Bears, excuse me, I dont like' at all to 
have my nose touch’d it always makes me sneeze. 

Bronze. — ^Well a tweak is this kind of thing {imitating with 
his. fingers). ^ 

Bash. — Oh you mean a pinch. 

Bronze. — No tweak is the word. 

Pinch is more common. 

Bronze. — Ah that’s the grand mistake with all politicians 
they don’t understand the v^lue of words and so — ^ 

liash. — They say pinch. c 

JBronze. — They ought to say tweak. 

Enter Moostapha. 

■Bash , — Ah but here cutnes iny Privy Councellor. Merchant of 
Bears, let us take him lor our judge. * • 

ilfo<>«<.—YourJliglmessif— 

JBe(«h.—{(ioes up to Moostapha andf gives him a pull of the 
msel) My friend what do you cali that ? 
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, (Moostapha roars out,) 

Bronze, — Fairplay — ^^Fairplay yoAr Highness, donH influence 
his decision {advances to Moosta 2 )ha and gives him another 
pull*of the nose) — now what do you call that ? 

Moost, — Oh! Oh! — Your Highness !— merchant of Bears — 
what has my nose done t^ ofl’end. 

Bash,^^Y Fri^d,^ be cheerfal, he had my permission tor 
make use of it, but what do you*call that {approaching his finger 
again to Moostapha" s nose.) 

Moost, — (Hetiring and holding his nose) — My Lord, My 
Lord, what can I call it but a pull of the nose. 

Bronzci — ^There, tweak, pincii, pull, every class in society 
has its particular terms — and that’s quite according to my sys- 
tem of political economy, which your Highness now understands* 
perfectly. 

Bash, — ( With an air of infinite stupidity) oh marvellously; 
its the clearest science in the world, and very amusing. 

Moostapha , — Sir. 

Bash, — You may speak now. 

Bronze, — {Aside,) Thank Heaven frhat a relief ! ' 

Moost, — According to your orders they allowed Mr. Bear to ■ 
walk alone in the gardeji and they have found him— just guess 
where ? 

Bash, — Ha — really — Ha — why, perhaps eh — in one of the* 
walks eating Filberts. 

Moosf — You would' never guess it ; only think, at the feet of 
Roxohyia. • 

Bro7fze, — {Aside,) Confujflon. 

Bash, — {Chuckling) admirable, admirable, only listen Mr; 
Merchant — ^your Bear at the feet of Roxolana, oh it is too 
amusing. But Moostaplia my friend, had he an interesting air? 

Moost , — Just the air of some flne who makes a declaration. 
He seems a very aflectionate animal. 

Bash, — {Very much amused) and so he declared himself? 
well that is miraculous — 1 never saw a Bear ofler his hand and 
fortune, I never did as much to Roj^olana I’m vsure. 

Moost , — I have had hi«n conducted into the little menagerie 
there. 

• B^^onze, — {Aside) murder murder — ^poor Gubbins in a mena- 
gerie. 

Moost. — {To Bronze) I suppose we may rely upon the ami- 
ability of his character, for there are only birds, monkeys, gold 
fishes and other* quadrupeds of the innocent kind there. 

Bronze. — Oh he is more like a iamb than any thing else 
{aside) I breathe again. — {Sees Gubbins through the gilt wire, 
of the^rnemgerie who ^ify;i^*.)^There he is; 
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Well no body gives me any credit for my patience, 
and I really cannot remain .patient any longer — I laill see this 
Bear dance and converse with my Bear of the Icy Sea. 
(Guhhinsmake sings of dissent to Bronze who answers 1\im.) 

I would give ten thousand chequeens merchant of Bears to 
see them dance a Gavotte together, ^eavens ! it would be too 
amusing. i 

Bronze, — Ten thousand clieqireens {hesitating,) Sir I, I — 

In great agitation makes signs to him to refuse^ 

Bash, — You must manage it, or I shail be angry, I shall be 
angry, I assure you Merchant bf Beaivs I shall — we]d {to Moos^ 
iapha) are not you gone for th^ Great Bear of the Icy Sea yet? 
fly I can’t wait a minute. PIF go and inform the Ladies of the 
Seraglio of this interesting spectacle {going and returning to 
Bronze) don't you think merchant of Bears, that it will be too 
amusing to see them dance the Gavotte together ? 

Bronze. — But Sir — 

Bash. — Don't make me angry, I can't bear it, it spoils my 
appetite, I order you to arrange they must dance the Gavotte, 
or else by Maliommed olfgo the heads of the dancers, and youra 
too my fine gentlemen. Til impale all the musicians, burn tlje 
menagerie and chuck Roxolana into the sea, and so, for five 
minutes, I have the honour to wish you a very good morning, 
gentlemen. 

(Exit.) 

{Bronze and Moostapha stand looking very blank at each 
other.) ^ * 

Moost. — (To Bronze.) He is just the man to do it — tvhat in 
the name of the prophet sllall I do. {Aside.) 

Bronze. — If I could only get poor Gubbins and myself out of 
this scrape. {Aside) — Your Bear then is very wicked. {To 
Moostapha.) — Ah ! I see how it is, you are afraid that he will cor- 
rupt the morals of my Bear; very considerate indeed, thank ye, 

Moost. — Alas the poor animal will never corrupt any one’s 
morals again, he died this morning. 

Bronze. — Dead do you say ? 

Moost. — Yes as dead as Daniel and ^had some idea of asking^ 
you to deal for his skin ; but thaPs all over now. The Bashaw 
has set his heart upon seeing him dance a Gavotte, and when he* 
finds out what has happened, he will soon send me to keep com- 
pany with the lamented deceased. 

Bronze. — Lucky dog. * 

Lucky, what to lose my head bfecauscf an Arctic Bear 
could not digest tlq*ee Poodles and a bushel of carrots ? 

Brmzf-—Ttn thousand chequeens; by Jupiter,— my good 
fellowjip^y more, only tell me can you dance a Gavotte 2 
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Moosf^ — This, Mr. Merchant of Bears, is very ill timed plea^ 
santry, you see me on the eve of being*cut oflF in the bloom of 
youth, and you ask me if I can dance the Gavotte ! 

Bronze. — Zounds ! we have no time to lose, can you, or can 
you not dance the Gavotte ? 

S/Ioost. — [Seenring afters time to comprehend and giving 
a long whisile) Whewi!~I see, I perceive my dear Friend, dance 
to be sure, 1 can dance any thin^ in the world rather than be 
made to dance out of it. Zounds I’d dance a waltz on a hot 
warming pan without slippers, sooner than disappoint the Bashaw 
{drawing hia hand across iHs throat^ 

Bronze. — Well then that’s all right.— This Bashaw I see is 
like a spoilt child, good natured in the main and as soft and trac- 
table as treacle, when the first moment of impatience has passed. 
But we have no time to lose, come I will explain more fully to you 
wdiile you are making your toilette, and I will inform ilie Bashaw 
that his orders are obeyed and the ball is about to commence. 

Moost^ — Yes, but — 

Bronze. — Oh don’t fear m;/ Bear, he^s as mild and sweet as 
Warren’s Milk of Jioses, Beiules you saw how he danced with 
lloxolana, Fll keep near him, never fear, come, come — 

, [Exeunt. 

Enter Gubbins alone {climhing over the wall of the garden 
by the menagerie with the Bear's head under his arm^ he 
descends by the tree, and comes forwards shaking his finger) 
Oh Lok, Oh Lok, how it does tingle, that cursed animal, he had 
no more compassion upon my finger than if it had been a nut, 
(blowing his finger) Heavens what a situation is that of a Bear 
when he cannot make himself respected even by the monkeys. 
There was I, sitting in my corner, not saying a word to any 
body. When a rascally black faced Baboon came and began to 
nibble iny tail ; I couldn’t stand thSt, for thougri I never was 
proud, yet I knew that a monkey ought to keep his distance in 
company with a Bear: says I to myself the Bear is the nobler 
animal. So I just put out my hind foot, that’s my leg, and gave 
him a little shove, when, before I coul^^say Jack Robinson, he 
popped on my shoulders aj^d when I clapped up my fore foot, 
that’s my hand to take him off‘, he got my poor finger into his 
mouth, and began to chor it, as if it had been a bit o’pig tail. 
Oh dear, oh dear, he has taken off* all my skin, {shews apiece 
of the Beards skin hanging down n,) how^ever I have one 
consolation, I did not begin the quarrel. Says I, I am the only 
Clu-istian beast herft, so I’ll set a good example to the others, 
who would be a Bear to be kick’d and bit in tWs manner? oh 
Mark Anthony Gubbins ! Mark Anthony Gubbins ! why did you 
ever leave the tallow caudle trade and the place of principal 
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Sonnetteer in the Lady’s Maid’s Weekly Recreation to become s 
stroller? {begins to cry^ I can’t get my handkeclier out of my; 
breeches pocket — well nature is very bountiful to Bears {wipe9, 
his eyes and nose with his paw) Hollo ! wliat the devils coming 
now? Oh La! Oh La! what shall I do? Oh Dear ! Oh Dear ! 
this is worse than the monkey-r-what do I see coming this way ! 
Tlie great white Bear of th^lcy Sea by all that’s ho/rible, {tries- 
to climb up the tree again but fails) what shall I do? what 
shall I do? I’ll put on my head again, perhaps he’ll take me for 
his equal and at all events behave with civility if he isn’t very 
hungry. 

{Puts on the Head.) 

Enter Moostapha. — Completely disguised as the white 
Sear and with the head on. 

. Moost. — Ha ! Ha! Ha ! The scheme is a droll one, and the 
Bashaw is such a fool that he’ll never find it out, and if it suc»- 
ceeds — 

Sees Gubbins, 

Eh! — What! — Oh Lord! What do I see, I thought he was. 
{Safe in the menagerie — its no use trying to run in the.se infernal* 

J )aulaloons. The merchant promised me that he would not leave 
liin, what will become of me? If he should be hungry.— I 
wonder if they gave him tlie inside of the bullock and that basher 
of split peas, the Bashaw ordered for his supper ? If now I 
could only catch hold of his chain. — I’ll try, {approaches Guh- 
bins cautiously) 

Gub. — Ah — ()h — he comes idwards me, keep oftV {fries to 
roar like a Bear.) 

Moost. — Heavens he begins to be enraged — can’t I alarm him 
{tries to roarjike a Bear.) 

Qnh. — Oh Geinmini, Geinmini, where shall I fly, {roars.) 
Moosi.—litlp me Prophet — help me, he is getting savage, 
{roars) 

They both turn tail, run round the stage and meet at the 
top, they jostle each other roaring all the time, and while so 
doing both the Bears heads tumble off. 

Both. — The devil ! 

They have fallen on their knees in which attitude they 
continue staring at each other in stupid astonishment. 

Gw6.— Crimini, here’s a go- -well this beats Romeo and Ju- 
bet all to nothing, so it is you after all l^Ir. Moostapha, {rising.) 
Moost. —{Rising) Now arn’t| you a pretfy fellow. You de- 
Rypdferite to pass yourself, for a black Bear — had it 
b^ii a white Bear it would have been of no consequence — cheat 
make love to Roxalana, and frighten me almost to 
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tleath — ^but never mind — js^ood nature is my failing, and since you 
can get my head taken off by telling* the Bashaw of this little 
frolic of mine. I lieartily forgive you. 

GuU. — My dear fellow, if ever you should come to West 
Peckham — d — e! I’ll give you a Pit Ticket for nothing, {they 
embrace.) ^ 

Moost, — But come ilet^ us talk about this curious adventure, 
let’s have a little comfortable chat.* {They go to the Bashaw* s 
throne^ leaving the Bear*s heads where they felU and sit 
dowUy after some ceremony^ Well now, tell me — My Dear 
Friend, how you contriv^l. {Mtisic behind the scenes,) 
Heavens here is the Bashaw, quick, quick to our parts, or boiling 
to death will be the mildest sentance pronounced. 

(They both run and pick up the heads in great trepidation, 
— Gubbtns puts on the head of the tidiite Bear, and Moo^’Va- 
PJ?A that of the black Bear, they then plump doum upon their 
hands and knees, side by side in the middle of the stage, and 
gaze towards the audience^ 

(Enter The Bashaw, Roxolana, Zulema, Bronze, and 
Attendants.) 

Bronze. — (Speaking as they enter .) Yes my Lord — you 
sliall be satisfied — s’death,jand the devil! {aside.) What have they 
been doing ? 

Bash . — Merchant of Bears — I can understand most things, 
but what the devil’s this ? 

Bro?ize, — (Aside.) The awkward Ideots — Zounds we shall 
all be imi^lalecl together. • 

JSa,yA.-^How is it — How m it, I say tliat my white Bear 
has got a black head, and my black Bear has got. a white head? 

Bronze. — {In great confusion.) It is, my Lord -it is — nothing 
can, indeed it is the easiest thing in the world to understand. 
(Devil take tliem. Aside.) • * 

7io.r.— Good heavens ! I hope Gubbins has not really changed 
heads with any one (Aside.) 

Bash, — The easiest thing in the w orld to understand ! have 
the goodness to explain it then. 

Box. — {Asidp.'^ Alas, lio^y shall I cfiscover my pooi Mark An- 
thony Gubbins in this confusion of Bears. 

Bronze. {Endeavouring to speak with co7ifidence) — Ladies 
and Gentlemen, you have doubtless read Mounsieur Buffon, aud 
Aristotle’s Treatise on Animals. 

Bash. — Yes to be sure, we have read all these, but never- 
theless how^ is it that my Bear, who had a white head, has now 
got a black one ? # 

. Bronze. — You will understand me directly, for tbank heaven 
1 have not got to lecture an Ignoramus^ but the great Sbababaha- 
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malique. The patron of the arts, the most enlighten'd person in 
the East. 

Bash, — Thank’ye my friend, you're exceedingly kind, but let 
ns hear. 

Bronze. — This faithful animal, knows that he has changed his 
master, and you are too well informed not to know the effect of 
grief on a tender and sensitive mind. have, alers ! heard of 
human beings as tender as niy ‘ Bear, who in the space of one 
night saw their brown locks turn grey. 

Bash. — That is very true^ I understand all that — but how the 
devil can you account for the white ones getting a black head ? 

Bronze. — {In confusion) Alas sire, I own to you, that on tliat 
point I am rather embarrassed, unless indeed, what 1 cannot posi- 
tively affirm, he has taken to wear a wig. 

Bash. — We'll soon find that out, 1 know a friend of his who 
can tell me — Moostapha {calling.) 

Moost. — {Forgetting himself and anstvering quickly) Sir ! 

Bash. — ^The devil — one of the Bears spoke. 

Bronze and Roxolana. — Impossible. 

Bash. — But I say they did, though, and I will know who an- 
swered me. {During the preceding dialogue the ttvo Bears 
kneel on all fours side by side in the centre of the stage 
staring gravely towards the audeince). 

Bronze. — ^You see they do not reply. 

Bash. — That is just because they are obstinate, nothing else, 
but by the Prophet I will teach them to speak— cut off their heads. 

Ro.v. — Oil my Lord what are you going to do, do nqt spill in- 
nocent blood, cutting off their Ifeads won't make thein speak a 
bit better. 

Zul. — Oh my gracious Lord, so genteel a Bear ! 

Bash. — Ah ah — Ah ah — ^What coquettes these women are — be- 
cause they found one of the ’Bears at her feet — ^well, well Roxo- 
lana, I can refuse you nothing. I permit you to save one — but 
no pity for the other. 

Box. — (Aside,) What can I do? How shall I know him ? 
Mr. Bronze whicli, oh which is my husband? 

Bronze. — (Aside.) Upon my seul they have mixed them- 
selves up in such an extraordinary manner, that I don't know 
which is wdiicli. 

Box. — Alas I dare not make a choice. 

Bash. — Then my great courier shall settle the matter. Bring 
me both their heads. 

Moost and Gubbins. — Jump and lay their Bear*s heads at 
the Bashaw* s ffet — saying 

My. Lord we’ll save him the trouble. We have the honour to 
our pericraniums at your Highnesses' gracious disposal. 
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Bash. — ( Astonish'd.) — What my counsellor a Bear ! and who 
in the name of the Prophet — is that other beast ? 

Rox. — Oh my Lord. That's my husband. 

Ba!^k. — ( Apparently furious.) So every one has deceived me. 
Those Bears were not Bears — and the lady they gave me for a 
wife is somebody else’s wife — venffeance ! vengeance ! (Draws 
his sworc0 ^ ^ . 

Air and Chorus . — ^ Pray Goody,” 

Rox . — Good Bashaw, please to cast away that sal)re from 
your hand. • • 

Zul. — Dismiss those looks of fury from your eyes. 

Moosl. and Gubb . — Oh dear. I’m very dizzy, I can neither 
go nor stand. 

AIL — Then kneel and ask forgiveness if you’re wise. 

All. — Pardon — Pardon. 

Zul. — Do not be too hard on. 

Rox . — ^IMy poor Hubby. 

Bronze . — That is Gubby. 

Guh. — Yes we tells no lies. • 

Gub. — These prythee spare, 

Moost. — Your Bear, 

Gub. Your Bear. 

Bronze. — Your Tutor. 

Moost. And your Friend. 

Moost. and Gub. — You’ll never meet with others half so wise. 

AIL — diauntiny. , ^ 

* Bardo% — Pardon ! 

Bash. — Leave me alone with your pardons, you set of geese, 
it was iiiy intention to pardon them — but you have taken away 
all the merit of it. Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! I only wish’d to amuse my- 
self, and it has been quite too amusing. * 

All. — What goodness — long live the Bashaw ! 

Bronze . — My Lord, when will you pay me my salary as go- 
vernor of your children, and teacher in chief of Political Econo- 
my to your Highness. 

Ghb. — ^And me the value of my services as principal Bear. 

Bash. — Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! this is quite tda 'amusing — very good 
indeed. They first make me swallow all their tricks, and then 
Mr. Bear with his head in his hand asks for payment — well well, 
I have had plenty of ainusernent. I haven’t yawned this half 
hour, so divide the ten thousand •chequeens amongst you, and 
look when you goback*to Europe, don’t be telling any of your 
ridiculous stories about the ^ 

« Bear and the Bashaw’* 

Curtain drops^ H. M. P. 
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A SCENE m THE DOOAB* 

BY MISS EMMA ROBERTS* 

In “tangled deptlis the jungles spread 
ATOiind the solitary scene^ 

The lurking patither^s siflleii. tread » ^ 

Marks the wild paths cfi the ravine* 

XTere too the fierce hyena^ prowls. 

Haunting the datk jeels broad Jagoou^ 

And here at eve the wolf cub howls. 

And famished jackalls bay the moon. 

Its scorching breath the hot wind pours 
Along the arid waste^ and loiid^ 

The storm fiend of the dcsart roars^ 

When bursts the sable thunder-cloud*. 

A crumbling mosque — a ruined Tort 
Hastening alike to swift decay ^ 

Where owls und vampire bats resort. 

And vultures hide them from the 'day 

Alone remain to tell the tale. 

Of moslem power and moslem pride, 

Wben shouts of conquest filled the gale. 

And swords in native blood were died* 

They sleep — the slayer and the slain 
A nameless grave the victor shares — 

With the weak slave who wore the chain 
None save a craven ilpirit wears. 

Yet had the deeds which they have done 
I>ived in the poet’s deathless song. 

These nameless Spahis must have won 
All that to Valour*!* hopes belong. 

■ ; . ■ • j. ^ 

They brought their faith from foreign lands 
They reared the Moslem l>adge on high. 
And swept away with reeking brands 
The reliques of idola^.ry. 

« 

Where’er they preached their prophet’s creed. 
The gufllty rites of Brama fled. 

No longer shrinking victims bleed, 

" Or sleeps the liying with the dead. 
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The frantic shrieks of widowed bjridea 
From burning piles resound no more. 

Or Ganges desecrated tides^ 

Bears human offerings from the shore. 

Their wreaths Jh^ve ftidcd — lizards bask 
tJpon the mhrbte pavempiit^where 
T’was erst the dark eyed beiAities task 
To crown witk flowers her raven hair. 

Unheeded now the scorpion crawls 

And snakes iinscatlied in silence gHde^ 

Where once the bright Zenana’s halts 
To woman’s feet were sanctified. 

No trace remains of those blest hours 

Where lamps in golden radiance bright^. 

Streamed o’er there now fast falling towers- 
The sunshine of their perfumed light. 

• 

The maiden’s song — the anklet’s bells 
So sw^eeily ringing o’er the floor. 

And eyes as soft as the gazelle’s. 

Are heard, and seen, and felt no more. 

Now all is silent — tlie wild cry 
Of savage beasts alone is heard— 
pr wrathful tempest hurrying by, 

* Or moaaiiiigs of soineudesart bird. 

GRIER 

A SONNET. 

Impassioned grief is dumb — no earthly sound 
Can form its faithful echo. Sorrow’s dart 
In fevered breasts awakes a secret smart 
That friendship may not share. ^Oh ! curse profound 
To bear each struggAng passion darkly bound 
Within that fearful cell — the shrouded heart ! 

The quivering lip — the quick convulsive start. 

But feebly tell the strife. The croud, around 
When sinks the strong man ’rieath the sullen stream 
But mark the bubbles rise. Naught can reveal 
Our fiercer pangs. When mourners pant and teem 
With silent thought, and voiceless anguish feel. 

The world’s calm brow, the charms of nature, seem 
To mock the smotliered soul’s unheard appeal ! 

. D. L. R. 
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Libertas, quTe sora, tanien respexit inertem, 

Reapexit tamen^ et loDgo post tempore venit^ 

Virgil, 

Afik ye the time ? Oh^ fool and i/iow' of heart ! 

Its omens in the popiiloul air are rife *: — * 

Thunders shall bellow not* nor lighininii^s starfc^ 

Nor prodigies break forth of stellar strife. 

When the dry bones arc siiinmoy’d into life ; 

Nor gift of Prophecy is needed now. 

Through doubt and tears to read a coming age. 

While an incredulous world derides the sage t— 

But silently the signs are gathering round ; 

Fate nor retards, nor expedites their speed 
Inevitable ; — they who run may read ! — 

Portentous whispers, audible though low — 

Tyrants confess and tremble at the sound 
They cannot chuse but hear. Still will they cloak 
Their guilt, and “ Wiss” to “ ignorance” impute?* 

’Twere better then to have been born a brute — 

Or better still — a weed — to soak and soak 
Beside the slugglish tank until it rot^ 

And there an fend!— indeed a •^blissful” lot 
For beings in their maker’s image made> 

And little lower than the angels ! 'I'his— 

27iis is the life which Bigotry calls Bliss ! 

How Aifl’erent from the life to freedom given t 
With none to make the peasant’s heart afraid, 

Secure to him his fig-tree’s peaceful shade, 

Securer still his humble hopes of Heaven. 

A voice as in the wilderness — Prepare ! 

Solemn and still, though in its coming long. 

Harvests shall bloom where tigers made their lair. 

And Sabbath-bells from mangoe-topes ring out j 

Hamlets and trim-built cottages shall smile 

ITie happy homes of ftidustry ; the shout ^ 

Of innocent pastime sliall be heard, and toil 
(Nature repaying twice her debt to Art) , 

Prompt by its own return the grateful heart 
Full of a Peace, oppression cannot wrong !~ 

Ask ye the time ? Tis^'now upon the wing, 

And ye shall live to see it, and to sing ! , 

CAPEL SOUTH. 

^ Where ignorance is Bliss 

, , ’Tis folly to be wise** — 

'The most nnpliilosophical and altof^ether unmeaning dictum, that ever was ttsad 
•ratuspoiogy for bigotry and oppression. C« 
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THE IMPROVISATI^ICF, AND OTHER POEMS, 1824. 

• THE TIIOUD^DOUR, 1825. g 
TH E GOLDEN v/oLRT, A :fD OTHER POEMS, 1827, 

THE VENETIAN BRACELET, AND OTHER POEMS, 1829* 


Tlie appearance of a new volume from tlie pen of Missr 
Landoii (or h. E. L.) induces us to ofler a few remarks upon 
the nature of her poetry, which, as it seems to us has never 
yet been examined with strict impartiality. By a host of en- 
thusiastic admirers, she is held up as the glory and wonder 
of the nineteenth century, while a small circle of sterner critics 
regard her with a feeling almost bordering on contempt. The 
grossly exaggerated estimate of her genius that has been formed 
by a very large class of readers, maybe attributed toMr. Jerdan, 
the Editor of the London Literary Gazette^ under whose pilot- 
age the young Poetess lirst ventured her little bark upon the 
tide of public opinion. The extensive circulation of the journal 
just alluded to, secured even her earliest efforts a considerable 
share of public notice, and if her friend had been somewhat 
inure discreet in his praises, L. E. L. would probably have 
been a tetter and more successful Poet than ^he is now 
consider^l by men of judgment. The trutli is, that her first 
crude effusions were hailed by the well-intentioned but im- 
prudent Editor, with such outrageous and unqualified applause 
tliat she must have imagined herself at the goal of glory before 
she had well cleared the starting p^st. She W£» thrust blind- 
folded into a sudden and dangerous notoriety, with all her im- 
perfections on her head, and was foolishly made to believe in the 
morning of her life that her genius was at its meridian. The 
task of correction to one already so laden with honours seemed 
a usefcss toil. There was no room fdir, or at all events, no need 
of improvement, for no adKlitional care or labour could add any 
tlung to her fame. One poem was as much admired as another, 
and the English language was soon exhausted in her praise. Eveiy 
new production called forth a repetition of the same eulogistic 
epithets. Her only incitement therefore was to write not as well, 
but as much as possible, for the more frequently she wrote, the 
more frequently the silver voice of flattery was ringing in her 
ears. However much to be lamented, it is certainly not to be 
wondered at, if under these unfavorable circ]amsta.UjBes her latest 
works have all the errors of^her first and that many of those 
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fects, Yrhich are characteruiiic of inexperience and immaturity, andt 
which the sugg^estions of sound criticism and her own study: 
and self-examination might have soon removed, still continue t» 
deform her writings. Mr. Jeidan has checked her intellectuah 
growth, and almost killed her with too much kindness. IJnder 
better guardianship we are convincea that the genius ofL.E.L> 
would by this time have wrung>froin the coldest critics a valua- 
ble tribute of admiration. Her patron’s unmeasured and injudici- 
ous praises have not only greatly retarded the natural progress: 
of her powers, but have disgusted many who might otherwise 
have felt an interest in her success. 

But even Mr. Jerdan would hardly have succeeded in thus spoil- 
ing his poetical ward if a consideration for her sex had not kept 
many silent who would otherwise have exposed her errors, and ten- 
dered their advice. In this case however, ns it appears to us, a false; 
delicacy beguiled the critics into a culpable neglect of their pub- 
lic duty, while it would in fact have been more kind as well aa 
more just towards the author herself, if they had saved her early 
genius from the perils ofindiscriminate commendation. It should 
be remembered also that it is not only the cause of the individual 
author, who is called to the bar of public opinion, that is affect- 
ed by the critic’s judgment, but that the general interests of 
Literature are more or less dependent on every decision in the 
Courts of Criticism. Many a severe sentence that has driven an 
unfortunate author to the verge of insanity, would have been 
more cruel than necessary, if an example were not rometimeS 
called for to deter fools from profaning the temples of literature 
and infecting the public taste. The errors of real genius are. 
still more fatal in their effects than the eccentricities of scribblers, 
because they are apt to be regarded with silent indulgence by 
men of judgment, and are often confounded with excellencies by 
the mass of readers, and held up as precedents by the : servila 
herd of imitators. 

Though mast of the more respectable critical journals have 
either passed over the works of Miss London in total silence 
or noticed them with very general and faint approbation, one 
of the most powerful Reviews* of fne day has sjioken of hes 
faults with even more than sufficient sternness. Considering 
the bxtraordinaiy popularity however of these poems We cer- 
tainly deem it the imperative duty of every sincere critic to 
point out in how far they are ’deserving or not of the public 
favor. It is high time indeed to make this enquiry when it is 
known, that very large sums are realized by their extensive sale 
while the volumes «f Wordsworth, Coleridge, Southey and othet 
ttaqtiil^phably great poets, almost invariably entail a loss upon 

• ^ • The WeMmiutoc, 
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Iheir publishers. Some persons have maintained that popularity 
IS the test of poetical genius and if this proposition were true 
we should have no hesitation in placing L. E. L. above any of the 
writers to whom we have just alluded. A more fallacious criteri- 
on, however, could hardly be conceived ; for though we readily 
admit that extensive popularity is a pretty certain indication that 
a writer i^ not utteriy devoid of ^ery species of merit, it by 
no means follows that he is necessarily superior to his less favor- 
ed rivals. Popularity is no more a proof of genius than unpo- 
pularity is a proof of the want of it. But as the first implies 
merit of some kind or other, of however low a grade, yet pal- 
pable to common readers, so its opposite is generally occasioned 
by certain defects that arc equally obvious to the general eye, 
while the excellencies, if such there be, require more penetration 
to discover and taste to appreciate, than are possessed by the 
multitude. In these cases the fortunes of the writers are usually 
reversed. In the process of time the critics bring the once neg- 
lected poets into public favour, and make the people ashamed of 
their former idols. 

• In the remarks that we are about to make on the poetry of Miss 
Landon, w| trust that we shall not be thought unfriendly to her 
fair reputation, because \\e ventiue to explain her defects, as we 
shall always be equally or rather more willing to admit her merits. 
But the unqualified admiration of her poems that prevails in 
thi^ country, as well as in England, renders it a duty we owe to our 
readers tq explain, as far as it is in our power, in what their real 
character, consists. • 

The pobtry of Miss Landon^s for the most part constructed 
of materials more congenial to young persons of either sex, 
than men or women of mature thoufpit and sober habits. It 
is better suited to the boudoir or the ball-rooyi than the stu- 
dy. Her imagery is too much borrowed from the ornamental 
arts, and her notions df human character are generally formed 
from those external and adventitious distinctions which are observ- 
able only in high life and artificial society. Nothing out of the 
pale qf the most chosen circles is wort||iy of her regard, and even 
within this limit she is remarkably tasUdious. Her attentions 
are scrupulously confined to youth and beauty. There is neither 
cHildhood, nor manhood, nor old age in her little dazzling world. 
We meet with no personage, male or female, who is in anyway 
distinguished for lofty intellect or moral worth. She sees in fact 
no virtue extant” saye the fidelity of lovers, and deems no 
talent so truly gloVious as that which displays itself in a melodi-^ 
ous address to an arched eyebro\p’ or a ruby Up. 

We have a constant round of festivals, and bear of nothing but 
bright eyes and gorgeous dresses^ of tales of courtship and of 
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broken hearla / We have no graphic descriptions of external 
nature, nor revelations of the human breast Every thing is 
sparkling;, meretricious, and conventional. Miss Landon has 
a strange notion of an earthly Paradise. A person of moderate 
sense would soon be sick unto death of the eternal glitter and 
gaiety of her Utopian world. The soul aches with the glare of 
her redundant imagery, and we soon become weary^of meeting 
with an endless succession oi radiant beings with the same 
characters, features, and costumes. Her Dramatis Personas 
have nothing to distinguish tljemfro^m each other but their names, 
and the scenes are all equally dazzling, unnatui'al, and deiicient 
in relief. She has got a perfect store-house of ornaments, co- 
lours and lay-figures, but she blends a mass of gay hues con- 
fusedly on the canvas and fancies it a picture, and is unable to 
infuse the spirit of real life into her glittering automatons. 
These defects and incapacities arc to be attributed partly to her 
imperfec t poetical education^ and partly to the peculiar nature 
pi her gemus. With a prolific fancy, she has little pure imagi- 
nation , and less judgment. Her greatest misfortune, however, 
is a deficiency in the most essential attribute of the true poet — 
invention. From her wealth of irnageiy she is tempted to, 

“ a wasteful and ridiculous excess,” ai\d makes every thing more 
fine than elegant, less neat than gaudy. From a want of inven- 
tion and imagination and judgment, her incidents are ill-con- 
ceived and ill-arranged. The narratives, if narratives they may 
be called, are broken, abrupt and improbabJe. Miss |^andon is 
utterly inculpable of writing a long connected tale. ^The In^ 
provisatrice — The Troubadour-^The Golden Violei anA The 
Venetian Bracelet, are continuous and complete poems only to 
the eye. They are in fact a collection of short fragments con- 
nected more by^tbe Printer than the Poet. As her imagery is 
an ill-disposecl nosegay of* brilliant exotics, so her tales aro 
a confused cluster of episodes. 

Wc shall now proceed to illustrate a few of our remarks by 
specimens from this Lady’s works. We have observed that 
her transitions are too abrupt, and her incidents extravagaipt and 
ill-conceived, — a few extracts apd atvery little explanation will 
'show the truth of this assertion. Among the miscellaneous poems 
in her first volume, is^a story entitled UoSALlE. Rosalie leaVfes 
her mother’s roof to throw herself into the arms of her lover 
ManfredL The first we Injar however of these two lovers is 
that they are in a bark upon the sea. , The following passaige 
IB very prettily written. 

■ m'v.:- : 

r f was a bark aJittle way apart 

? From all tbo rest, aud tbew two loroxs leant 
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Om with a hlushingf cheek and heating heart, 

And bashful glance, upon the sea-wav^ bent; 

She might not meet the gaze the other sent 
ppon her bea'ity ; — but the half* breathed sighs. 

The deepening colour, timid smiling eves, 

Told that she listened (to)^Love’s sweet flatteries^ 

Then alley were silefit;— words are liy,le aid 
To Love, whose deepest vows are ev#r made 
By the heart’s beat alone. 


The poet, a few lines aftei^ take:* occasion to mention, that JBo- 
S(t/ie recalled for a moment the image of her absent mother and 
started up in agony, but her lover’s fond smile and gentle words 
restored her to more cheerful dreams, and 

She bent in passionate idolatry. 

Before her heart’s sole idol — MANPiitnt ! 


Miss Landon has no sooner displayed her young heroine in ] 
this picturesque position, than off she vanishes over time and 
space, in the twinkling of an eye, and after " bustling up with 
unsuccessful speed,’’ the reader is requested to observe a little 
chapel in the shade, where the poet informs us is the portrait of 
a Saint, “ whose cheek bore trace of frequent tears,’* and who 
should he fiud kneeling before the picture, but the very lady who 
so lately. 

Bent in passionate idolatry, 

^ Before her heart's sole idol — mavpreoi ! 

We ait then tdd that Manfredi^s heart forgSt its vowed 
idolatry (a too favorite wofdj and that in consequence of this 
change in her lover’s afl'ections, she sought the sacred precincts of 
the chapel and knelt to the picture as she had before knelt to 
Maiifredi. All of a sudden we are^again informed^ that 


There is a pilgrim by tliat old grey tree 


With head upon her hand bent mournfully. 
And looking round upon each lovely thing 


And breathing the sweet air, as they cjuld bring 
To her no beauty and no placing. 


^Tis Rosalie ! ! 

• 

The Pilgrim or Rosalie strays into the church>yard and sees a 
grave “just closed.’* She thinks of her poor mother, goes home, 

and finds her dead ! ! She bad just expired! ! These are 

not incidents but oo-incitlents, and very strange ones. 

The next poem is entitled Roland’s Tower. The narra- 
tive begins in the following manfler. laabelle%ad heard of the 
heroic deeds of young Roland and she had just been speaking 



ON I'QB TOSTRT OF Ih E. tu 

' ■ " I. 

of them with enthusiasm when there came « Pilgrim to T^rd 
Herbm't’s Hall. He was ^admitted with courtesy, and the maideti 
favored him with a song at the close of which she suddeidy ex* 
claims'— 


_*I would giro worlds, Ho see tbie chief, 

^J'his gallant KovnitD ! 1 could deem lii^ 

A mao must honour and a w^man love V* ^ #> 

Ladr ! 1 pray thee not reoal words, 

For Jam Roland ! ! ! From his face he threw, 
The hood and pilgrims cloak, •^and a young knight, 
Knelt before Isabelle ! 


•After this romantic adventure she of course loves and is bov 
loved — and, continues our fair Poet, % 

** Time past by, 

As time will ever pass, when love Las lent, 
llis rainbow plumes to aid his fiight—and springs 
Had wedded with the summer, when a steed, 

Stood at Lord Herbert's gate,— and Isabelle, 

Had wept raTew’-eU to Roland, and had giren, 

Her hke searf for his colours. He was gone 
To raise his Tassels, for Lord Herbert’s tower$ 

Vf ere menaced witli a siege. But be had sworo 
By Isabelle's white hand that he would claim 


Its beauty only as a conqueror's prize* 

Autumn was on the woods, W'hen the blue Rhtaa 
Grew r?d with blood : Lord Herbert's banner flies^ 

And gallant is the bearing of his rsu^s. 

But where is he who said (hat be would ride, 

At his right hand to Battle 1 Roland ! where**' 

Oh ! where is Roland !" 

After many days and nights of weUry watching, Isabelle at 
last beholds from her lonely tower, an armed train bearing her 
father’s banner to the castle. 


Down sl^e flew 

To greet the victors : - they bad reached the hall 
Before herself. What saw the maiden there 1 
A bier !->*her father laid upon that bier ! 
Boland was kneeling by the aide, his face 
Bowed on his hands and bid$ hut Isabelle 
Knew the dark ouiling hair and stately forBi 
And threw her on his breast* He shrank awa^ 
As she were heath, or sickaess«or despair, 
IsASfiLLE 1 It wa$ I who slew iky father ! ! 
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' Hero id another most marvellous incident^ and' which would no 
doubt tell admirably oil the boards of some provincial Drury. 
The Pbet explains that “ unwitting of his colours” Roland 
had slain the father of his “ worshipped Isabelle !” They agree 
to part for ever~Sbe goes, where most unhappy ladies are sent- 
Ity the Poets, to a convent, and Ao/oncf builds a tower within 
mglitof it. it was previously agree^ between tltein that Isabelle 
should daily at a certain *hoar w^^e a silk scarf from the lattice 
of her cell tltat Rbland mig^t be assured that she still lived. 
The scarf was regularly seen at the appointed hour for many 
days, but one evening Roland watihed and watched in vain and 
at length his hope grew desperate and he prayed that Isabelle 
Alight have forgotten him^ At midnight however the Convent's 
heavy bell convinced him of her death. 

Next 

They laid her in her graire — and the moon rose<^ 

Upon a mourner weeping there : that toml>> 

Was Roland’s death-bed ! ! ! 


.Ml this is mighty surprising and romantic but by no means t(v 
our taste. We think L. E. L.’s Printer should have had an 
extra font of notes of exclamation to mark jthe host of startling 
passages that croud upon, the reader's notice » 

The next Story is entitled The GUERiLLil Chief. We aro. 
first introduced to a young man, (Leandro,) leaving a cottage, 
tvit li the appearance of one who thinks that every echo of hia 
atep will faise a spectre^”' 

Wb^n he reached the fount 

He sat down by its. side, and tifhied to gaxff' 

Upon the cottage ; from his brow the sweat 
Poured down .like summer rain; there came no sound. 

From his white Ups, but you might h^r his heart 
Beating in the dead silence. But at length 
A voice came to his sorrow Never— merer 

** Shall I look on that face again ! Farewell ! 

1 cannot bear that word’s .reproach, nor look 

Oil pale lips breathing blessings which*the tears.. 

** Belie in speaking ! I have blighted all-^ 

• •• All— all their hopes, and my own happiness !** 

Hfe has no sooner made these lamenta tions, than strange to tell imw. 

“ Leandro !*^ said a sweet and gentle voice ; 

And a soft hand pressed on his throbbing broW|, 

And tears like twilight dew fell on his cheek. 

He looked upon the maiden 'twfs the one 
With whoitt hia first pure love hM dwelt,— the ona 
Who was the aua and starlight of his youtki 
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f This was Bianca! The lovers, however, part again. He goes 
to Mexico, returns to Spain, and finds it wasted by war. HU 
road home lies through ruined villages, but some old men who 
sit by their roofless dwellings, assure him that the way-storm 
has left untouched his own native valley. He travels on with 
a pleasing hope but is at last horror-struck at finding his 
home — “aheap of mingled blood ancf blacj^ened ashai.” While 
he is gazing on the dreadiib^ 9cene he* is startled by a woman’s 
voice. “ He looked, and knew Bianca ! ! !*' As soon as she 
sees him she gives a shriek, becomes crazed, and at last dies 
in his arms ! The lovers are *eventually buried together in the 
same grave ! 

The three poems, we have thus noticed appear consecutively 
in the volume from which they are taken, and may be regarded 
as fair specimens of Miss Landon’s Tales. We need not dwell 
on their abruptness and want of invention, and their melodrama- 
tic efiects, for these peculiarities are too obvious to require fur- 
ther comment. 

It may be observed that notwithstanding the gaiety and 
splendour of the scenes through which Miss Landon conducts 
her actors, almost every narrative has a tragical termination. 
And though she is so partial to ball-rooms, and brilliant dresses, 
she seems to be well aware that trutlf and happiness are found 
ih other places, and arise from other sources. In fact she is often 
rather too cynical, and deals somewhat too abundantly in melan- 
choly and mistrust. Her constant allusions to the guile and 
coldness of the human lieart, and the sadness that lurk^ beneath 
a radiant brow, degenerate at last^into mere cant. SlTe makes 
no distinctions. All her women are superlatively beautiful, and 
outrageously affectionate, and indulge in mawkish sentimentali- 
ties. Her heroes on the other hand, a«’e with few exceptions, as 
false and faithless as they are irresistable. Both sexes however, 
are generally unhappy, and Love seems to have descended upon 
this breathing world, for no other purpose than to make people 
hypocrites, or to break their hearts. According to Miss Landon 
life has certainly very few attractions. As we have already ob- 
served, Youth and Beauty a^Lid Love, seem to this Lady all tiiat is 
worth a thought. If there are excepCidhs to our remark that there 
is neither childhood, nor manhood, nor old age in Miss Lan don’s 
representations of humanity, they have the same reference to 
more prominent personages, that pictures or visions have to 
real life. They are only ocfcasionally and distantly alluded to. 
Not the slightest attempt is made to sketch the character of a 
person who is either before or beyond his teens. Even those 
who have the go\)d fortune t(T be of the noticeable age are 
neither powerfully nor accurately drawn. Woman, in Miss 
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Landon’s pages, is merely a beautiful living flower, and illus- 
trates Pope’s insulting line — 

“ Mpst women have no chnriicters at all/* 

There is accordingly a disagreeable mannerism in L. E. L. 
which tries the patience of the unfortunate critic who is con- 
demned to wade through Jier productions. To many people 
who rather* dip into,«thaji read^her volumes, the bitter com- 
plaints of criticism may often* seem captious and ill-founded. 
The critic is like a man who has slipped behind the scenes, and 
is too familiar with the tricks of thg establishment. The charm of 
novelty is gone, and nothing is more wearisome than repetitions of 
anticipated scenes. There is no writer of the present day who 
is so thoroughly monotonous as L. E. L. One volume is the coun- 
terpart of another. We have one eternal theme, and one eternal set 
of illustrations. Her actors, her incidents, her images, her diction 
and her versification have always the same character and tone. 

AVe must venture a few observations on the mechanism of JMiss 
Landon’s verse. It ia occasionally very melodious and agreeable, 
but generally vspeaking it appears defi(*ierit in strength and 
firmness, and is often singularly dilfuse' ami irregular. Her 
blank-verse is too much like divided prose, and seems to be 
constructed on no fixed principle. If one line has the proper 
heroic stateliness and is formed of pure iambics, perhaps in the 
very next she slips into a quick and dancing measure that 
would do well enough for a lively lyric, but which is quite 
out of keeping with the general tone of a blank-verse poem. 
Her rhymed verse is somewhat better, but it is deformed by 
very similar defects. It is sonsareless and undisciplined that the 
reader is continually puzzled to catch the euphony , and imleed 
it is often at his discretioti whether it shall be verse at all. He 
must have a practised ear, and be able to liumopi* the rhythm, 
or many lines will appear like bfoken prose. Pope’s poems 
have often been placed in the hands of young persons to teach 
them a correct pronunciation, but Miss Landon’s volumes would 
have a very opposite eflect. The following lines, (and a thous- 
and similar ones might be selected) w^uld defy the most ingeni- 
ous reader to recite them according to the ordinary rules of me- 
trical composition. 


His very faults were tliose that win, 

T6S dazzling and rSndy da entr&nce m, * 

Whdn weiindd by ihd vdfn chtiVd by thd cold. 
Impatient uf society’s set mould. 

She had the rich perfection of that^ift. 
Her Italy’s oa'n ready son", which seems, 
Z'hd^detrif caught frdm d 
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lftn«ruage so silvery, that every word, 

Was like the lute’s awakening chord ; 

Skies half Buiiahine, and half srSn'Ight, 

Flowers whdse liras wSre ft brlfsth ftfdelightt 

I looked upon the deep blue sky. 

And itu'hi ail hSpe and hUrmonjm 

1 saw A youth beside me kneel ; 

I heard my name in music steal ; 

I ft it my hand trtmbling in^nis : — 

Another moment, and hU kiss 

Then came rememberances of other times, 

WhUti eveoptd her rich bowers fiSrthS pdLe dSy, 

When the faint, distant tones of convent chimes, 

Were answered by the lute and vesper lay. 

b:' fBar fttid pftin, thgre wgre thbse thC l&^t i^ight, 

W ith ft rSmSoihiiug ilke thSt which ft drfiani, 

Leaves, &e. 

Cbrled half in thC pride dftts lOvelinSss, 

And half with a love -sigh's voluptuousnesar 

Thia hope is vain, my grave roust bft 
Far distant from my own country. 

Silme Sue h&d brought d^w of iht spiing 
W iih womau's own kind solacing. 

Sh^ preit h^r hand tS h(gr brifw, Hr pbiii 

Or better thoui^hts were passing there^^the room 

JJ&diiO I'lght tut ih&t frSm thii 

WAich like the meteor has from darkness birth, 

She watched her circle,— ready t. mile or sneer,—* 

Shier s for ttidbsint ones, smiles Jor thi nlar* 

Her blank'Verse bas often feeble and slovenly terminations, a)' 
in the following, instances. , 

Her voice. 

Lost its so tremulous accents as she hade 

Her child tread in that Father’s steps, and told 

Hpw brave, how honored he lad been.— But v)hei% 

Sbe did entreat him to remember all ^ 

Her hopes were centered in him, that he was 
The stay of her declining years, that he 
Might be the happiness of her old sge, Ate. &o. 

There was one whose brow. 

; Hark with hot climates, and gdsfaed o’erwit£ scam " 

Told of 

.ai^h^e sabres flaehe^ the red fhots 
i^haUorhlQw botdid deslkttoUo^'sitofk^ • - \ > ' 
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$at tlien liis lieart iras hig:li and bis pulse beat 
'Proudlj and fearlessly now he was worr^ 

With many a long day's suflering-r-aod death's 
^ fearful thing, &c* 

•^—Perhaps, 

For be bas left some high nlemorials, Fame, 

Will pour its sunligtlt oa*tlie.pictive,fv/teii 
The artist's band, &c. 

From an ignorance of theprincij>les of blank-verse, the noblest 
measure in our language, aifd from that unhappy confidence in 
her own powers Which has been engendered by the injudicious 
praises of her friends, she has often whole pages that are literally 
nothing but mere prose, divided into lines of ten syllables. She 
mistakes a command of words for tiie inspiration ot the Muse, and 
therefore never aims at condensation, or wearies herself with that 
degrading toil” which has made almost every line of Pope or 
Campbell, a model for the poetical student. She has been taught 
to believe that her most careless and unstmlied ellusions ap- 
'jiroach as nearly as possible to perfectiCh. It is this unfoitunate 
fielf-confidence that has been the ruin not of L. E. L. only, but of 
Wordsworth, Southey, and other eminent living poets. They 
send forth volume alter Volume, and the ignorant crowd are 
amazed at their copiousness and facility, and wonder at the 
labour and comparative poverty of Pope, and Gray and Gold- 
smith and Campbell. It is a truth that seems little understood 
at the prd^ent day, that there maybe more thought* and poetry 
compressed into two lines of one writer than can be found in two 
thousand ofyinother. A man’s genius is now estimated by the 
compai'ative bulk of his volume. In former ^times a great book 
was held to be a^reat evil, and we confess for our^own parts that 
we are still ofthis old fashioned optUion. To modem readers, 
however, it might certainly appear somewhat incongruous to 
to speak of Goldsmith or Gray as great Poets, when their Lalli- 
putian duodecimos are seen in juxta-positiun with the gigantic 
quartps of Wordsworth and the Poet Laureat. Wo have no wish 
to underrate the genius of jhese two living Poets, (the former o‘f 
whom is our especial favorite) but w'e are quite sure that if they 
had written less they would have written better. Writers who 
possess a “ fatal facility” ^ould recollect the remark of the 
ingenious Frenchman who apologised for a very long letter, by 
observing that be had not time to write a short one. 

We shall now %xtra& two or three specimens of Miss Lan- 
don’s blank-verse poems, and by merely ptintiny them as prose, 
we have no doubt Wt they will also rmd as sudi. They are really 
jju no respect elevated above ordintuy prose composition. Be- 
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fore we proceed however to the extracts, we have an additional re- 
mark or two to offer, the justice of which they will in some mea- 
sure serve to illustrate.. With her usual dislike to every species 
of drud^^ery Miss Landon has disdained to lower her genius by 
an attention to the conimoii rules of grammar, of which almost 
every poem contains some flagrant violation. Another peculiari- 
ty worth observing is, that her pieces generally be^in with an 
abrupt allusion to some objecj oi’circuinstance of which the read- 
er is wholly ignorant. She commences a narrative as if she 
were explaining a picture to one who had as full a view of it as 
herself. The reader, however, is perfectly in the dark, and lis- 
tens to^ an explanation of scenes that are not before him. She 
runs on with her unconnected hints, as if the public were in 
all her secrets. Her transitions are so rapid as to be utterly 
perplexing and unintelligible. She often begins a story in the 
middle ; the close, however is generally complete, for death, her 
alniost invariable resource, is a pretty strong conclusion to all 
human adventures. The three first of the following extracts are 
literally the commencements of the poems from which they are 
taken. The fourth is alse tlie opening of a poem but it is not lia- 
ble to tlie same charge of abruptness or want of clearness. It is 
as simple as a nursery tale. The last piece is like an extract from 
a Traveller’s Journal. 

From ** Love’s last Lesson.” 

Teach me if you can — forgetfulness}. I surely shall forget if you can hid me ; I who 
have worshi|)pe(l tliee, my god on earth. 1 who have bowed me af your lightest 
word. Your last coinnaaud, forget me,” will it not sink deeply doH'n within my 
inmost soul 1 $’orget thee ! — ay, forgetj'ulness will be a mercy to me* Jly the many 
nights when I have w^ept, for that I daredimor. sleep,— a dream had made me live 
my woes again, acting my wretchedness, without the hope iny foolish heart still 
clings to, thill hope is like tlie opiate that may lull awhile then wake to double 

torture ; by tlie days passed in lone watching and in anxious fears, when a breath 
sent the crimson to ray cheek like the red gushing of a sudden ground ; by all the 
careless looks and cifi eless words whijh have to me been like the scorpions stinging ; 
by happiness Idiglited, and by thee, for ever ; hy the eternal work of w'retchedness ; 
by all my withered feelings, rained health, crushed hopes, and lilied heart, 1 will 
forget thee ! ulus ! my W'ords are vanity. Forget thee : &cc. 

From ** The Sailor,” 

An aged widow with one only jhild, and even he was far away at sea ; ^narrow^ 
ainfd mean the street wherein she dwelt, and low and small the room ;but still it had 
a look of comfort ; on the white washed walls wfcre ranged her many ocean treasure* 
—shells, some like the snow, and some pink, with a blush caught J'rom the suti'Set 
on the waters ; plumes from the bright pinions of the Indian bird ; long dark sea« 
weed and black and crimsou berries were treasured with the treasuring of the heart. 
Her sailor brought them, when from his first voyage he came so sunburnt and so tall 
eUe scarce knew her fair stripling in Fuat manly youth. Like a memorial of fur bet^ 
ter days, the large old Uible, with its silver clasps Ipv on the table ; aud a fragrant 
air came from the window ; thete stood a rose-tree lovely but of luxuriant growth, 
andyich w'ith a thousand buda and beautifully blown flowers. It was a slip Iron*, 
that which ever drew f raise from each pfxjser down the shadow'y lane where her home 
stood, the home w here yet she thought to end her days in peace : that was the hope 
that made life pleasant, and it [had been fed by the so ardent spirits of her boy, vrbS 
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Hid that God would bless the efforts made for his old mother* Like a holiday each 
Sunday came, for then her patient way she took to the white church of her own viU 
lage, a loipg fire miles. 

FROM ** THE COVENANTERS.** 

Never ! 1 wiy not know another Ifome. Few summers have passed on, with their 
blue skies, green leaves, add singing birds tnd sun-kissed fruit, since here I first 
took up my last abode and here iny bones shali rest. You say it is a home for beasts^ 
and not for human kind, this bleak shed and bare rock, ai/d that the vale below is 
beautiful. I know the time when it looked very beautiful to me. Do you see that 
bare spot, where an old oak stands ^lack and leafless, as if scorched by fire, wbilo 
Found it the ground seems as if a curse were laid upon the soil. Once by that tree^ 
then covered with its leaves and acorn crop, a little cottage stood ; *twas v4ry small, 
but had an air of health and peace. 

FROM “THE CHANGE.’* 

There were two boys who were bred up together, shared the same bed, and fed 
at the same board ; each tried the others sports, &cc. they parted, £cc, they met 
again, but different from themselves ; the one proud as a soldier of his rank, and of 
his many battles and the other proud of his Indian wealth, and of the skill and toil 
that gathered it ; each with a brow and heart alike darkened by years and care. 
They met with cold words and yet colder looks, each was changed in himself, and 
yet each thought the other only changed, himself thdsame ; and coldness bred dis* 
like. &c. 6kC. &c* 

FROM “ THE HISTORY OP THE LYRE.** 

1 soon left Italy : it is well worth a year of wandering, wefe it hut to feel how much 
our England does out-weigh the world. A clear cold April morning was it, when I 
first rode up the avenue of ancient oaks.-^ 4 liVe passed through Home on our 
return and there sought out Eulalia. 

We haw gone through the disagreeable part of our duty, and 
shall now fay a word or two in our author’s favour, *We should 
be sorry indeed if any of our readers were to imagine for a mo- 
ment that in what we have advanced against her claims to in- 
discriminate admiration we have been actuated by any ungener- 
ous motive. We have merely endeavoured to plaice her poetical 

{ leculiarities, in a proper light, and to expose the absurdity of 
auding her in such unmeasured terms, as are used on all occasi- 
ons by her imprudent Patron. If another Shakespeare were to 
arise, at the present day, Mr. Jerdan would find it diflScult to 
honour his genius with a single laudatory expression that he bad 
not already applied to L. E.*L. This is the very prostitution of 
criticism. We mean not to be severe on Mr. Jerdan, for ^ his 
failings lean to virtue's side,” and if he were less kind and gener- 
ous, his critical judgment perhaps would not so often be called 
into question as it now is. Every critic is more or less liable to 
the influences of personal friendship, and if we had ever had the 
pleasure of L. E. L.’s acquaintance we are not sure that we should 
^ve been quite so impartial in •our present dl'ticle. But Mr. 
Jerdan’s sins in this way are really too gross and glaring, and in 
justice to the genius of L. E. L. we must attribute to bis unbounded 
eulogies a large share of her defects. If her errors had been duly 
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explained to her, and her studies properly directed, we verily be- 
lieve there would have been at this day, but little ground for 
censure. Her style would have been less meretricious, levSs^feeble 
and more firm and concentrated. But even spoiled as she has been, 
it is almost impossible to open her volumes without finding some- 
thing to admire. When we Jiaye taken them up cSsually, we 
have met with passages of sacn delicate beauty that we have 
ceased to wonder at the enthusiasm of her admirers. But these 
flowers have been surrounded by so many weeds, that it has 
wearied us to search for others. With all her faults, however, 
ihe is a poet of real genius. Few young writers of the present 
day are more strictly original, or ow^e less to their contemporaries. 
When there are so many poetical Mocking Birds, origina- 
lity is of itself an indication (»f no ordinary mind. If she has 
imitated any of our later or living Poets, they are Thomas Moore, 
Lord Byron and Barry Connvall. She most frequently resem- 
bles the latter ; but she is not a servile ropiest of any one. Her 
poetry has always a distinctive character and may be recognized 
without the aid of her celebrated initials. She has a feminine 
grace of manner, an exquisite delicacy and tenderness of feeling 
and a profusion of sparkling imagery.^ 

Miss Landon’s latest volume containing, "^The Venetian 
Bracelet, the Lost Pliead, &c.” has only just been received in 
this country, and therefore \lemands an especial notice. This 
article, however, has already extended to a sufficient length, and 
we must cofifine ourselves to very rapid outlines of the principal 
£itories and a few brief extracti?.' Ainenaide, the Ireroine of 
the first poem, though nobly born, was brought up as a hum- 
ble peasant girl. Her father, had been compelled to fly the 
country in a time of political convulsion. Leonid a young sol- 
dier of high rank and character is won by her charms, and 
his afl’ectioh is returned. Before they can be wedded how- 
ever he is called away to the field. After his departure 
news is received of the death of the father A m enaide, and the 
restoration of his daughter to the family honours. Young 
in his absence becomes attached tOiU beautiful English-woman, 
and marries her. Count Arrezsi, a relation of Arnenaide gives 
a splendid entertainment at which Leoni is expected to be pre- 
sent. With a beating heart, and ignoran t of the change in his 
affections and circumstances, Arnenaide attends the festival. 

With eager glt^nce. 

She watch’d the door, and counted every dance ; 

Then tiAie grew long, hops’ caught a shade of fear— 

** Leom — feut they said he would be here , 

^ a' When sudden came Arezzi to her side,— 

** Look there, the Count Leoni ahd his brided 
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She with the violet WTeath in her bright hair ; 

Sooth but to say, that English bricTe is fair ! 

But 1 must go aud have my welcome* paid#’' 

Alone Amen/ide stood in the shade, — 

Alone ! ay, utterly. A couch was nigh, 
iflnd there she sank-Aoh, had it been to die ! 

The following description of ter feelings and conduct on 
return, has considerable pathos and beauty. 

Leoni and his bride h^ve leftibe hall. 

Why dues that cheek grow pale, that dark dark eye fall 1 
Why does that Up its wit, its smiling ceasel — 

It only pass’d for beauty’s gay caprice. 

She left the feast— but, oh, not yet alone : 

IVIany a cavalier has eager flown 
Upon her gondola’s home course to wait. 

And sigh farewell at her own palace>gate. 

Her maidens gathered round. What more, yet more^ 

To read the breast now throbbing to iriie core ? 

She hurried not their task,— each silken braid 
Of raven hair was in set order laid : 

ft 

But once she showed her weakness, — when her hand 
Strove vainly to unloose a glittering Imnd, 

It trembled life a leaf but that pass'd by ; 

I Struggle she might, but no one beard her sigh ; 
i And when her last good uiglit was courteous said, 

Kever more qucenlikc deem’d that lofty Lead. 

The last step died upon the marble stair,— 

She sprang towards the door, — the bolt is there ; — 

She tried the spring, gave one j^een look arounc^, 

Mutter’d *'aloiie !” aud dash’d her on the ground* 

Corpse-like she lay,— her dark hair wildly thrown 
Far on the floor before her ; white as stone, 

As rigid stretch'd each hand, — her face was press’d 
Close to the earth , and but the Ifeaving vest 
Told of some pang the shuddering frame confess’d^ 

She seem’d as striken down by instant death.— 

Sadden she raised her head, and gasp’d for breath; 

Aud nature master’d misery. She sought, 

Panting, the air from yonder lattice brought. 

Ah, there is blood on that white lip and brow !--• 

She struggles still— in vai^— she must weegnow 
She wept, childlike, till sleep began to press' ' 

Upon her for very vrearinees# 
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She determines to conceal the struggles of disappointed love 
and wounded pride—^ 

This must not be stain’d cbeek and fever’d brow 
Too much the secret of my soul avoir 
Aye deep as is the grave my heart shall keep 
'What burning tears Amena'ide coufk iveen 

Oh, never let Leoni know itfe worst : 

♦ 

^Tis well if he beliefs 1 changed^ the first. 

Too much e’en to myself has been reveal’d, 
ft. And thus be every trace of teark conceal’d.*’ 

She sought thealcove where the fountain play’d, 

And washed from lip and cheek their crimson shade ; 

And bathed her long hair, till its glossy curls 
Wore not a trace but of the dewy pearls 
The water left, as if in pity shed. 


There is a touch of nature in the following lines* 

The weary day pass’d on..nigbt came again : — 

Amekaide has joinecl the glittering train ; 

Self-torturer — self-deceiver-^cold and high. 

She said it was to mock the curious eyft» 

Such strength is weakness. Was it 7iotto h$ 

Where still, Leoni, she might gaze on thee? 

She begins to think that Leoni had never truly loved ^her, and 
that his attentions were a heartless mockery. This tliought is 
gall and wormwood to her lofty spirit. As she is one day wan- 
dering about her garden, a pedlar enters. 

—She hears a tread : who is it dares intrude 
On this l^r known and gupded solitude ‘I 
She seed an aged Jew ; a box he bore 
Till’d with gay merchaDdi 2 e and Jewell’d store. 

Ere she could speak, he spread before her eyes 

Those glittertng toys that loveliest ladies prize ^ 

Fair dame, in sooth s6 fair thou seem’st to be, 

I' 

That almost it is vain to offer tbee 
The many helps for meaner beauty made : 

But yet these gems would light that dark hair’s shade ; 

Well would these pearls aropnd that white throat show 
Each purple vein thut wanders through its^snow.” 

Angrily turned the Countess, — “ Fool, away !”— • 

** So yo%ng,^a8 fair, has vanitj^ no sway ?— 

But 1 have things most curious, and ’mid these 

Somewhat may chance your wuy word fancy please**’ 
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took bracelet,— ’twas of fine wrought gold, 

And twisted as a serpent, whose lithe fold 

Curl’d round the arm he spoke in wispering tone—* 

** Here lady, look at this, I have but one : 

Here, press this secret spring ; it lifts a lid,— 

Bfneath there is the subtlest poison hid. 

* • # 

1 come from Venice ; of the ^o^ders there 
There is no wonder like this bracelet rare.’* 

She started — evil thoughts, at first repress’d. 

Now struggled like a stofm within her breast* 

Alas ! alas ! how plague-spot like will sin 
Spread over the wrung heart it enters in 1 
Her brow grew dark — Amid thy baubles shine 
This ruby pross, but be the bracelet mine*’' 

Around her arm the fatal band is fast ; 

Away its seller, like a vision, pass’d. 

She poisons her rival, who dies on her husband’s breast. Leoni 
himself is suspected of having destroyed«his bride, and is taken 
to the Council on saspicion. But the real criminal is seized with 
remorse, confesses her guilt, and dies in an agony of grief, in Leo- 
ni’s arras. • 

« The Lost Pleiad” is founded on the old classical story of 
the Pleiades. The six sister Pleiades had been all wooed and 
won. Prince Cyris at last becomes enamoured of the seventh. 
She returns his love and quits the heavens. The Pripce however 
is but a fickle lover, and soon, treats her with indifference. The 
lost Pleiad dies of sorrow and mortilication. 

“ The History op the Lyre” is a description of a young 
Poetess, in which Miss Landon seems to have introduced a large 
share of her own personal feelings^ The follo\^ing extract is 
rather long, but it is too characteristic to be omitted. 

All time attests the miracles of man : 

The very elements, w^hose nature seems 
To mock dominion, yet have worn big yoke* 

His way has been upongthe pathless sea ; 

The earth’s dark bosom search’d ; bodiless air 
Works as bis servant \ and from bis own mind 
What rich stores be has won, the sage, the bard, 

Tbe painter, these have made their* nature proud i 
And yet how life gcRss on, its great outline 
How noble and ennobling ! — but within 
What base alloy ; how Disappoifitment tracks 
The steps of Hope; how Envy dogs success ; 

How every victor’s crown is Iked with thorns^ 
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And worn mid scoff^ ! Tr&ce the young poet's fats } 
Fresh from his solitude, the child of prnise, 

His heart upon his lips he seeks the world, 

To find him fame and fortune as if life 
Were like a fairy tale. His song has led 
The way before him : fi|tterieB fill his ear^ 

His presence courted, and'his words are caught ; 

And he seems happy in so many friends. 

What marvel if he somewhat overrate 

* f 

His talents and his state ? I'hese scenes soon change* 
The vain, who sought to mix their name with his ; 

The curious, who but live for some new sight ; 

The idle, -'all these have been gratified, 

And now neglect stings even more than scorn. 

Envy spoken, felt more bitterly, 

For that it was not dream’d of ; worldlinesf 
lias crept upon his spirit unaware ; 

Vanity craves fqr its accustom'd food ; 

He has turn'd sceptic to the truth which made 
His feeliugs poetry ; and discontent 
Kangs heavily on the lute, which wakes no more 
Its early music social life is filled 
With doubts and vain aspirings i solitude, 

When the imagination is dethroned. 

Ip turn’d to weariness. What can he do 
But hang his lute on some lou% tree, and die ? 

** Methinks we must have known some former state 
More glorious than our present, and the heart 

Is haunted with dim memories, shadows left 

r , 

By past magnificence j and hence we pine 
Ytfith vain aspirings, hopes that fill the eyes 
With bitter tears for their own vanity. 

Bemembrauce marks the poet ; 'tis the past 
Lingering within bipi, with a keener sense 
Than is upon the thoughts of comriou men 
Of what has been, that fills the actual world 
With unreal likenesses of lovely shapes, 

That were and are not; and the fairer they. 

The more their contract with existing things, 

The more his power, the greater is hib grief. . 

—Are we then fallen frem some noble star, 

Whose {oDBciousness isaS an unknown cursOi 
And we feel capable of happiness 
Onl; to know it is not of our sphere? 
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I have sung passionate songs of beating hearts ^ 

Perhaps it had been better they had drawn 
Their inspiration from an inward source? 

Had 1 known even an unhappy love, 

It would have flung an interest round life 
Mfhe never kne^. Tins ia an empty wish } 

Our feelings are not fires to Hght^^t will 
Our nature’s fine and subtle mysteries ; 

We may control them, but may not create, 

And love less than its follows. I have fed 
Perhaps too much upon the lotos fruits 
Imagination yields,— -fruits which unfit 
The palate for the more substantial food 
Of our own land — reality. 1 made 
My heart too like a temple for.a*bQme ; 

My thoughts were blVds of paradise, that breathed 
The airs of heaven, but died on touching earth. 

The next poem of any length in the volume is a Dramatic 
Sketch entitled “ The Ancestkess.” We do not fancy its sub- 
ject but it contains several passages of considerable excellence 
and more force and conHensation than usually characterize the 
writer. 

From the miscellaneous poems we take the following little 
pieces aljnost at random. 

« FANTASIES. 

I’m weary, I'm weary, — this^old world of ours; 

I will go dwell afar, with fairies and flowers. 

Farewell to the festal, the hall of the dance, 

Where each step is a study, a falsehold each glance 
Where the vain are displaying, the vapid are yawning^ 

Where the beauty of night, the glory^f dawning, 

Are wasted, as Fashion, that tyrant at will 
Makes war on sweet Nature and exiles her still. 


I’m weary, Tm weary, --I’ni off with the wind : 

Can 1 find a worse fate than the one left behind I 
--Fair beings of moonliijlit, gay dw’elieTsiii air, 

0 show me your kingdom 1 O let me dwell there ! 

1 see them, I see them !— -how sweet it must be 
To sleep in your city !— is there room in’t for mo ? 
I have flung my clay fetters ; and now 1 but wear 
A shadowy seeming, a likeness of air. 

Go linrnessnty ebariift ; the leaf of an oak ; 

A butterfly stud, and a tendril my yoke. 

Go swing me a hammock, the po|es mignonette ; ^ 
I’ll rock with its scent in the gossamer net. 

Go fetch me a courser : yon reed is but alight, 

Yet far is the distance ^twiil bear me to-nigbt* 
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I must have a throne, — wr,yoti mushtoom may stay. 
It has sprung in a night, 'twill be gathered next day : 
.4nd fit is such throne fiur my brief fairy reign ; 

For, alas! I’m but dreaming, and dreams are but vain. 


A SUMMER DAy- 


Sweet valley, whose streams flow as sparkling and bright 
As the stars that descend in thf de))th| of the night ; 

Whose violets fling their rich breath on the air, 

Sweet spendthrifts of treasure the Spring has flung there. 

My lot is not with thee, *tis far from thine own ; 

Nor thus, amid Summer and solitude thrown : 

But still it is something to gaze upon thee, 

And bless earth, that such peaae on her bosom can be. 

My heart and ray steps both grow light as T hound 
O’er the green grass that covers thy beautiful ground ; 

And joy o’er my thoughts, like the sun o’er the leaves^ 

A blessing in giving andT taking receives. 

I have heap’d up thy flowers, \he wild and the sweet. 

As if fresh from the touch of the night-elfiif s feet ; 

A bough from thy oak, and a sprig from thy broom,— 

1 take them as keepsakes to tell of thy bloom. 

Thoir green leaves may droop, and their colours may flee, j 
As if dying with sorrow at parting from thee ; 

And my flieinory fade with them, till thou wilt but seem ^ 

Like the flitting shape morniug recalls^of a dream. 

Let them fade from their freshness, so leave they behind 
One trace, like faint music, impress’d on the mind ; 

One leaf or ofv^ flower to memqry will bring 
The light of thy beauty, the hope of thy spring. 

We have excused ourselves the task of noticing the peculiar 
beauties and defects of this volume as it would be a needles, 
repetition of our remarks on her works generally. There are«the 
same beauties and the same i'mperfecti^s in her last work as in 
her first, and this volume is neither better, nor worse than any of 
its predecessors. This is not a very flattering circumstaiice, but* 
Miss Landon is still young, and may fall into the hands of better 
instructors than she has yet pet with. If the higher order of 
London Critics would do their duty, and rescue her from her 
present inauspicious position, there woul^ be fio doubt of her 
future improvement. We have only to add, to what we have 
already said, that should be amoitg the first to rejoice at any 
chaise that might tend to the advancement of her genius, and 
the «tebility of her fame. 



313 


THE PARTING. 


Linger not long! Home is not home without thee^ 
Its^sweetest tokens ^nly mak^me mourn ; 

Oh ! let its memory as a chaii^ about thee 
Gently, compel and hasten thy return 1 

Linger no^long! 

Linger not long ! Tho^^gh crouds should woo thy staying. 
Bethink thee can the mirth of friends though dear, 
Compensate for tlie grief thy long delaying 
Costs the poor heart that sighs to have thee here-^ 

Linger noC long ! 

Linger not long ! How I shall watch thy coming. 

When evening’s shadows stretch o’^r moor and fell. 
When the wild bee hath ceased his weary humming. 

And silence hangs on all things like a spell ! 

» Linger not long ! 

How shall I watch for thee when fears grow stronger. 

As night draws dark and darker on the bill ! 

Mow shall I weep when 1 can watch no longer! ^ 

€lh ! art thou absent — art thou absent still ? 

Linger not long ! 

Oh ! 1 should grieve liot, though the eye that seeth me, 
Gazelh through tears that maWb its splendouf dull ; 
y et though I sometimes fear when thou art with i|ie. 

My Clip of happiness is all too full. 

Linger not long ! 

But haste then home:^unto thy mountain dwelling — 
JHaste as a bird unto its peaceftil nest — 

Haste as a skiff when tempests wild are swelling 
Flies to its haven of securest rest ! 

Linger notJong ! 


CAPEL SOUTH. 



STANZAS—BY CAPT. W. ELLIOTT, 
Authi^r of ** The Nun,” 


Oh lady, leave thy love-strung lute. 

And hush thy dulcet strain ; 

For, charming one. thou must be mute, 
Or 1 shall love in vain. 

The Orthian^ air had moved me less, 
Upon the silent sea, 

Than thy sweet notes of tenderness 
They How so silvery. 


But Oh ! *tis sad, while strains so fond 
Thy warbling lip depart, 

And every chord and pulse respond 
Of my enchanted heart, 


Amidst the ecstacy to feel 
That all my love would tell, 

Ni»r look nor accent must reveal — 
No — not at my farewell, t 


I would not have thee join thy fate 
Witli one so drear^as mine ; — 
Oh ! it has long been desolate, 

'But shall not darken thine. 


The warrior-exile’s weary way, 
For glory’s vainVeward, 

Is mine until my dying day ^ 
My wealth, a soldier’s sword. 


Then lady, leave thy Jove-struiig lute, 

And hush thy dulcet strain ; 

For, charming one, thou must be mute * 

Or I ^hall love in vain. 

The Orthian air Arion sang on board the Corinthian vessel before he sprang Into 
the sea ; end it was the enchantment of this sir, which induced the Dolphin to re« 
{piTS him onhisbsckaadtO Gsrry him toTmam See Herodotus* 
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SOME PASSAGES IN THE LIPE OF JACOB AJAR, 

• WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 

I was born in the county of in the west of England. My 

father, a r^^spectable farirter, died before 1 had attained iny 
eleventh year, leaving to*iny motlffer, and myself a small sum of 
money, to look after. He had dot been dead many months 
when niy remaining parent was also carried to the grave, having 
fallen a victim to grief, or ®typhiiB fever, or both. 1 was be-- 
queathed to the care of my paternal uncle who resided at a 
neighbouring market town and who was a man of some sub- 
stance and some consequence* He was by profession a tailor, 
very attentive to his business, and very fond of money, but pos- 
sessing withal a considerable portion of the milk of human kind- 
ness. He was proud of his calling* and with a laudable zeal used 
his best eflorts to give in his own person a practical contradic- 
tion to the generally received notion that a tailor is only the 
ninth part of a man and he certainly smiceeded, for wdiat with a 
huge appetite, easy circumstances and a sedentary life he ma- 
naged to increase his weight to about 18 stones* This worthy 
uiiit of liumanity sent me. to a respectable school, where I fancy 
I gained as'^uch knowledge in a given period as boys of my 
age usually do. After having been birched for three years, my 
uncle thought it high time 1 should begin to learn some busi- 
ness, and entertaining so lofty an opinion of his own trade, it 
is not surprising that 1 sliouid find myself at 14 years of age,, 
seated cross-legged on his work-board. For a couple of yeai-s 
1 blundered through button holes, &c. &c. often incurring his 
displeasur(3 for rny carelessness. At length I found I could no 
longer put up with this contracted mode of •existence, and I 
felt that my genius w^as not of a nature to be confined within 
the narrow limits of a thimble nor limited to tlie point of a 
needle. I accordingly scraped together all the little money I 
could honestly lay my hands on, and leaving a few lines behind 
me having my relative’s forgivenessf 1 started on foot one fine 
morning for the county town. Here I fell in with a coach and pro- 
ceeded by it to the metropolis, where I arrived in due course. 
Previous to quitting my guardian’s protection I had laid down no 
plans for iny future movements and ibutid myself in London 
without well knowing why or whefefore. I passed the first night 
at the inn wherq the ooach stopped, and sallied out the follow- 
ing day to look about me, in the evening 1 returned to the quar- 
ters I had occupied the night before, but on totering my apart- 
ment discovered to my consternation that 1 had quitted it with- 
out taking the precaution of either locking my truuk or closing 
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the door. During my absence some person or persons had en- 
tered and robbed me of eVery article I possessed. Here reader 
let me steal a march oA my narrative to inform you that all my 
after mishaps through life, arose out of the singular failing of 
never being able to shut a door after me or to turn a in a 
lock when I ought to have done so. « ^ 

Luckily when I left the “ Swfin with twb necks” in the morn- 
ing I had taken with me a couple of guineas so that I was enabled 
to pay for my lodging. I passed a restless and unhappy night, 
and the succeeding day found me^ again wandering about in 
search of what fortune might produce. I had not proceeded far 
when I fell in with a school-fellow to whom I related my situation, 
and who seemed to have been thrown in my way by providence, 
for he told me he was just on the look out for such a person as 
myself to succeed him in a place he held as servant to a gouty 
infirm old gentleman, to wh6se residence we immediately pro- 
ceeded ; matters were speedily adjusted and in a few hours 1 was 
duly installed in my new office. Here I had a very easy, and a 
very happy life of it so long as the summer months continued, 
but when the raw autumn days approached, my worthy master 
began to fipd the enemy troublesome, and became proportion- 
ately peevish ; I was often taken to task for not closing the door 
after me, but to no purpose. With every wish to*give satisfac- 
tion. I was at length so incorrigible that my wages were paid up 
and I was discharged. The old gentleman however, who was 
really a kind hearted man gave me an excellent characcter, with 
one excepticfA “ he cannot fihut a door after him.^ ( had not 
been many days out of employ wheh I was offered service by two 
maiden sisters, which I accepted, and as they were both free 
from bodily ailments I thought there would be no chance of their 
having Qccasion,to complain of the defect which had so recently 
ejected me from a comfortable and easy livelihood. The elder of 
the two had a couple of pet canaries which engrossed her time and 
affections. I was in the frequent habit of admiring these favorites 
and consequently won the old lady’s heart to such degree that she 
one day went so far as toc order me to clean the cage dilring 
her absence, an honor which she had hitherto reserved to herself. 
I obeyed her injunctions and then set about my other duties. My 
Mistress returned, went up stairs, and in a few minutes my ears 
were saluted with shrieks and imprecations. I hurried to the 
spot and there fpund her perfectly frantic with grief and rage. The 
floor was strewed with yellow feathers, and the, cage was empty. 
I }ifd left the door open, the birds had flown out and tlie younger 
sil^r’s Tom Cat chad taken a« meal which cost me my place. 
I next hired by an eminent banister to look after his apart- 
inenta in the middle temple* 1 went on as well as could be wished 
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for IS months, gained the confidence^ and I may say esteem of 
my master, and in fact began to fancy I had entirely overcome 
my failing, when one unfortunate sundry I wuvS invited to pass 
the day Vith a friend in the suburbs. I obtained permission to be 
*absent>diad a very agreeable excursion, and returned home high- 
ly delighted^ with my entertainer and myseli*. The first thing 
that caught my eye on*ascendiiig,tte steps of the chambers, was 
the key in the door-lock ; I had (ftnitted to take it with me, I 
entered and could hardly sustain myself seeing that every thing 
of value within had been reinyoved by thieves. * I knew not what 
to do — after a little reflection I determined to communicate the 
whole to my master and trust to his kindess for forgiveness. J 
accordingly proceeded to his residence and related what had 
been the consequences of my carelessness. He was at first great- 
ly chagrined, when however he had given full vent to his anger 
he became more calm and address'ed rne as follows ; “ Jacob I 
believe you to be perfectly honest, and until now I considered 
you equally circumspect, you have subjected rne to a great pos- 
sibly an irreparable loss, we must part but J shall give you a letter 

to Mr.— — Sheriff* of the county of who may probably 

be able to provide for you.*’ I tendered my cordial and sincere 
thanks and in a few days -afterwards I stood in the presence of 
the eivic dig nitwr y. I presented my credentials, received a gra- 
cious smile in return, and was told that 1 might consider myself 
appointed one of the turnkeys of the county jail, a charge of all 
others for«which I was least calculated, I nevertheless entered 
upon this important office with many good resolutions, but alas 
how fleeting arfe all human determinations. I had not been a week 
in my new situation when neglecting to lock one half of the cells, 
I was the innocent means of letting loose se veral prisoners. As 
may be anticipated I was seized, confined, and tried as a felon for 
having aided and assisted certain culprits in His Majesty’sjail 

of to elude justice. It is unnecessary to tire the’ reader by 

detailing the means by which I avoided conviction, but avoid it 
I did, and was discharged after receiving a severe reprimand 
from the Bench. In quitting the courUa letter was presented to 
me by my successor, which 4iad he said, arrived during my in- 
carceration. I opened, read it and saw that it was from an attor- 
ney in iny native town, communicating to me the death of my 
good uncle, of whom I had not heard since my unceremonious 
departure. The ponderous knight of the needle had been carri- 
ed off* suddenly and dying intestate, 1 succeeded to his fortune 
amounting to some ten thousand pounds. I lost no time in pro- 
ceeding to take possession of myninlooked for Acquisition, and 
the greater part of my uncle’s estate being invested in houses, I 
managed to retain it till I got married, since which my wife, who 



318 


SONNET. 


early discovered my proj>ensity has entrusted me with nothing 
that outdit to be under 'lock and key. I am the father of six 
childreii] all of whom Fhave (as soon as they could lisp) instruct- 
ed in door shutting and locking, and now that I am descending‘s 
into the vale of years it is some satisfaction to me to reflect that’ 
I have spared no trouble to save *my oflspring frqm the many 
misfortunes which my unhappy failing had entailed upon ray self. 

' JACOB AJAR. 

SllNNET. 


SCENE NEAK HYDRABAU. 

The butterflies are all abroad, — the flowers 
Are courted by them ; and the pilf ring wind, 

Froin every shrub, embathed in dewy showers. 

Extorts its tribute of sweet things: — enshrined 
Within its leafy cradle, sings its song 
The lively Mina, — whilst, from tree to tree. 

The tricksome monkey chases, merrily, 

The squirrel,, bounding the wet leaves among ! 

The sun throw's slantingly on you Minar 

Its infant beams, ai raying in bnglit gold . 

The Tamarind grove. — whose every leaf a star 
Seems gilded fruitage in fair chains to hold 
And like a lake of molten fire tlie tank 
bhq^s bright and gorgeously beneath this bank! 

SONNET. 

NIGHT. 

Creation sleeps — and o’er the curtained earth 
A holy silence lingers, — like a cloud 
Of incense o’er some temple, whence aloud 
The chant of praise Js heard to issue forth. — 

Nature ahtne, most watchflil Qg^en ! aw'ake. 

Keeps generous virgil o’er her wide domain. 

For ev’n the restless wind, that o’er the plain 
Play’d ’midst the grass, reposes; and the brake 
HaUi lost its leafy voi^e! — 'I'is sweet to slake 
The thirst of a worn spirit, in such howr. 

From the fair flood of Poesy ! — around ' 

The heart world-wounded looks, and owns the power 
Of quiet 6eep ! — a leaf fdlls on the ground, 

Scaring the silence with a stilly sound! 


R. C.C. 
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STEAM NAVIGATION. 

( From a Cort'tspondenL)* 


TO STEAM on NOT TO STEAM, THAT IS THE QUESTION” 

• t * 

Tiie subject of a Steam^commurrfcation with Great Britain 
being again vividly revived, we propose to take a rapid view of 
what has been done towards the attainment of a consummation 
so devoutly to be wished, anAto offer an opinion on tlie pro- 
bability of the realization of a prospect so delightful as that 
€f being in effect brought nearer to our native homes by many 
thousand miles, and being able to reach it in person or by letter 
in the brief period of six weeks instead of that number of months 
now very often occupied in the vpyage. It is not however to 
the European alone, that the acco*mplishment of such a plan is 
desirable ; in apolitical and commercial point of view it is of deep 
moment to the welfare of the people of India at large. What 
then has been done to promote it ? What ^re the prospects of its 
success? In the ever changing, coming and going community of 
India, there may be not a few who know little of the first, and 
many may deem the opinions of one who has studied the subject, 
on the last, atTeast worthy of perusal. We shall endeavour to sa- 
tisfy both these classes of readers. 

In 1823, Captain Johnstone first excited a lively sensation in 
this commiftiity, on the subject, although it had beenjpreviously 
discussed ib the Journals of the^Presidency"^. He had in England 
sought information from every quarter as to the practicability of 
the scheme and was satisfied that with proper support, it might be 
accomplislied, the only difficulty being in fact, the want of funds. 
A Meeting was held at which Capt. Jolinstone read*a sort of sum- 
mary of the result of his ardent and anxious investigation of the 
subject, and in which it seemed that he had suffered ho point of im- 
portance to escape him. The route preferred by him was theMe- 
deterr^nean and the Red Sea. He had made very accurate esti- 
mates of the distances of the different stages proposed by him, of 
the journey up the Nile from* Alexandra to Cairo, of the route 
across the desert from Cairo to Suez, of the cost of the vessels 
requisite, the expense of sailing or steaming them, and a calcula- 
tion of the probable amount of passage money, &c. and of every 
particular in short, essential to demonstrate that the scheme was 
not merely practicable, but might be made profitable, his object 
being to engage the government and mercantile men, the com- 

* The Red Sea route was first sdmated here, by Mr. Greenlavr, wbea tbat ^en- 
Uaaua ediuui tfis John JiiiiU 
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munity at large indeed, in -the speculation, something after the 
fashion of a lottery schenSe ; and there can be no doubt, that if all 
those who usually dabble in these state gambling concerns had 
abstained from doing so for one year and devoted the 'price of 
one or more tickets to Captain Johnstone’s plan, it would have 
been carried into ellect, and we should long ei e now have been 
reaping the advantage in that rapid interchange of communica- 
tions with the mother country so ardently desired by all. It was 
however, otherwise ordered. After a great deal of discussion at 
the Meeting, Mr. Holt Mackenzie proposed, that instead of the 
community giving two lakhs tothe'speculation,a sum of one lakh 
should be subscribed to be held out as a bonus to any one who 
should first accomplish two complete voyages to and from India 
in the given time. The argument in favour of this proposition 
was, that we should thus invite the competition of all England, and 
that, if that did not effect whut was contemplated, it might fairly be 
deemed impracticable. This argument was thought to be Con- 
clusive at the time ; but experience has shown it to be fallacious. 
The practicability of the scheme no one doubts : yet the compe- 
tition of all England has nbt yet brought out a steamer. Either 
the bonus was too trifling dr what is very probable, nobody ever 
beard of it at home, but those to whom Captain Johnstone himself 
communicated it. ‘ . 

In consequence of his failure to engage the community in his 
speculation, Captain Johnstone bought a ship, went home, sold her 
at a considerable sacrifice, and as all our Indian urorld know 
brought out the ’Eaiterprize in time to render somp service to 
the state in the Burmah war ; but except that her coming out 
round the Cape, demonstrated that a steamer could come by 
that route, her arrival in India in no degree advanced the grand 
object of a stqpm communication with India, for her voyage was 
in point of time, a complete failure, her passage being about 110 
or 12 days, a much longer time than sailing vessels often take to 
perform it. The causes Of j.his failure are not generally under- 
stood and it may be worth while to explain them, that no one 
may be discouraged by i{. The Enterprize, then, was a vessel 
by no means adapted to the voyage, her utmost speed being 
about seven miles per hour, while against strong winds and a heavy 
head sea, she would not make three miles; next she was loaSed 
too deep in the absurd attempt to reach India with only one 
depot. Captain Johnstone was united with others who would not 
be guided by his judgment, and assni;ed him the vessel would 
have a velocity of nine knots with all her fUe'l for thirty days on 
board! , „ 

vessel that came out was Mr. Taylor's Emulous, but 
she iifjide the passage under sail, being a long low shallow vessel 
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of great power, but of no capacity foil a long voyage. Mr. Tay-^ 
lor sent out also, a ship with coal, and Ijad engaged another ves- 
sel to.go up the Mediterranean, but his schemes failed, chiefly it 
is\said for want of means, but owing partly no doubt, to tjieir 
not being well digested and practicable. The Emulous never 
could havi made the^voya^e up the Red Sea. 

After these unsuccessful atteii^ts, at various times para- 
graphs appeared occasionally in the London Journals on the 
subject, but nothing was actually done until in 1828. Mr. Wa- 
ghorn of the Pilot service an entefprizing and intelligent young 
man and a smart seaman, turned his attention to the subject 
and oflered himself to the public to go home and bring out a 
steamer built after a plan of his own, round the Cape ia 
75 days. She was to be a small vessel without any accom- 
modation, except for himself and^crew who were to mess with 
him, and she was to carry no passengers nor cargo, but merely 
letters and packets or small parcels. His scheme was submitted 
to the subscribers to the steam 1‘uiid, and the balance then in hand 
(40,000 Rs. having been some time before voted to Captain John- 
stone for bringing out the EnterprizeJ was voted to him in tho 
terms proposed by himself, to be remitted to liis agents in Lon- 
don, to be paid to his order as soon as he should have actually 
sailed on hlSTbssel. With this pledge and that of the Government 
to secure him the postage of letters Mr. Waghorn departed 
for England to carry his plan into etiect. Within the last month 
intelligence lias been received of his arrival at Bomljay overland* 
He hasl^een induced to retuyi to India without building his ves- 
sel in consequence of not hearing a single word from India oti 
the subject of the steam fund! and thus two more years havo 
beeti utterly lost. There has been sad neglect, somewhere it 
would seem. Mr. Waghorn howevor, had not bden idle : he han 
communicated with the Court of Directors who huye promised 
him their patronage, with his Majesty’s Post Master General and 
other public authorities, and received every possible encourage- 
ment short of actual and pecuniary support and that is promised 
liim\o a certain extent. • 

The Court of Director# having received information from 
Ijie Bombay Government, that a steamer 'would be at Suez 
in December, sent out dispatches by Mr. Waghorn overland 
to meet her there. Mr. W. crossed the channel and landed at 
Bolougiie, where he bought a carriage and posted all the way 
to Trieste, where^he hdd to wait several days for a passage to 
Alexandria, which he at length obtained in a Spanish ship. 
From Alexandria he proceeded hs rapidly a/he could to Suez, 
and there found, pot only no steamer but no vessel of any kind 
but boats, in one of. wliiclt he made his way near 700 miles 
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to foddali where he goi^, oa board the Thetis Cruizer and 
reached Bombay. 

Meanwhile Mr. Taylor who has devoted five years to the 
anbject and lost according to his own account, near ^60,000 in 
his efibrts to perfect his plans, has also come out to India overland 
having made a direct line from Calais where he lande<^ from Do- 
ver to Marseilles, at which plaOC he met as h£ expected, a beautiful 
ateamer the Superb which waited him in 18 days to Alexandria, 
toacbing at Malta : a convincing and delightful proof of the ra- 
pidity with which the voyagermay be made by such means. At 
Buez Mr. Taylor like Mr. Waghom whom he met there, we 
believe, was disappointed of course, as to a steamer, and obliged to 
share the inconveniences of an open boat with that gentleman, so 
that th^ both reached Bombay together. 

Mr, Taylor informs the public, that he has succeeded in making 
aitangements for the immediate establishment of a line of steam 
packets on both sides the Isthmus of Suez, by means of which 
the voytme may be made to Bombay in 40, to Calcutta in 56 
days or less ; that he has also provided a newly invented car- 
I'iage for conveyance across the Desert, and that he wants 
nothing more than a pledge from the government of that ad- 
vantage of postage which was guaranteed to Mr. Waghorn, 
find that for two years only, when he on his pfs t will bind 
himself and those with whom he is associated, to carry the 
plan into effect, to convey officers and others at the Company’s 
I’ates, provide them with a good table and guarantee ^ them 
against quarantine, if they will conform to his regulatians]which 
pi cowse all his passengers must b&d themselves to do. 

Bueh is a rapid view of what has been done towards the esta- 
blishment of the proposed communication : and It is our decided 
ppinipn, that wkh such arrangements as Mr. Taylor tells us he 
has niade, the complete success of the scheme is certain, and we 
dp hope and frust therefore, that no conflicting claims will be suf- 
iei;ed to overcloud and destroy the bright prospect now before 
ns. If the Government be not irrep^abty pledged to Mr. Wag- 
hom, and Mr. Taylor adduces satisfactory evidence that his 
plans are really so far advanced as he states, we think it sboidd 
usiston Sir. Waghora’s uniting with that gentleman, or if he, 
refused, should transfer to the latter, the advantage in question,, 
rather than subject us to two more years of that * hope defer- 
red which maketh the heart Sick,’’ of which we have already 
fndured so much in regard to this qaestion. We say two 
years, for whatever, Mr. iVaghorn may say, we are convinced, 
that ere he can return to Enghind, build his vessel and be out 
here;;j|B^, having previously provided the necessary depots^ 
at least full two yetars wffl elapse. ‘If he should at- 
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tempt to come out without having at least four or five depots 
there is great chance of his failure. ^ 

Another advantage this line of packel^ secures is very impor- 
tant. If an accident happen to Mr. Waghorn’s single vessel, we 
•are instantly thrown back on our present tedious mode of coin- 
municationj but if vessels •sail every fortnight on each side the 
Isthmus, the delay from a similar/ cause must be insignificant. 
It is therefore on every account desirable that this gentleman and 
Mr. Tay lor should unite their means for the establishment of the 
proposed line of packets. It is tp be observed also, tliat Mr. 
Waghorn's plan does not emfirace the conveyance of passengers. 
It is obvious therefore that one which supplies that omission and 
a quicker and more certain and regular communication will be 
and ought to be preferred. 

It will be enough to offer a few words in support of our 
conviction of the feasibility of thef plan of navigating to India 
by steam. In 1822, ample testimony of a highly interesting 
character was given before a Committee of the House of Com- 
mons, of the capacity of steam vessels to stand any weather 
whatever, tjie great difficulty of adaptin*g them to long voyages 
being the impossibility of combining the great burthen essen- 
tial for a large supply of fuel, with a model to give the requir- 
ed velocity. «JChe obstacle can only be overcome, by having fre- 
quent depots, which are easily iM*ovided, although it may require 
time and considerable expense to supply them, an objection which 
is lessened much by the Red Sea and Mediterranean route where 
the remol^st depot would not exceed 4,000 miles frif m the port 
where coals are procurable. In this route,the longest stage is 1,350 
miles, that from Cochin to Socotra ; and vessels may easily be 
procured of 9 or 10 miles speed, which will carry at least 8 or 9 
days coals, and the winds in the Arabian Gulph or the sea 
between the Malabar Coast and !^rabia are never directly 
adverse unless when light, so that with such a •vessel, an 
average of at least six knots might be safely reckoned on, and 
thcirefore she could certainly make the longest stage without 
difficidty. The Forbes has steamed against a heavy^ead w ind 
and sea upwards of seven kipots, and she carries nine day’s coals. 
We are justified in our conclusion therefore, tliat the plan is 
perfectly feasible, and we now indulge the strongest hopes of 
seeing it speedily carried into effect. S. 
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REI^EMBERED AlUSIC. 


I. 

She loved that anc^nt strain^ 

Because its echofs brought. 

Her native hill^ and vale and plain^ 

From hidden realms ot‘ thought ; 

And in its dulcet tone, 

She saw tlie woodland ril). 

Whence tlie mist wreath pale soared o’er the vale. 
To crown the distant iiill. 

11 . 

And every cadenctf was, 

Asa spell to raise the dead, — 

The siirlace of a magic glass, 

Wliere spectral beings tread ; — ^ 

And daces thence looked out, 

I'hat now were hhrouded deep. 

Where the cerements of death eiiwrapt them about, 
in their long and loathles/ sleep. 

III. 

And eyes looked on her, thence. 

Bright with those sunny glances 
• Where a first love’s innocence 

On the waves of passion dances ; 

And words came on her ear. 

Voluptuous as the song 
Of bees, that are sinking to slumber where 
I’hey have fed bii sweet flowers too long. 

IV. 

But when it died aw'ay, 

Thai sweet and ancient stiain. 

The spirit of decay, ^ 

Once more crept o’er heq^ brain ? — 

Then who would doubt the power. 

To the Psalmist’s lyre that clung. 

When it brightened the monarch’s fi’eiizy>bour. 

As the Miusttei David sunu. 


R. C. C, 



JOHNSON AND ^AJlMCk*. 


TkefoUming Jen Esprit ms vriiten Sir Joshua Rpynolds te iUustratBaremrk 
which he ha^ madCi ** That IJr. §ohnwu considered Garrick as his proper/p. and would 
•* never suffer any one to jMaise ar abuse fumjtut himself.** In the first of these supposed 
dialogues Sir Joshua himself, by high eneomiutfs upon Ourrick, H represented as drawing 
down upon him Johnson's censure } in the second. Mu Cibbon, by takifig the opposite side, 
eulU forth hk praise* 


JOHNSON against dARRtCK. 


Dr. Johnson and Sir Joshua Reynolds. 

BeyOolds . — Let me alone^ I’lH bHng him out. [Aside. 

I have been thinking. Dr. Johnson, this morhine, on amattet 
that has puzzled me very much ; it is a subject uat I dare say 
iias often passed in your thoughts, and though I cannot, I dare 
say you have made up your mind upon it. 

Johnson, Tilly fally, what is all this preparation,— what is 
all this mi^ty matter? * 

R. is a very weighty matter. The subject I have 

been thinking upon is. Predestination and Free-will, two things 
I cannot reconcile together tor the life of me ; in my opinion. 
Dr. Johnson, Free-wul and Fore-knowledge cani\pt be recon- 
ciled. * , 

/. Sir, it is not of very great importance what your opinion 
is upon such a question. 

K. But I meant only, Dr. J., to know yonr opinion. 

J. No, sir, yon meant no such thing; you me&nt only to shew 
these gentlemen that you are not the man they tooh. you to be, 
but that you think of high matters sometimes, and that you may 
have the credit of having it said that you held an argument with 
Sam^ Johnson on predestination and free-will ; a subject of that 
inhgnitade as to have engaged the attention of the world, to have 
perplexed the wisdom of tuan for these two thousand years ; A 
subject on which the fallen angels, who had yet not iMt all 
their original brightness hnd in wandering maas$ 

* Thu Literary Curiority mu privettly prihtAi by Niduliand Bentley tf Fleet Street, 
in the year 1816* The couy froin iphich it is reprinted is the pivperty of a geutlefMtin in this 
country who assures us tnat this specimen of the wit and talent of 6ir Jodiua Reynolds (hts 
great uncle,’*) has only been circulated amongst ike friinds of the family, lire seem to 
ttave em Mistinct recoUection of having mA with it before, ithugh our correspondent is 
pretty podtiw that it has never yet been pubiisked* Jt tv at all events not generally known, 

01 it does not oceftpy a grtai de^l spass, m have tittle htskdlibiii t?i imsriing it.— 
Editoji Cfti. A * ' 
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io^t. That such a subject could be discussed in the levity of 
convivial conversation, ja a degree of absurdity beyond what is 
easily conceivable. 

a. It is so, as you say, to be sure ; I talked once to our friend 
'^Carrick upon -this subject, but I remember we could make 
nothing of it. * , 

Ji 0 noble pair ! ^ • * ' 

Ji. Garrick was a clever fellow. Dr. J. ; Garrick, take him 
altogether, was certainly a very great man. 

/. Garrick, Sir, may be a great man in your opinion, as far as I 
know, but he was not so in mine ; little things are great to little 
men. 

jR. I have heard you say. Dr. Johnson 

•/. Sir, you never heard me say that David Garrick was a 
great man ; you may have heard me say that Garrick was a 
good repeater — of other men’s Words — words put into his mouth 
Jiy other men ; this makes but a faint approach towards being a 
,gl%at man. 

Ji But take Garrick.upon the whole, now, in regard to con« 
versation ^ 

; J. Well, Sir, in regard to conversation, I never discovered in 
the conversation of David Garrick any intellectual energy, any 
wide grasp gof thought^ any extensive comprehension of mind, 
«r that be possessed aijy of those powers to which great could, 
with any degree of propriety, be applied— — » 

12. Buts^ill-— : — » ^ 

/. Hold, Sir, I have not done — there are, to be sure, in thf 
laxity of colloquial speech, various kinds of greatness; a roan 
may he a great tobacconist, a man may be a great painter, he 
may be likewise a great mimic; now you may be the one, and 
Garrick tlie other, and yet neither of you be great men. 

jB. But Dr. JoWou- ^ ! 

/, Hold, Sir, I have often lamented how dangerous it is to in- 
vestigate and to discriminate character, to men who have un 
<^scnminative powers. , 

; JB.v But Garrick, as a companion, I heard you 8ay-*-no Idnger 
|iga than last Wednesday, at Mr. Tkrale’s table — 

/. You tease me, Sir. Whatever you may have heard me say, 
wo longer. ago tban last Wednesday, at Mr. Thrale's table,I te4 
you i do not say so now ; besides, as I said before, you may not 
nave understood me, you mihapprebendedme, you may hot have 
1Mw?d me. < . 

t I am v^y sure I heard yon. 

l^ides, besides Sir, besides, — do you not know, — are you 

the highest degree ofnide- 
:||^to4Rftte'ainan'8g^s^ ■" , ,■ 
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If.Siit if you differ from yourself/ and give <>ne opinion toi^ 
day— * 

y. 'Have done. Sir, the' company you see are Ured, as well as 
myself. 


.. .» 

T’OTHER SIDE. 

'• * 

DU. JOHNSON AND MR. GIBBON. 

Johnson. No, Sir ; Garrick’s fame was prodigious, not only 
in England, but over all Europe ; even in Russia I have been; 
told he was a proverb, when any one had repeated well he was 
called a second Garrick. • 

Gibbon. 1 think he had full as much reputation as he de- 
served. 

/. I do not pretend to know. Sir, what your meaning may be, 
by saying he had as much reputatioA as>he deserved ; he de- 
served much, and be had much. * 

G. Why surely, Ur. Johnson, his merit was in small things^ 
bnly, he h ^ n one of thosef qualities that make a real by great man. 

' }. Sir, las little understand what your meaning may be when 
yon speak of the qualities that make a great man ; it is n 
vague term. Garrick was no common man ; a man above the 
common'size of men, may surely without any great impropriety, 
be called a great man. In,my opinion he has very reasonably 
fulfilled the prophecy which he once reminded me of having 
made to his mother, when she asked me how little David went 
on at school, that I should say to her, that he would come to be 
hanged, or come to be a great mait. No, Sir, if is undoubtedly 
true that the same qualities united with virtue ot with vice, 
make a hero or a rogue, a great general or a. highway-man. 
Now Garrick, we are sure, was never hanged, and in regard to. 
his i>eing a great man, you must take the whole man together. 
It must be considered in how man/ things Garrick excelled in 
which every man desires ''to excel: setting aside his exceUencet 
as an actor, in which he is acknowledged to be unrivalled; as a 
man, as a poet, as a convivial conqmnion, you wiU find but tew 
his equals, and none his superior. As a man; he was kind, 
friendly, benevolent, and generous. 

G. Of Garrick’s gefierosity 1 never beard ; I understood hut 
character to be totally the reverse, ami' that he was reekoned toi 
loved money. * * 

That he low^incHi^, nobody will disimte ; wko does nQt% 
hut if you mean, by bvii^ money/ that Im was ptffsbnoniouflrttt 
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A faulty Sir, you have beet misinformed. To Poote, end each 
scoundrels, who circulaM those reports, to such profligate spend- 
jthiifts prudence is ipeaaness, and economy is avarice. ..That 
Garrick, in early youth j vifas brought up in strict habits of eco^ 
nouiy I ^lieve, and that they were necessary, I have heard from 
himself; to suppose that Garrick *migbf inadvertently act 
from this habit, and be saving ^n'small things, can be no wonder ; 
but let it be remembered at the same time that if he was frugal by 
habit, be was liberal from principle ; that when he acted from re- 
flection he did what his forttine enabled him to do, and what 
was expected from such a fortune. I remember no instance of 
David's parsimony bnt once, when he stopped Mrs. Wofliugton 
from replenishing the tea-^ot ; it was already, he said, as red as . 
blood ; and this instance is doubtful, and happened many years 
ago. In the latter part of higUfe I observed no blameable par- 
simony in David ; his table was elegant and even splendid; his 
house both in town and country, his equipage, and I think all 
his habits of life, were such as might be expected from a man 
who had acquired great riches. In regard to his generosity, 
which you seem to question*, I shall only say ; there is no man 
to whom I would apply with more confidence of success, for the 
loan of two hundred pounds to assist u common friend, than tp 
David, and dhis too with very little, if any pi^Shility of its 
being repaid. 

C. You were going to say sometliing of him as a writer—- 
you don't rafe him very high as a poet. * 

/. Sir, a man may be .a respectable poet witbout'being a 
Homer, as a man may be a good player without being a Gar- 
rick. In the lighter kinds ofpoetr^, in the appendages oftlie 
drama, he was, if not tke first, in the very first class. Ha 
had a readinesV and facilit]^ a dexterity of mind that appeared 
extraordinary even to men of experience, and who are nut apt 
to wonder from ignorance. Writing prologues, epilogues, and 
epigrams, he said he considered as his trade, and he was, what 
a man slmuld be, always, and at all times ready at his trade. 
He required two hours for a prologue or epilogue, aniffive; 
minutes for an epigram. Once at Burke’s table the company- 
proposed a iubject, and Garrick finished his epigram within 
the time ; the same ejqmrimeut was repeated in the garden, 
and witii the same success. , 

G. Garrick had some flippan^ of parts, to be sure, and waa 
brisk and lively in company, and by the hrip^of miipickry and 
itmy-telling made himself a pleasant -com|lanion ; but here the 
whole world gav^ tfae supCrfomy to Footed andGariick himsdf 
' have felt as ifbisgeniim mas sebi^d by tiie superior 

It imsbeeB often ubiBri# 
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dared to «nter into competiUon with bjn^ bud WRS eonteet to act 
an under part to bring Foote put. , 

/, TJhat this conduct of Garrick’s might be interpret^ by the 
^ gross minds of Foote and his friends,* as if he was, afraid to en- 
counter him, 1 can easily imagine. Of the natural superiority of 
Garrick over Foote, ^nis^Sonduct is an instance ; he disdained 
entering into competition* with •sijbh a fellow, and made hi ni 
the buffoon of the company; or, as you say, brought him out. 
And what was at la.st brought out but coarse jests and vulgar 
merriment, indecency and impiety, a relation of events whichy 
upon the face of them, conld never have happened, ebaraitters. 
grossly conceived and as coarsely represented ? Foote was even 
no mimic ; he went out of himself, it is true, but without going 
into another man; he was excelled by Garrick even in tins,, 
which is considered as Foote’s greatest excellence. Garrick be- 
sides his exact imitation of the voice and gesture of his original, 
to a degree of refinement of which Foote had no conception ex- 
hibited the mind and mode of thinking of the person imitated. 
Besides, Ganick confined his powers within the Umits of decen- 
cy ; he had a character to preserve,»Foote had none. By Foote’s 
buffoonery and broad-faced merriment, private friendship, pub- 
liO decency, and every thing estimable amongst men, were trod 
under foot.*' We all know the difierence of their reception in 
the world. No man, however high in rank or literature, but, 
was proud to know Garrick^ and was glad to have him at his 
table ; noAnan ever considered or treated Garrick as p player: he 
may be said to have stepped ^ut of bis. own rank into an higher, 
and by raising himself he raised the rank of his profession. At 
a convivial table his exhilarating powers were unrivalled; he 
was lively, entertaining, quick in discerning the ridicule of lile,] 
and as read;y in representing it ; «nd on grave/ subjects tfaere 
were few topics in which he could not bear his part. Jt is injuri- 
pus to the character of Garrick to be named in thA same breath, 
‘ with Foote. That Foote was admitted sonietinies ; into good 
company (to do the man what credit 1 can) 1 will alloiv, but 
then it was merely to play tricks. Foote’s merriment was that of 
a buffoon, and Garrick’s thttt of a gentleman, 

.. G. I have been told, on the conti'ary, that Garrick in couh 
pany had not the easy maraiers of a gentleman. ' 

/. Sir, I don’t know what you may have been told, or wbsi 
your ideas may be, qf the manners’of gentlemen,; Garripk had 
. no vulgarity in his maiAiers, it is trae GAr)u<!b bod not; tlie Airi- 
ness of a fop, nor <bd he assume an aflected imUffefenoo ,.to what 
was' passing } ho di4 not lounge from the tsbl# tq. the. window, 

S od from thence te* whUst you worn $our 

isoourso to gMif iie.igiibo.Rn( 
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or to give any indication fiiet he was tired of his compiany '; if 
such manners form your ideas of a fine gentleman, Garrict^ 
Oertainly bad them not^ • 

0.1 mean that GarricI: was more overawed by the presence^ 
of the great, and more obsequious to /ank, than Foote, who con- 
sidered himself as their equa|^ and treated them -wifh the same 
familiarity as they treated ea^h^other. 

/. He did so, and what did the fellow get by it ? The gi‘oss- 
ness of his mind prevented him from seeing that this familiarity^ 
was merely suffered as they would ^lay with a dog 1 He got 00 * 
ground by afi'ecting to call peers by their surnames; the loolish 
fellow fancied that lowering them was raising himself to their 
level ; this affectation of familiarity with the great, this childish 
ambition of momentary exaltation obtained by the neglect of thoso 
ceremonies which custom has «eytablished as the barriers between 
One order of society and anotfier, only shewed his folly and mean- 
ness ; he did not see that by encroaching on others dignity, he puts' 
himself in their power either to be repelled with helpless indignity, 
or endured by clemency *and condescension. Garrick, by paying 
due respect to rank, respected himself ; what he gave was re- 
turned, and what was returned, he kept for ever; his advance- 
ment was on firm ground, he was reccTgnized in jiuj^lic as well 
as respected in private, and as no man was ever more courted 
and better received by the public, so no man was ever less spoil- 
ed by its flattery ; Garrick continued advancing to the last, till 
he had acquired every advantage that' high birth or title could' 
bestow, except the precedence, of going into a room, Sut when 
he was there, he was treated with as much attention as the first 
man at the table. It is to the credit of Garrick that he never laid 
any claim to this distinction, it was as voluntarily allowed as if it 
had been his birth-right. Id this, I confess, I looked on David' 
with some degree of envy, not .so much for the re.spect he receiv- 
ed, as for the manner of its being acquired ; what fell into his lap*’ 
nmsooght, I have been forced to claim. I began the world by 
fighting my way. There was something about me that incited'' 
mSttlt, at least a disposition to neglect, and I was equally dis- 
posed to repel insult and to claim attention, and I fear continnw 
toO' mfidh in thir disposition now it is no longer necessiaiy ; 4 
receive at pieSent as much favour as I have a right to expect. E 
am not one Of 'the complainecs of the neglect of merit. 

6 . FOurpretensions, Dr. Johnson, liobody will dilute : I 
eknliot place Harrick on the same footing: ycdtr re^tation wilF 
escape increasi^ after ytmr ^eath, wheti Garrick willbe total.;^ 
ty foi^t I yon Nitt be for ei'dr couriered as a claSsic-^—^ 

Sir.'bimhgfa Viiiecompahy IWom better pleased' 
|p'4i|l|^|ii^aBitel^n baiidylig eomplmeirf^ 
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f.- -Q. But.you must aUow, Dr. Jolinsgn, that Garrick iras too 
much a slave to fame, or rather to the n^ean aiubitiou of living 
Vith '^he great, terribly afraid of making himseU^^cheap even 
^ with thorn ; by which he debarred himself of much plea- 
sant society. Employing so much attention, and so much ma> 
aagement upon such ^ttle^thiugs, implies, I think, a little mind. 
It was observed by his friend C«ll|ian, that he never went into 
company 4>ut with a plot how to get out of it; he was every mi- 
nute called out, and went off or retucnedas there was, or was not 
•a probability of his shining: • * 

J. In regard to his mean ambition, asyoucallit, of living with 
•the great ; what was the boast of Pope, and is every man’s wish 
can be no reproach to Garrick ; he who says he despises it, 
knows he lies ; that Garrick husbanded his fame, the fame whicln 
he had justly acquired both at the theatre and at tiie table, is not 
denied ; but where is the blame either iu: the one or the other, of 
leaving as little as he could to chance ? Besides, Sir, consider 
‘what you have said, you ffrst deny Garrick’s pretensions to fame, 
and then accuse him of too great an attention to preserve what 
ke never possessed. * 

•G. 1 don’t understand — — 

Sir, I can’t help that.* 

G. Well,*bufDr. Johnson, you will not vindicate him in hi# 
over Md above attention to his fame, his inordinate desire to 
^exhibit himself to new men, like a coquet, ever seeking after new 
^nquests} to the total neglect of old uiends and admjrers ; — 

“ H« (brew off his frienia like-a hutttsmaa his pack,” 

always looking out for new gaine. 

/. When you quoted the line from Goldsmith, ,you ought, in 

fairness, to have given what followedL— • 

** He knew when he pleased he Qould whistle them back/* 

which implies at least that he possessed a power over other 
men’s minds approaching to fascination ; but considerj Sir, what 
is to be done : here is a man whom every other .miui desired to 
know. Garrick could not receive andP cultivate according to 
each man’s concmtiou of biff own value— we are ^ apt enough 
tq consider ourselves as possessing, a right to be excepted from, 
^e common crowd ; besides. Sir I do not see why that should bet 
imputed to him as a crime, which we all so irresistibly fed aad 
practise; we all make a greater exerrion in the prraetiee ofiiew 
. men than old acquaintance ; it is undoabtedk,trqe ihatiGiirrick 
divided bis attention amougso nmny that Irat little the 

share of «mv individual, li^e the extension and dfrupadonof water 
into dew> there wq# not .quantity imhkdsaffirit any 

man’s thirst j but thuis tfieiBeritahkJti^ofjt^ 



m FATOtm OF (SAiiRieie:. 

iiioVe thftn another man cAild unite What, in their natarei, ai^io- 
^odapatible. * 

‘ 6. But Garrick not only was Atcluded by this means from real 
friendship, but acctiaM oftreating those arhora he called friehds> 
tritii insincerity and doable dealings. 

■ J. Sir, it is not true|his character in ^hat respeet is liiiisun<^ 
derstood : Garrick was, to b^ sure, very ready in promising, but 
he intended at that time to uiltil his promise; he intended no 
deceit ; his potiteness or his j^ood nature, call it which you will, 
made him unwilling to deny, he wanted the courage to say iVb 
even to unreasonable demands. This was the great error of his 
lile : by raising expectations which he did not, perhaps could 
not, gratify, he made many enemies ; at the same time it must be 
Remembered that this error proceeded from the same cause which 
produced many of his virtues. Friendships from warmth of 
temper too suddenly taken up, and too violent to continue, ended 
as tliey were like to do, in di8aj>poinfment ; enmity succeeded 
^sappointment, his friends became his enemies, and those having 
been fofitered in his bosom, well knew his sensibility to reproach, 
and they took care that he riiould be amply supplied with such 
bitter potions as they were capable cf administering ; their im- 
potetit efforts he ought, to have despised, but he frit them ; nor 
^d he atfect insensibility. T 

O. And that sensibility probably shortened his life. 

/. No, Sir, he died ol a disorder of which you or any other maa 
may die, without being hilled by too tnuch sensibility.*' 

G. But you will allow, howev6r,^faat this seosibiUty,'tho8e fine 
feelings, made him the great actor he was. 

: /. This is all cant, fit only for kitchen wenches and chamber- 
maids ; Garrick’s trade was to represent passion, not to feel it, 
Ask Reynolds* whether he felt the distress of Count flugolinb, 
when be drew it 

G. But surely he feels the passion at the moment he is represent 
'"ting it. . ^ . ■ . : ■ , ; _ 

' / . About as much ns Punch feels. That Garrick himself gate 
Into this foppery of feelings I can easily believe ; but he knew at 
jrame time tMt he lied. He mi^it think it right as far as I 
know, to have Wbit foots imagined he ought to hate, but it ds 
amazing' that tdiy oiie should be so ignorant as to think that an 
actor will risk his teputatipt} by depending on the feelings that 
fhall be ih thpprasenpa df two hdndtad'peppie, on the re- 

pptition of cettam wards whidt be fate# r^^ted two hnndred • 
^yws before fr'Whit aetPidC^aiefrstudy.'^Ndi Sir, Garrick left 
‘^iii% to chiilfe, %f€i^^^ e*pimtefe«i of cduatei 

SPttlpd ihliit ch»et befori be 
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Anotlier year !— and to his^^p again 

The minstrel hurries with a^fevered brow; 

For thee, unknown ! to wake its first sad strain^ 

For rhee^ unknown !^to bid Jits breathings flow • 

Oh ! marvel not if from its strings arise. 

Discord for harmonies. 

Tlie chain-bound maniac^ in his stony cell. 

Vaunts his straw crown and deems it legal gold ? 

And thus^the humblest barc^tliat loves to tell 

His tale of friendships fled and loves grown cold> 

Prizes bis' simple pipe> and fondly turns 

To what the proud world spurns, 

Thou wilt not mock the mad iii heart and brain*— 

Thpu wilt not scoflTat seared and blighted hearts^ ^ 

Noj; point thy finger* at another’s pain^ 

Nor ape the cold world and its chilling arts ; 

For oti 1 there are who look with laughter wild 

On sad Enthusiasm’s child ! 

» .7 

^^or me — my hours of hnpe have passed away. 

Yet still 1 look upon die H^rth with love ; 

I hail the sun — ^ita first, and farewell^ifay — 

1 pay obeisance to each green and grove,— 

I woo the rivers and the mountains still, * 

With love that nought can chilL 

When morning like a herald from far isles. 

Bearing bright gifts, appears upon the hUI, 

My spirit basks in its first sunny %mUe 0 , 

And, lor the momeht, drinks the joyous rill. 

Of light and loveliness : — ^^and then I deem. 

Past sonrows a dark dream ! 

And from her fialace when pafe stalks foillh» 

Wlien att the g^rioiMi stars thatnuixi on liigh» . 

startled revelkrs fr^^ S|pi^ ^ . 

Rush out, bevrildere4> b^f me dark Uue^kj^ , ; 

Akoly transport bidb» mo long to l^^ 

^ Anudsttim^ie^a^ 
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Pass on another year— and I no more 

May win ev’n fleeting solace/roih such things 
The heart’s frail shallop, wrecked on life’s rude shore 
A dreary freight of gloom and sorrow brings. 

And 1 have madly battled with the wajire. 

That would noi be my grave ! 

' a 

But words like these are niptTor young maid s book ; 

Oh ! blot tiiem out ! — and be thy years all joy ; 

Tranquil and pure as soqie translucent brook 
Which ev’n the whirlwind stains not with alloy 
And through life’s progress ever may’st thou And, 

The sunshine of the mind ! 

\$i Jan* 1830. R, C. C* 
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Who is it stands beneath the marble porch 
Of you fair Temple ? Hush ! draw iiear, and see I 
A youth, with gentle visage, graceful form, * 

— And features, fairer than beseem bis sex ; 

Y^, naked to the view, whose well formed chest 
Shows broad and masculine ! — His«maidlike cheeka ^ 
Are colored like the corals of that tree r/ 

Whose tongue-shaped leaves ai% glitt’ring on his brow, 
i^Tbe delicate Peach,— ye^ doth the first rich down 
Of budding manho^ mantle o’er his lips. 

That swell out poutingly j ^ 


His tunic, flung 

Aside, to minion with the toying breeze, 

Is gaily spotted o’er with spangles bright 
Of shape fantastic, huqgan ears and eyes ! 
liOng are his radiant locks, and tiding flight 
From the Egyptian mitre on his brow : — > 

As; horn unblown hangs iti one hand, — the other 
Is upwards raised ; — A finger softly prest 
Upon hm kisiting mouth-r- and in his eyes-* 
Dark as the oaly x of the alonite 
A sage precaution sits that augurs wit*' 

Beyond his bashful haviour and fresh age ! 
r*’ »^s silence. 


R* C* Gf 
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I was in Prague* on sommeryal business; Though I pass^ 
xof time in an endless variety of Amusements, yet the longing for 
my home pressed every day more upon me, and my young wifo 
was anxiously looking for ijiy rei^rn. We bad been separated 
two months and we had never been absent from each other so 
long a time since our marriage. 

• It is true that Fanny wrote to me regularly twice a week, but 
these letters of which every line breathed tender attachment, and 
the strongest desire for my return were only like so much oil 
thrown upon the fire. » • 

‘He who has no amiable wife, with a head of curly hair, and 
blue eyes, twenty-two years of age, charming as the Goddess of 
Love, with two living young Cupids at her side, and after five 
year’s of matrimony does not love such a being a hundred times 
more, than the day before marriage — to him in vain should 1 at- 
tempt to give an idea of my longing for home. 

Sufficed tonsay 1 thanked heaven when at last my business at 
Prague was ended. I immediately sent for the landlord to pay 
off my long accumulated bill. I found I had not cash enough to 
settle thp list of various items and to defray my expenses On my 
journeyjiomewards ; it was therefore necessary t(t cash one of 
my bank notes. 1 looked for my portfolio', I searched in every 

f ocket, and in every corner of the room. It was not to be found. 

felt very unwell, for it contained three-thousand Thalers in 
bank notes, and that is no trifle. ^It also cont^ned all Fanny’s 
letters. 

In vain did I turn the room upside down, in vain did I a hun- 
dred times ransack all my trunks ; in my anxiety I even searched 
those places in which my portfolio could not posmbly have gain- 
ed An entrance. It was not to be fipind. 

" It is just so” said I t(v myself : ** when a man for a moment 
^thinks himself happy, the devil immediately plays off his pranks 
upon him ; man ought never to rejoice, there would than be less 
of terrible anxiety and less of grief.” 

Either my portfolio must be lost or stolen. This vety morn- 
ing I had it in tpy hands ; I used to wear it in the froUt pocket 
ofmysurtout. 

I began to tear my hair and to curse mjbnnhapny late, how 
many comforts might I have procured for ihy dear Faiimy and my 
poorthildrea these tbree-thoustusd Thalers, H the devil 
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were now making hia round as ia the good old times 1 shoiild 
immediately have entered into a compact with him. Whilst I 
thought thus a figure whicb I had seen but a few days ago, and 
which even at that time I found to have an exact resemblance to 
Satan passed by the windovr. A cold slmdder seized me ; yet I 
was in such despair that I said to my?elf: “ Never mind, if lie 
were Lucifer himself he wouli^ now bo welcome to me, were-he 
■but to get me back my lost poijtlolio.” ■ 

At that moment 1 heard a knock at the door. " Tketempter,?* 
thought I “ will sorely not take my joke in earnest?” 1 could 
only think of tiiat famous red-coat* indeed it struck me that it 
could be no one else. 

And behold — singular orcurrence ! As I opened the door, the 
tempter with a grin in his countenance, and with a nod, catered 
the room. .r /i 

I must relate how I hecam^ actluainted. with that singular 
apparition lest I should be thought a romantic dreamer. 

One evening as 1 entered the Cofiee-house of Dijon to read the 
most recent news, two gentlemen playmg at chess were seated at 
the small side table to the* right. But neither the account of the 
Spanish war, nor tlm board cdold draw my attention ; Though a 
great amateur of chess playing my whole mind was rivetted on a 
short elderly man with a scarlet surtout slowly umlkiug up and 
down the room with his hands crossed on his back. His dark . 
yellow face with a long Roman nose and protuberant cheek* 
bones gave him a terrible aspect, ^his man surely m a bora 
executioner, «the grand inquisitor, or the leader of pighwuy 
robbers. He looks exactly such aeuan as for {Measure’s sake 
could see mople roasting alive on a slow fire, like the barbarous 
Hindoos their mothers, or delight in beholding little children in 
convulsive motiops pierced with iron spikes. I should not wish 
to be in a lonely place with this man. His harsh features are never 
formed into a smile. 

Bat 1 was mistaken ; in .glancing at the game betwixt the 
chessplayers he smiled more tiian once. But heaven protect us 
said 1, from such a smile ! , If be is not the devU incarnate, it is 
his brother. , 

As he miBsed the players, one of them triumphantly exclaim'* 
ed to bis Ejected and embarrassed opponent. “ Now beyond alT 
hope you are lost !” At this be stood still, cast a hasty glance qn 
the game and said : “ You Lave erred in three moves, you will 
bs inavoidably.cbsckmatod !” : The oonqyeror smiled proudly; 
hjjs antagonist shook his head in doubt and drew according tw . 
tihMmd'^at’s dbrectiiOiiS’ ; in. thres moiws, the suf^osed conqueror 

Titojt intiqi ali^ asaddsnsttK^ if 
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* : Wifli jrour leave you are M. Ludwig Ris ? ' 

“ The very same,’’ I repUed. • 

" How do you prove it?” Singular question ; I showed him 
the address of a letter that was Ij/ing on the table. 

• “Very well,*’ said he, but I wish *to have more substantial 
proof of it, 1 should wish tq enter hito business with you.” 

“ I cannot think of business now, J am no merchant, besides d am 
on tjie eve of departure.” * » 

“ Yet you transacted some commercial business here. Is not 
your brother on the point of beconq^ng a bankrupt?” 

1 turned as, red as fire for *1 thought that not a soul knew that 
but my brother and myself. The tempter smiled with a malicious 
grin. 

“ I have more than one brother Sir, but none of them has the 
least occasion to apprehend bankruptcy.” 

“ So !” muttered the tempter and his dry iron features became 
again serious. 

, “ Sir,” said I some what angrily, for I did not relish that any one 
should know of my brother’s aiiairs. Sir, you have been cer.r 
tainly mistaken in ray person. I must beg your pardon for rer 
questing you to be brief. I have ntit a moment to lose.” 

“ Have patience for a few minutes,” he repl ied “ 1 wish to speak 
with you. .Yoa seem to*be embarrassed and uneasy. Has 
any thing disagreeable happened to you ? Trust me. I can 
give good counsel. Do you want money ?” 

Here bf smiled or rat4or grinned, as if he were desirous to 
barter foi; my soul. I was seized with fear, in no aase would I 
have any thing to do with such a suspicious face, as soon as I 
could find breath I said, “ I want nothing Sir.’’ 

At that moment a letter was brought to me, I took it. 

“ Read the letter first,’’ said the red coat man | we may after- 
wards speak together, without doubt the letter is from your 
aimable Fanny.’’ 

“Good God bow can he know that! thought I in a pa- 
roxysm of fear.” 

“ Do you now guess what I want frqm you ?” 

It was on my lips to say : “ My poor soul !” Yet I remain- 
ed silent. 

* He continued. “ You are going to Uhn, your town is in my 
way, I go to-morrow, will you accept of a seat in my travelling 
chaise?” * 

r thanked him^ sayipg that I had already engaged a seat in 
the mail coach. 

“ But I must become acquainted withyour wife, your Adolf and 
Charles. Don’t you guess yet who 1 am ? In the Dnevil’s name 
][ abotdd wish to lender you a service. Speik^oD nan.’^ 
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" Well ! said I at last s” if y<m are a magieiaiij teU me urb'ere 
I can get again my lost packet book.” '• 

' “ Stuff f what do yoir care for a pocket book ?" 

“ But in that pocket book were three-thousand Thalers hi Bank 
notes.” ' * 

“ What will you give me if I restore it to you ?'* 

- So saying he Iboked at m^ as if he were desirous to put the 
words into my mouth “I’ll give you my soul.” But I rema^lned 
silent and embarrassed he drew fourth my pocket book and said, 
“Here is your pocket book tfith its contents.” 

I was ready to leap for joy. On opening it and finding nothing 
wanting, I asked him, “ how he came by it.” 

“ At noon passing over the Moldan Bridge, I found it and se*. 
cured it in my pocket.’’ 

Indeed at that time I had passed over the Bridge, and had oc<^ 
casion to refer to some papei% 

“ Probably you put it outside your pocket when you wanted to 
put it inside again. I remained there a full hour, but as no one 
came in search of it. I returned to my hotel opened it and read 
the letters to discover to whom it belonged.” i . 

How much we can be mistaken in forming an opinion from 
a man’s physiognomy. I said to hiinthe most obliging thinga^ 
My joy non was as great as my sorrow before . But|h^ only said ■: 
“ My compliments to your Fanny. We may see each other 
again.” and he went away. 


, ARRIVAL.* 

As I was leaving the Hotel for tlie Post-house my brother en- 
tered. Of course my departure was postponed and we returned 
to my room. I heard with pleasure that pis tottering pecuniary 
circumstances Were changed for the better. A considerable loss 
was compensated six-fold by an immensely large speculation ia 
Coffee and'Cotton. 

' Now” said he “ my affairs are in a more promising state 
than ever, but in what an anxiety' I was a short time ago, 
what dreadful moments 1, passed ? thanks to God it is ndW all 
terminated beyond the full extent* of my hopes. I bid now 
adieu to all commerce, no longer will I run the hazard to ha\e 
millions at my command one day, and to be reduced to beg- 
gary tile rtCxt. I came here to thank you for your fraternal 
exertions in my behalf, and tb liquidate my affairs.” 

I was obliged to accompany him t» several houses , but he 
Bi^ceived my extreme impatience and desire for my home, he 
refdre told me«afteir a few days not to wait for him but to 
I did not fahsitate to do so partksalsU'fy as Ifiil 
was for some weeks. I instant hastened hornet 
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Ob nyj 'way the singular red*coatednian haunted my imagina- 
tipn. His likeness to Belzeebab bename stronger on every com- 
parison of his features ; true he had returned me the Pocket Book ; 
]Sio mamcould have acted more honestly ; be had read Fanny’sletters 
•and the instructions of my brother.thence he might easily have been 
infoimed of my secrets, l^ut his faee ! nature seldom writes so 
legibly. 1 ^ave my mind vdiolly ud to those fancies, it served to 
pa8| away .my time. I thought Relight well be the real devil, 
that his honesty might be an allurement to the more easy pos- 
session of my soul. . But if really hp were the devil, what could 
he offer me? Gold? I never Aras very covetous, I had an ample 
income. A throne ? Yes for eight days to give peace to all the 
world, then like a second Cincinnatus to return to my small 
garden to cultivate my own turnips. Handsome women ? No, a 
thought to my beloved Fanny, and the most beautiful Circassian 
virgins appeared to me like old ^v)lnen. But enough of this. 

^ On the tenth day of my journey I hoped to reach my home, 
but it grew late, in vain did I urge the postilion at first with 
promises, then money, and at last with curses and maledictions, 
it got darker and my impatient longing'for home increased with 
every minute. For a quarter of a year I had not seen my dearly 
beloved Fanny, nor my dear children ! The thought made me 
tremble that on Jhis same Evening 1 should hold in my arms the 
most lovely woman on earth — ^my wife. 

True it is that before 1 knew Fanny I had been deeply in love, 
There' was an Eliza who through the pride of her parents was 
tom away from me and given in marriage to a polish nobleman. 
It was our mutual first love-r-it was adoration. We swore re- 
ciprocally eternal love and faithfulness. Kisses and tears sealed 
our oaths. But every one knows how such o'aths are kept. She 
became the Starost’s wife, and I saw Fanny. My^ove for Fanny 
was more tender, more religious. Eliza was the Goddess of my 
fancy — Fanny the Idol of my heart. , 

The clock struck one when we drove through the silent street, 
I dismounted at the Post-house, where I left my servant in 
charge of my baggage, as I had a mind to return in case I should 
find every one asleep, I walked' alone to my house. 

. ODIOUS VISIT. 

AH were asleep ! Oh Fanny, Fanny ! had you been awake what 
terror, what mortal anguish you would have spared me ! They 
all dept— py wife, my.cbildren, my servants,-- and no where 
* a light ! For the mnth time did I wander round my bouse, all 
was diut. I did not 'wish to awake any one. fetter dmught I to 
p^^ne thepleasnreof the meeting to the following mmmng,thaii 
to,^a themdrowly. 



» 

Foi^ianately I found the garden cabinet door nnloeked. I^^n- 
-tered there, on a small table was the work basket of my wtfe, 
by the light of the mooKshine 1 discovered on the chairs and oit 
the floor, hobby horseS> dnims, whips, &c. probably they passed 
the evening here. ' Siirronnded with these trifles I felt so well!* 
I stretched myself on the couch with^the intention to sleep there 
for the rest ot the* night. Th^ night was not too coof. Fatigue, 
want of rest, and the fragrance of the flowers soon lulled. me 
to sleep. ' . 

I had scarcely fallen asleep, when the grating noise of the 
garden door awoke me again. * I rose, saw a man enter, 1 
thought it was a thief. But fancy my astonishment, it was the 
man with the red-coat. 

“ Whence do you come ?” I asked. 

^ From Prague, in hdf an hour 1 must be oif again. I could 
not pass Ulm without seeing^you and your amiable Fanny ac- 
cording to my promise, your servant told at the Post-house 
that you had just arrived, and I expected to find every one 
awake in your house. Surely you are not going to sleep here 
in this damp night and make yourself ill ?” 

I went out with him intd the garden. 1 trembled in all my 
limbs, for such were my fcans at this singular apparition. True 
that inwardly 1 ridiculed such idle fears, but yeti could not 
banish my terror. Such is man. The iron features of the Prague 
fiend appeared still more horridly diabolical in the fainter light 
of the Moon, his eyes more fiery. , , 

“ You have indeed frightened me* like a ghost !’’ said l “ I 
tremble all over. How came you 4o look for me in the garden 
house. You seem to be omniscient.” He grinned maliciously 
and said : “ Do you know me now, and what 1 want of you !’* 

“ Indeed Tdi), not know you better titan 1 did in Prague. But! 
can tell you what impression *yuu made on me. You will not taka 
it amiss. I thought if you were not a conjuror you might be 
the devil himself.’’ 

He grinned again and said : “ Stippose that lam the latter^ 
will yon enter into a couip^ict with me !’’ v 

“Truly Mr- JSatsin you must ofle^ me a good deal . Fot my 
happinees indeed is ouniplete.” 

“ I t^euld not oiler you, nor give you any thing. Tbdt 
was euatoiunry formerly when people believed in the devil and 
w ere afraid of him and consequently in guard of him—at thtd 
time it became necessaiy to make stipulations; . I^iit now a 
days when no one believes in the devil, when man eni^eavonrs to ’ 
jiphson away iiis finstence^ib^ children of men am too clxmp.’' 

hni^d I hold th^powee of Behmebub as Aiiia« to iiiiptto 

en fild women and children.’' ; f t i 
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Just that is it ! in your proud security, yon mortals get more 
recruits for hell than a whole Batallibn of recruits in black, the 
devils uniform. • 

Since you began to consider immortality as, at the best, a pro- 
• blem, and hell as an oriental fable, sinbe honesty Md stupidity are 
synonymous terms with ypu, we give ourselves in hell no longer 
trouble to hatch you. tYou.come of your own accord, ha, hai” 

- “ That is spoken truly satanibt^ly !” 

Certainly” said he grinning again “ For I speak truth since 
you no longer believe in it. So long as mankind spoke truth, 
the devil was the father of li^s. jJow it is all the contrary. We 
poor devils are always the Antipodes of men.” 

Y'ou are then not my Antipode, my philosophical Mr. Devil, 
for I agree with you in your love of truth.” 

“ Well then you already are my property. He who yields to 
me but one hair of his head, is mipe. And — but it is cold here — 
my carriage is periiaps already waiting— I must be off. Come 
and take a glass of punch with me,l have ordered some ere I 
came here. 

I accepted of the invitation. His cafriage was ready. 1 felt 
comfortable in a warm room. 

CONSEQUENCES. 

m <0 

The punch stood on the table. A scarf and a Leghorn Bonnet 
was oi) a chair. A stranger was walking up and down in a gloomy 
mood ; it, was an elderly (all lean man. Whilst we drank our 
enlivening punch, a servant msM of the Hotel entered, to whom 
the stranger said, • 

“ Tell my spouse that I am gone to bed, that early in the morn- 
ing we depart, to be ready in time.” I did not wish to return 
to my cold garden house, and I ordered a bed. Ths stranger went 
away. We finished twice our punch-bowl’ under various dis- 
courses. The fire of the Rum refreshed me and se^ my blood 
in a pleasing quick circulation. The red-coated man went to his 
carriage and whilst I helped him to enter, he said : we shall see 
each ttther again ?’’ The carriage rtdled off. 

When 1 re-entered the rpom a lady with the scarf and the 
hat in her hand was leaving it. When the fair creature turned 
towards me, 1 almost lost my senses. It was Eliza, my first love. 
She was with her husband on a journey to Switzerland, as I was 
afterwards informed she was nob less frightened than 1. 

“ In God’s name is it you my Ludwig ?” 

“Eliza!” 1 ex<^aimed, and all tlm pleasing reminiscences of 
our former love rushed on ray soul. I was gping to approach 
reqtectfiilly. Hmr eyes were tilled with tears, she stretched her 
arms to me, 1 lay Veeping on her bosom. 
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When we recovered our senses she perceived tliatshe was half 
undressed. This is not my room Ludwig, said slie, while cover- 
ing herself with the scari*. “ Come, we have much to say to each 
other.” I followed her into her room. “ Here we can discourse 
more freely,” she said, aiuf we sat on the couch. How much we • 
had to say. I lived again in the feyer dream of our first love. 
Eliza not happy Vith her old^Starost, all her former^endeniess 
for me returned. She app^^ared even handsoracr than for- 
merly. I had grown handsomer too she said. May my h ati- 
ny pardon me for this lime, Ijiough I, it is perhaps my last nio- 
n»ent in this world with Eliza, ft is a happy but brief dream. 
As w e spoke our lips gradually drew nearer. We spoke of things 
past. Our lips imperceptibly were closely pressed together. The 

flame of our former passions revived in our kisses no it was but 

one single kiss — our souls melted in the embrace. How describe 
the magic of her words, her inanuers ! The past time was made 
present, again I saw her as I did the first time at the Ball of her 
sister's nuptials, the same impressions seized nu^ ; tlien our meet- 
ing at the Promenade, again the trip on the water with our res- 
pective parents and how we vowed with tears and kisses, 
eternal love and fidelity umfer the trees of the Elisium of Mon 
Pe})os. l^hen — but eiiongh: iinconcious of the present time we 
lived only in the past. With sighs didVe recall Uie dciy of our se- 
paration, with tears in our eyes we embraced each oilier. Oh 
liow weak is man ! We forgot that w'e did not belong to each 
cither. ^ ^ 

At that moment the door opened. The tall lean stranger en- 
tered, w^e started. The Starost stood a wdiile motionless, pale as 
a coqise. Then with three long steps he sprung towards Eliza, 
rolled her long fair locks round his fist, wheeliniy her with the 
strength of a fury round himself ami flung her shrieking at a dis- 
tance from him on file floor, calling out “ Traitress, base, vile 
woman!” i w^as going to assist her; but with such powerful 
strength he struck me, that I fell back. As I got up again, he 
ceased to maltreat her, calling out to me : “ As for you villain I'll 
strangle you!” In my ejespair^ I seized a knife from thettable 
threatening to plunge it in his side if Ijp dared to approach me. But 
lie darted on me like a furious t 3 ^ger, squeezed niy neck with both 
liis hands, untill 1 entirely lost my breath. In the agony of death 
1 pushed with tlie knife on all sides. All on a sudden he fell, the 
knife had reached liis heart.* 

Eliza lay bruised on the floor, with ^eep groans, next to her, 
her murdered husband, I stood motionless like a statue. “ Oli !” * 
thought I, had I |jut remainedrf)n the couch in the garden-house, 
cursed be the Red-coated man, cursed be the pocket book ! 0 my 
beloved, unhappy Fanny, my poor children ! On tJie threshold of 
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ifiy homcly-Paradise, I am flung back into a liell which I never 
knew before ! I arn a murderer ! an gidultcrer ! 

The noise in tlie room had alarmed tlij whole house. All were 
up. Every thing was in motion. Flight only remained to save 
» me from discovering. I vseized the burning wax candle which stood 
on the table, to light rne out of the house. 

' pLnVL?X OF HOnUOR. J 

As I descended the staVs, l^i^solved to run to my house, to 
awdke my wife and my childern, fo press them once more to my 
heart ; and then, like Cain to seek refuge in the wide world, and es- 
cape the hands of justice. But atfeady on the steps I percei ved 
that all rny clothes were stained with the Starost's blood. I trem- 
bled lest 1 might be seen. 

The large gate towards the street was sljut. As I ran back 
through the court-yard I heard behind me people hastening down- 
stairs with loud cries of murder, I /an through the court towards 
the barn, 1 knew that from tlJence I could ellect my escape 
through the fields and adjoining gardens out of the town. But 
those who pursued me were already close on my heels. I had 
scarcely reached the barn, when one ofrpursuers seized my coat. 
With mortal anxiety I tore my coaifrom his hands and threw the 
candle on a high heap of siraw bundles. Immediately after the 
flames aro»Sf 5 . Thus I hoped to escape. I siujceeded. They ceased 
to pursue *ne, probably to extinguish the lire* I escaped out oi 
town. 

S(?feed with terror I ran blindly forward, jumped pver enter- 
veaing ditches, forced my Way through the hedges, yiiere w as no 
longer aily hope of embracing once more my Fanny, my Adolpli, 
my Charles. Every other feeling of nature and of the heart gave 
way to that of self-preservation. W hen I tliouglit of my arrival 
this night a few hours ago, of my expectations this morning and then 
to beliold ! — Oh ! I could not believe tbe pad, to be iVue. But when I 
saw" my clotlies besmeared with blood, when in spite of having 
run myself out of breath, I felt the keen chilly morning wind, I 
shrunk with horror from myself, now a wortliless outcast of soci- 
ety !, I ran on, but I could no more. Oh 1 bad there been a pre- 
cipice, a river, I should have pift an erftl to my execrable existence. 

Dripping in perspiration*, breathless, exhausted in every limb, 
with trembling knees, I continued my flight with slow uncer- 
tain paces ; often was I obliged to stand still, 1 was almost drop- 
ping down, several times I nearly fainted from exhaustion. 

Thus I reached Konitz, the nearest village. — There, whilst I 
- reflected whether *! shoilld turn back, or braving danger, march 
through it — for the moon shone, the sun had not risen yet^ — the 
bell in the church steeple began to sound. Shortly after, I heard 
the bells of distaat villages tolling. It was the alarm bell. 
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Every stroke of the bell crushed me. I tamed round. Ob 
God ! behind me was & wide, dark'' red, and glowing^ fire* 
An immehce pillar of vvid flame reached the heavens and hover- 
ed over my home. The whole town was in a blaze. I — I am the 
incendiary. Oh unfortun&te wife ; oh my poor innocent babes ! « 
what a frightful, horrid awaking fr^m your sweet slumber has 
your father prepared for you ! , ► * 

I felt as seized by the hair |nU the soles of my feet as light as 
feathers ; with mighty leaps I ran toward the adjoining forest, right 
through the village. The flames of my native town made all as 
bright as day-light, and the yelling*alarm bells pealed with burst- 
ing sounds through my distracted frame. 

When 1 bad penetrated far into the thick forest to avoid the 
frightful sight of the red broad light of the conflagration, my 
body as if already consumed by fire seemed to cast no shadow, 1 
could not proceed farther, I<fipll on the wet ground. In frenzy 
I beat the earth with my forehead, with my hands and teeth 
1 tore out roots and grass in convulsion. I wished to die — to an- 
nihilate myselt^ but in my horrid despair I did not know how to set 
about it. * 

Adulterer, murderer, incendiary, all within the same hour. 
Oh ! the red-coated fiend was right : there are no honest men 
among you except those to whom the'opportunity toi^ommit sin 
is wanting. Ofi'er a hair only to the devil, and he has your whole 
head. What an unlucky fate brought Satan into iny garden 
house! Had I not drunk his punch I should have met ‘Eliza 
without coinmitting that infidelity to my wife. Had* I not be- 
come an adulterer, I should not haj^e murdered the Starost, and 
had I not assasinated him, 1 should not have set the town on fire, 

I should not be herein despair, to myself an object of abomina- 
tion, and to mankind a curse ! 

In the meanwhile the aldirin bells continued their horrid me- 
lancholy ringing ; it started me up ; distracted I ran to the road, 
heard the cries of men, the shrieks of women and children, — the 
wind was high and with the crackling of the flames the falling in 
of the houses, and now and then a frightful explosion, my t ears 
were stunned with sounds tflat threatened to burst the world. Then 
the running to and fro of people, some loaded with heavy bun- 
dles, some half naked with children on their arms, the rollin||' 
of waggons, the rattling of fire engines ! all nature was iu a horri- 
ble confusion ! 1 was glad it was not day-light, for 1 hoped to 
escape to a greater distance. But when 1 remembered that this 
was the Ist of May, the birth day ofmy wife, l#unk to the ground 
ctying aloud. Oh ! with what innocent joy and mirth did we Cele- 
bes this day in* the circle of happy beings! and now oh what 
a day, i^at a night !— Then the singular idea— —it is the 
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Walpnrgis-Tiigfat ! Singular, as since time immemorial, supersti- 
tion made this night, a night of terror,, in which evil spirits began 
to celebrate their feast, and the deviUassembled thb witches 
on the^suinmit of the mount Blocksberg. I wished I could believe 
•the truth of these horrible and foolish bnormities. Then the sus- 
picious red-coated being obtruded himself again on my tlioughts 
with all his strange jtalk.. Now — wherefore^eny it ? Now I 
should gladly have given my soti],'that he were indeed he whom 
in joke he pretended to be at ray garden house, to obliterate from 
my memory the present horrors. 

But the alarm bells tolled louder. I perceived the dawning of 
the morning and continued my flight. 

CAIN. 

But my legs and lungs soon compelled me to stop. I panted 
for breath. All that had happened was so horrible — so sudden. I 
could scarcely believe it myself. I turned — ^but through the pines 
I saw still the columns offire rising with sudden blast towards the 
heavens. As 1 felt my clothes I besmeared my fingers with the coa- 
gulated clots of blood of the Starost. 

This betrays me to*the first man* I may meet ! thought I, and 
tore the stained clothes from my body, hid them in a thick bush, 
washed my.hands and faceVith the dew of the grass. Thus al- 
most naked 1 ran on the open high-way. 

Wl}o art thou now ? said I to myself! only mad men or 
murderer^ run in their shirts through forests. I may say that 
I have been attacked and ‘plundered ; if I should meet a peasant 
I will pounce on him, and force him to give up his coat. In the 
day I may hide myself in the thickest woods, at night I may 
continue my flight. But whence get my food ? It struck me 
that I had thrown away my pocket book withmypoat. Irresolute 
1 stood still. * 

At one moment I was on the point of turning to fetch my 
pocket book. But had there been a million at stake, I could not 
have overcome my disgust to behold the blood of the Starost 
again. ^ . 

Suddenly I heard the rustling of a waggon, or perhaps afire 
engine. Immediately I sprung from the road and hid myself be- 
nbath the adjoining bushes from whence I could look on the road 
without being seen myself. I trembled like an aspen leaf. A 
handsome travelling chaise loadedh with trunks made shortly af- 
ter its appearance, slowly drawn by two horses. One man only 
‘ conducting the horses, was in it. He came on slowly, at la^ 
he stopped near the place in \%hich 1 was concealed. He dis- 
mounted, left the carriage and came over* against my side 
of the road. '* 
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If I were in the carriage I should be safe ! thought I eagerly: 
My legs are as if they wer^ broken on the wheel, they will carry 
me no longer. Clothes,^money, sudden flight, all together! Hea- 
ven begins to feel pity for me, let me seize the opportunity.* The 
carriage is unoccupied. I will jump in. 

No sooner thought than done. For there was no time to be 
lost in sober relle<^ions. Every one i.^ nearest to hims(^if,self-pre- 
wservation is the first law of natti^e. iJespair and necessity have 
no laws. One leap and I wds on the road, another seated ‘me 
in the carriage, I seized the reins and turned the carriage off the 
side of the horizon reddened By the*burning town. Suddenly the 
proprietor sprung forth, and the moment I made the horses feel 
the whip, he endeavoured to catch the horses’ reins. He stood 
beibre them. I applied the whip more soundly. Now all was to 
be hazarded. The horses stood erect, and f orced themselves for- 
ward. The proprietor fell audjay under the lir)rses. The carriage 
drove over him. He called out'ibr help. His voice petritied iny 
frame. It was a known — a beloved voice. I durst not trust my 
ears. I stopped and looked behind at the unhappy man, I saw 
him ! — Bui gracious GoeV! I shudder to tell it, I beheld my bro- 
ther, who had either terminated his affairs at Prague, or had 
other secret causes for his sudden return. 

I stepped slowly out of the carriage. There lay the tortured 
man. 1 felt as if struck by liglitiiing, lamed, beimmhe*! : Oh that 
was far from my wish, my thought. I kneeled down to my dear- 
est brother. The heavy w heel had gone over his breast. £ cal- 
led his nanje w ith a trembling feeble voice. He lieird me no 
more. He knew me not. His sujerings were over. 'I — I was 
the profligate villain, that had despoiled him of life, that made 
his children orphans, his lovirig wife a widow. Oh Satan now I 
am full ripe for thee, shake hands with me, I am wmrthy of thee ; 
bi otlier Satan f • ' 

Two meii murdered in one night, and that with my own hands, 
a whole town burned to ashes? how many suffered the tortures 
of hell tire, ere they were ripe for thee Satan I Come demon and 
kiss me ! ^ 

My eyes became wet, lAit it vfas not the tear of pity for the 
remains of my much beloved brother, it was the tear offurious 
frenzy against my fate, against heaven, against God I Cursed 
be my fate, cursed iny existence ! Never, never in my life could 
1 have imagined that man (vjuld commit such horrid crimes. 
Oh Vv hat a falling off ! I have been sensible to whatever was 
gre'dt iiiul true. I knew no sweeter pleasure fSian to make my 
feiJow creatures happy ! And^now a damned levity, an unlucky 
monient of self forgetfulness — and the mischievous sport of 
chance or necessity have rendered me the nwst miserable^ the 
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most abominable being under heaven. Oh, that no one may boast 
of his virtue, his power to resist tempfextion, or his prudence ! No 
more than a minute is necessary to change the iiinocehce of an- 
gels iii1:o the most diabolical turpitude. 

► But to proceed to the end of niy misfortunes. 

• REVENTANCE. 

* * j X 

I, kissed the front of the corpse of mj^ poor brother, but 
at once 1 lieard voices in the forest. Terrified I sprung up. 
Shall 1 suH’er myself to be canghhon the cold corpse of my bro- 
ther, whom I wanted to plunder but whom lhave assassinated? 
Ere 1 had time to collect myself, 1 was in the thickest bush, aban- 
doned tlie corpse, the horses, carriage, aud baggage. The all- 
powerful institjct for life was awake in mo, every other feeling was 
dead. I forced my way through bushes and tliorns, 1 hastened to 
tlie deepest thickets. Consciencf^ tried loud within me, whoever 
will find me may kill me as an outlaw, Cain ! fratricide ! 

Fainting from weakness I sat down on a rock in the midst of 
the forest. The sun had jn;;t risen without my perceiving it. 
The shuddering Walpurgis-night was* passed, but its abomina- 
tions still bauiited my brains. Rfethought I saw my poor wife, 
luy innocent boys awaking by the fire reaching their sleeping 
room, I sftw tlMin riisliing driven by the flames and smoke to- 
wards the door. The same horrid picture was belbre my eyes, 
even ^vlien J shut them. I saw their young llesh devouring by the 
imreloutipglire. My Fanny, my babes in the agonies of the most 
cruel dea,1li, in vain calling loud for assistance. I s»w the incon- 
solable family of my murdercxl brother, calling for the vengeance 
of heaven on tlie cursed head of his base assassin. I saw the 
place of execution, tlie hang-man’s march to the gallows, the car- 
cases of recent malefactors. ^ , 

Life was a burden to me. Oli why did I not suffer myself 
tube strangled l)y the Starost? 1 so richly deserved it! I 
was a traitor to my Fanny to whom 1 swore faithfulness a thou- 
sand times. Or had I only returned wlien the town was on fire. 
1 nfight have pressed my wjfe, mjj children, once more to my 
heart, and after my final Jeave precipitated myself into the fire. 
Thus I should not have become the murderer of my brother. 

1 was afraid thatiriy life might be prolonged, lest I might com- 
mit new crimes which seemed t(» me to be unavoidable at every step. 
The recent tragical events had laid such a fast hold on my senses 
that I thought eyery clraught of breath would bring a new sin 
to the sinner. I was going to commit suicide, but 1 was too feeble. 
Thus I resolved to give myself up to justice ^and to confess my 
crimes. Then — though under such afflicting circumstances, I 
might embrace fdr the last time my wife, my children, I should be 
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able to implore tlieir forgiveness, and thus accompanied by their 
tears be launched into eternity. I might settle many domestic 
circumstances, 1 migl^^give my wife many useful counsels and 
disclosures on various family afl'airs. 

This thought rendered Ine more calm. 1 had given up every*, 
thought of life, the furies of conscience were satisfied, they ceas- 
ed to torment me^ , *' 

1 rose to proceed, but whither ? Iii my dreadfiil anxiety I had 
lost my way. After a few st^ps I came on a road, which I tbok 
without caring whither it led. 

THE TEMI*'rER. 

Shortly after I heard the neighing of horses. I started. The 
love of life returned anew. I was about to run back into the 
thickets and bushes when 1 saw just before me the well known 
ominous red-coated fiend near him was his upset carriage with a 
broken wheel. Terror and rapture seized me at the sight. When 
he perceived me, with his wanted custom he grinued at me, and 
exclaimed. 

“ Welcome here ! Did I not tell you that we should meet 
again ? 1 have waited Here this whole night. My postilion has 
gone back to town for assistance, and he is not yet back.” 

“ He will be required to give his assistance there, don’t you 
know that the whole town is on fire ?” . 

“ 1 thought so from the redness of the heavens. But what are 
you about here ? What do you look for? Why don’t you , assist 
to extinguish the fire ?” ^ , 

“ I haye other things to extinguish than the fire of w^^od.’’ 

“ I thought so, did I not tell you so, a short time ago ?” 

Oh save me Sir ! 1 am now the most wretched criminal— 

I became a light-minded husband, a murderer, incendiary, high- 
way robber, fratricide, all — all since the moment you have left 
me, all within these three unhappy hours. And yet 1 swear unto 
you I am not a bad man.” 

As 1 said so the red-coated fiend stamped with his foot on the 
ground as an indication of his displeasure. But his features re- 
mained hard and stern. Nor did he make a reply. I then reluted 
to him my unprecedented misfortunes ^f last night. He remained 
entirely calm. 

“ Do you know me now, and what I want of you” ? he at lasf 
asked — 

“ My soul ! ray ^od !” cried' I ; “ for now I begin to believe that 
you are he indeed, whom in joke I called you !’’ 

“ And who ifelhat ?’’ ‘ 

" Satan!” \ 

‘ ''1%en fall down before me and adore me !”be‘"tpared in a 
tremendous tone of voice. ** 
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I fell down on ray knees in a state of frenzy^ raised up my folded 
hands and cried ! Oh, Help me ! Save my wife and children 
from ruin ! They are innocent ! PltiCe us in a solitude with 
nothmg but bread and water. But only wipe off from our re- 
collection the consciousness of the last Walpurgis-night! If you 
cannot do that, then it wijl be better for me to die by the hands 
of the hangman I” , , y 

Ah I said so he raised his Wot and ki^ed me in the face, 
so that I tumbled backwards. I rose again. I was about to 
repeat my supplication, but he interrupted me and said, in the 
most contemptible tone: Behold here the pious, honest man, 
see the proud mortal in the gloriousness of his reason ; behold the 
philosopher who denies the existence of the devil, and who brings 
eternity into learned doubts. He crowns his hideous crimes with 
the adoration of Satan ! 

“ By ttiis, Satan, I know tlieaV’ I cried furiously, '"by this, 
that soft pity is wanting in thy iron breast which dwells in the 
warm heart of man. But I’ll no more seek compassion from 
thee, who know but malicious scorn. I will buy thy favor, I will 
buy it with my soul. It might better ilhseli*, it might yet by re- 
pentance obtain mercy. It mighi'escape from thy clutches when 
thou ihinkest to hold it firmly in thy grasp !’* 

Conte tup tuoiysly he replied : No Sir, I am not Satan as you 
believe. I am a man as you are. Hitherto you have been a cri- 
minal now you are a maniac. I hold you in contempt. If I 
could assist you, I should not do it. Your soul, is ripe for hell 
without ifeataii’s offers ! * • 

• HOPE. 

Oh that could I liave flown from myself, I felt the curse, the 
malediction of the whole human race on me ! Were hell to have 
opened her fiery bosom, I should have plunged ‘into it, to anni- 
hilate from the face of the earth such a hideous malefactor. 
Shame and fury, repentance and resolution to commit any crime 
to extricate myself from my present dilemma struggled in me. 

“.If you are not he” said I at last,“ for whom I took you, I 
must wish you were. Oh Save mu', else I am lost ! Save me, 
for you aloue are the causi^ of all my horrid crimes !” 

• “ Wretch, you wish to wash yourself clean and burden others 
with the cause of your crime, even when you are stained with the 
blood of a brother!” , 

“ Yes Sir, you yourself were the sole, and primary cause of all 
the horrors of last* nighf. Why .did you enter my garden house 
whore I slept in quiet repose to wait for the dsfWn of the day? 
Had you not awoke me, all this crowd of horrftrs would not have 
happened.” » 



350 


THE WALPORGIS-NIGHT. 

c 

" Did I awake you to become an adulterer, a murderer, an 
incendiary ? Here is a pretty fellow ! When he has murdered thous- 
ands, lie endeavours to lay aH the l^larae on the mine from which 
the iron has been dug. Your breathing is as well the cause of all 
your crimes, since without*^ breathing you could not have done 
them. But without breath you could ^lave had no life.’* 

“ But why in tl^ garden did you tv^t the part of Slatan, and 
why did you say so orriinously^^Ee who yields the devil but one 
hair, his head is his also?” 

“ Very well and was that ^ lie ? who can better testify the 
truth of it than yourself? Did I asK a hair of you, or did you 
offer it to me? When you first saw Eliza your first sweetheart, 
you ought to at least have borne in mind that you gave your oath 
of fidelty to Fanny, if you had no regard that she was the wife 
of another man. You relied too much on your virtue or rather 
you thought of no virtue. Reliji^ion and virtue would have cried 
in a loud Toice ; Return home ! Man, Sir, ought never to trust 
the firmness of his heart in the hour of temptation. The very 
first light thought that you cherish, is the mother of all heavy 
crimes, is the hair in the devils claw.” 

" Ah I feel you are right J But could I foresee all this ?’* 
Certainly you might.*' 

It was impossible. Think only oh that horyble Qpneatena- 
tion of circumstances.’* 

Of this you ought to have thought in time. Could you not 
think that the Starost might enter the room when you' held 
his wife in 'your arms? nor of the' conflagration when you 
flung the burning light on a heap of straw ? nor of fratricide when 
you urged the horses against the breast of the proprietor ? for he 
or another must be, or rather every one is your brother.*' 

“ It may be so, but do not increase my despair. You will at 
least agree that the first fault might have taken place without all 
the subsequent frightful events, had not the most ghastly conca- 
tenation of circumstances intervened, which could fall to the lot 
of man. 

“ Who will accede that you? What was there strang«3 in 
the circumstance of the Starost visiting his wife ? was it so ex- 
traordinary an event that they kept straw and hay in that barn 
as in all other barns? Is it wonderful that your unfortunate bro-s 
ther was peaceably on his return home ? No, Sir, what you call 
a dreadful concatenation of events, might have been for you the 
most joyous event had you been on th^ path of the righteous 
man. Nature has made the world good enough, man makes it 
a hell” 

Then in the agony of despair for I saw my own villany with- 
out any veil, I cried aloud ; Oh ! until this night I have remain^ 
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ctl innocent ; I was a good father : a faithful husband, without re- 
proach; now my self-esteem ; myhoiior is gone, I have lost all 
ccOisolation !” ^ 

“ No Sir, even in that I must contradict you. It is not this 
night that you have become what you are, but you have been so 
a long tiijie. It is not in .three hours that man becomes from an 
angel, a devil, if tfmt man has not all diab^cal dispositions in- 
herent in him.- You wanted only^n opportunity to develop them. 
Eliza and solitude were what was wanting. Ttni fire is only la- 
tent in the flintstone and steel— but strike tliein together, and 
the sparks will be apparenf. One spark falls inU) a gun-powder 
magazine and a whole town with its peaceful inliabitants is blown 
up ! Let no one praise those pious people vvlio in their exulting 
pride accompany the condemned criminal to his place of execu- 
tion ! under similar circumstances they might have committed 
similar crimes, and been Imng.’J* 

Then I may yet console myself. Thus the whole world, if you 
speak the truth, is not belter than I am !’* 

No Sir, you are again mistaken. 1 will agree for half the 
world, not the whole. 1 liave not lost my belief in virtue.’' 

You may be right, but 1 am dot better nor worse than all the 
rest of mankind.” 

Yoifcknovinot your own heart. We neversee what is exterior 
to us within us, but we see ourselves in the exterior. All is as a 
inirfor.” 

BuJ for heaven’s sake Sir !'* I called out in despair. Save 
me, for^ the time passes. If I have been bad caii I not become 
better ? Oh save mo, my wife and my cliildreu ! I can, I will im- 
prove, for with a shudder dol .see of what enormities I have been 
capable, cAines which I thought no man villanous enough to com- 
mit.*' ^ ^ 

It might be so. But you are weak. * I will save you. Do 
you know me now ?” 

You are then my tutelary Angel.” 

I did not appear to you in vain in the Garden house, before 
tb^ accomplishment of those abominations. I warned you. But 
have courage and patieiK^\” 

THE NEW WOULD. 

His hard and iron features in my eyes seemed to change into 
an angelical countenance. In a soft tone he repeated to me. I will 
save you. Fear no longer. You have seen ly'eand death. Be- 
come an hpnest man. I may not save you ^second time.'' 

But, sighed I, My Fanny, my, poor children !" 

“ They are again.” 
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“ And the remembrance of all these abominable enormities 
Oh ! wipe them away if you' can.” 

The old man replied : “ They shall no longer give you unea- 

siness,” 

As he said so, it appeared to me that he dissolved in blue va- 

S or, 1 stared at the naked rocks, all w^»s incomprehensible to me. 
lilt I i’ound myselfS^xtremely well ; yet .all rei^embled a Fairy-tale. 
As I stared at the naked ra^^t, I felt that an invisible beipg 
pressed his lips on mine. I felt a sweet warm kiss. I thought 
I liad my eyes open, yet I perc,eived tliey must be closed, for 1 
heard footsteps round me and yet I could see no one, I heard tlie 
voicevS of children. Dreams and truth were singularly blended 
together and separated more distinctly, till I returned to my clear 
consciousness. 

I felt that I was lying on a hard substance and in an uneasy posi- 
tion. It appeared to me that if^was on my couch in the Gardeiv 
house. I opened my eyes and my Fanny was bending over me. 
She had awoke me witli Jicr kisses. My cJiildren joyfully clapped 
their little hands when they saw me awaking and clambered on 
the coucli and over me, calling out ^‘Good morrow dear Papa, 
good morrow !” and my wife tenderly pressed me in her arms, 
and with tears in her eyes she made me gentle reproaches for hav- 
ing slept the whole night in the damp cold air in the opep garden- 
house. If Henry our servant said she had not returned a quarter 
of an hour ago with the baggage from the post-house, and had not 
made a noise with the servant-maids and betrayed your , arrival, 
not a soul would have known any thing about it. , 

But the heavy Walpurgis-dream had so enthralled me that for a 
long time I dared not trust my eyes or ears. I looked fear- 
fully for the road in the thick forest, but I saw only the Garden- 
house. Still the»drums, hobbyhorses and whips lay scattered on 
the floor. On the table there stood Fanny’s work-basket, all was 
as I found it'when 1 entered the place. 

And Henry is only now returned from the Post-house I 
asked : Has he then slept there the whole night 
^ Certainly my dear, said JFanny^caressing me ^^heeveniSteys 
that he did so at your order.” ^ 

But why in heaven's name did you pass the night here !” 
Why not rouse us from our beds ? How happy we would* 
have been to receive you !’’ 

You have then slept the wh\)le night soundly ?” 

But too soundly. Could I but have guessed that you slept 
here in the Garden house — there should have been no question of 
sleep. Do you knojv that it was dhe Walpurgis-night, when the 
witches and the goblins celebrate their annual grand feast?” 

1 knOw it but too well ?"’ said I, rubbing my and smiling 



THE WALPURGIS-NKIHT. 


333 


# 

joyfully to perceive that all my crimes \vere a dream, thatneillier 
the town had burned nor that Iliad hiul a visit, from the red-coated 
fiend, nor from Eliza. ^ » 

I (finbraced my amiable Fanny more heartily, more happily, and 
with my cliildrcn on my lap: 1 felt tlio happiness of a pine 
conscienc^). It was a new^ world, a paradise to me, I doubted it 
like a new dream. iFrequently 1 looked at^e roofs of my dear 
nj|tive town to convince uiyself'that 1 did not throw fire in llio 
barn. 

Never in my life did I dream so connected, so clear, and so 
dreadful a dream. At the find of it only, wlien it was blended 
with the awaking hour it became more dream-like 

After our return to the dwelling bouso having changed iny dress, 

I went into tlic break fast-room loaded with all sorts of toys for my 
boys; bow they were exulting in their joy ! every sight of them 
sent ecstasy through all my v«ins. “ Do you remember dear 
Fanny that this is your birth day.?” 

Never did I celebrate it with more joy ; for I have you again. 
But now be seated, relate to me all that has happened to you, 
during your long absence.’’ * 

But iny dreadl’ul dl’eam pressed too strong on my memory. I 
tliouglii 1 could not better disburden my memory of it. I related. 
Fanny listened and becailie very gloomy. Indeed^ said she, it 
makes one almost believe all the gambols and Irolics of the hob- 
gobjiiis, you have dreamt a whole long sermon. Write down 
your dry am. Such a dream is more remarkable than many oc- 
currences in our life,” * • 

» 

THE TEMPTER WITH THE TEMPTATION. 

A rather remarkable circumstance heightened the interest of 
my Walpurgis-niglit dream. • • * 

My wife had invited a party of friends to celebrate this day as a 
family feast, we were joyfully seated at dinner in the Garden- 
house, when a servant came to announce a striinger, Baron Bitzin- 
skfr. Fanny saw that I turned pale. Surely you will trciinble 
at the siglit of the tempter, ifhe d<fes not bring along with him 
the temptation, and eveuliot at the temptation at the side of your 
* Fanny ? 

I went down stairs. There on the couch on which I had passed 
the night sat the red-coated fiend of Prague. He got up, accost- 
ed me like an old acquaintance and said : ‘‘ You see I keep my word 
I must now biftjome ‘personally acquainted with your amiable 
Fanny, whom I know from her familiar letters to you. Only don’t 
get jealous. And continued he pointing towards the garden, I 
have brought with me two guests, my brother and his wife. My 
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sister-in-law knows you .already. We met unexpectedly in Re- 
gensburg ami now we travej home together/' 

I assured liim that 1 should be very glad to be introduced to 
them. In mg so a big gentleman entered with a lady iii 
a travelling dress. Think n\y astonishment ! It was Eliza 
witli her husband, the Starost. 

Eliza was less endbarrassed than I; ^lmugb she changed colour 
at the (irst glance oime. Afte^ t^)e usual interchange of polit^e- 
ness. I conducted them upstairs* and introduced Fanny to them. 
The Baron said to Iicr tlie most flattering things : “ I adored you 
already at Prague where without the* knowledge of your husband 
I became acquainted with all the little secrets which you entrusted 
to him/' 

I know all that and this too, that you are a very wicked man 
since you gave so disturbed anight to my husband.” 

“ That is not all interrupted he, for here I present to you the 
beautiful temptation, Eliza the wife of tlie Starost here.” 

Fanny looked surprised. Bat women seldom remain long cm- 
barrassed. She embraced Eliza like an old friend and placed the 
tempter at my side. * 

Fanny and Eliza though they saw each other for the first time 
became soon familiar, they appeared to have much to say to each 
other, and were happy in making me tlfe subject qf tbciK raillery. 
To me it was a feast of no common nature to beliold those two 
figures together, both amiable, but Eliza was only a handsome 
wife, Fanny an angel, ^ * 

Eliza as I afterwards heard was very happy, she loved the 
Starost with all her heart on account ofhis generous mind*; but of 
the red-coated hero her brother-in-law she spoke w ith enthusiasm, 
.and asserted that there was not his equal on earth in every manly 
virtue. So niucli for my judgment of his physiognomy. 

Alter 1 Ijad refated 'my dreabito the red-coated gentleman he 
called out : hail the Walpurgis-night ! This dream deserves a 
chapter in the philosophy of morals. If you do not write it down, 
1 will do so myself and send it to you in print. It contains many 
singular golden rules. Yet I am adad to hear that towards ^he 
end I have the honor to shine as an an^el of light, else J should 
not much care never to hear it repeated, for the part of Satan is 
not over pleasing."' 

‘‘ But why did you ask me at Prague the mysterious words, do' 
you know me now and what I want with you ? for those words made 
so strong an impression on ihe that they often under various cir- 
cumstances were repeated in my dreams." * 

Good God ! when I came to ^ou to hand you the lost pocket 
book, 1 wished that you should first tell me of your loss. My 
telling you that the letter you then received was ffom your Fanny 
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ms to bring it to your comprehension that I was tlie finder ot 
your pocket-book. You were very# reserved with me, as if I 
were the most suspicious man in the world. A»id yoA 1 could 
perceive by your uneasiness, that I had the right man before 

V. R. 


THE^IIEBRIDES. 

I. 


He western isles ! Ye western isles ! 

Where first 1 huile(lj.he li»‘ht; 

Oi’ deck'd in rosy summer smiles^ 

Or clodrd in wintry nigln. 

In niem’ry stili ye Jiold a place 
JVJoie glowing ciimes can we’er efface. 

IV 

Thou climip of the undying brave 
fiand of the mountain and tbe flood/’ 

'riiy breezes ne'er have lann’d a slave. 

Thy hcatlier crags were dyed in bloody 
Thy sons and daughters still are free 
Encircled by their guaidiaii sea. 

in. 

Tlio’ erst fair Scotia’s conquer’d plains 
Have owm’d a tyraiit’sVuJe • 

Thy free born sons ne’er brook’d his cliair^s^ 

Their ardour nought could cool. 

When Edward’s bioodiiounds were set loose 
These isles gave shelter to a Bruce. 

^ 9 

• rv. 

Tlio’ rude and nigged be my lay. 

My native hills enshrine 
Immortal and poetic clay 
That well hath woo’d the Nine. 

Tlfy claims to song let none refuse 

Fair birth-place of sm Ossian’s muse. 

^ • LORN. 


im Jan. 1830.* 
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TO THE CHANGED. 

• 1 . 

«» 

Wlien first tliine image met mV sight, 

I guessed not thou a^iould’st be so dear, 

Thou didst not shine in a borrowed light. 

Nor dazzle wi I hill thy narrow sphere ; 

Thou chdst not seem 4 
The brilliant dream* 

That could chain my soul to the dull earth here, 

11. i 

But thou didst win thy silent way 
Into the cavern ot* my heart ; 

Like the first (air smile of a .sunny day. 

That steals a captive’s cell athwart. 

And thy voice’s ton^ 

On my ear w'as thrown 
Till it formed of my life and being part 

III. 

Oh ! sweet were the k*isses of brief delight 
That hallowed our passion’s mystery !* 

And harmless they were as that viper’s bite 
Whose only food is the Balsam tiee 
But over our path 
Came a spirit of wrath, 

Like the storm-king over a summer sea I 

• IV. 

Thine image now is wrapt in a ckuid. 

And round it lurid lightnings glare ; 

I see the shape of a shadowy shroud, 

I hear >)[ild voices in the air. 

And a cdld, cold bVeath, 

• Like the whispers of death, 

Cindies my blood and bristles my hair ! 

V. 

And thou art changed tjiy Ihou^Iits are all 
But as the thoughts of other merj,; 

Thy laugh is loud, thy words now fall 
Flippant, and light, and false ; Oh, when 
Shall I cease to think 
Of that sweet, sweet link 
That bound us, but never shall bind iis again ? 

• • R. c. a 

^liaiuis avouclieyi that those vipers which breei! in the provinces of 
Arabia although they do bite, their biting is not venomous, because they do feed 
on the Baulme tree, and sleep under the shadow thereof.” ''treasury of AoQieat 
and Modern Time, vide Southey’s Thsdaba, Tol, 11 • p« 
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A TALK OP THE LAST^, CENTURY. 

BY MISS EMMA ROBERTS. 


t » 

Contrary to all established rule the mansion of which I am 
about to write was not situated in a remote and wild solitude 
almost inaccessible to huinaji tread ; nor was it surrounded by 
lonely forests, impassable moors, blighted heaths, and all the dis- 
mal scenery usually considered so necessary to heighten the ef* 
feet of a ghost story, and prepare the mind for the horrors to ensue. 

In fact file prejudice was so strongly in favour of desolation 
and decay, as the adjuncts of a haunted edifice, that I should des- 
pair of exciting a proper degree of terror in the hearts of my 
readers, did not the interior of the house in question, abounding 
in all appliances and means to boot for the creation of dismal 
fancies, make amends for the cheerfulness of its scite. 

So lately as the year eigliteen lijindredand twenty-three, there 
stood nearly in the centre of Great Russel Street, Bloomsibury, 
a large mansion, which in antiquity was nearly coeval with its 
gigantic Iteighbdur, Montague House, now the British Museum. 
In former times it formed the suburban residence of a family of 
some* distinction, and a few elderly persons at the period of 
which I speak, still remembered, or recollected to have heard it 
described by others as a country edifice, surrounded by woods 
and fields abounding in gamS and affording excellent amusement 
to the London sportsman. 

On the outside, its appearance, with the exception of its supe- 
rior size, dili'ered little from the long line of.hous^ss stretching on 
cither side and intersecting this populous thoroughfare ; but 
the interior, as I have before mentioned, offered a strong contrast 
to the snug, compact and somewhat scanty accommodation of the 
metropolitan mansions of modern date, intended for the occupa- 
tion* of the middling classes- A large hall led to a wide stair- 
case, and on either side lo«g suites of apartments stretched into 

spacious but neglected garden. The mansion, had been en- 
arged by one of its former inhabitants, a surgeon of great emi- 
nence in his time, and the purposes to which the additional build- 
ings had been dedicated, being ofl’ensive to vulgar prejudice 
tales of dark deads pei^'ormed in the secrecy and silence ol the 
night in these ghostly chambers gained ground ; the house ob- 
tained the reputation of being haunted, and it soon becoming diffi- 
cult to find a tenant, it was suflered to rcuiain uiimodernized, and 
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gradually fell out of repair. Most assuredly strange sights and 
still stranger sounds were of frequent occurrence, the extraordinary 
noises and appearences, heard and witnessed by persons of un- 
doubted veracity -could only be rationally accounted for .by the 
supposition that they were the effects of a secret combination of i 
individuals interested in the alienation or sale of the property, and 
who were anxious do diminish its value. I^was not possible how- 
ever for casual a vimor to penetrate th*e mysteries of this dwelling, 
or to investigate the motives anil detect the contrivances which pro- 
duced the apparently supernatural events continually spreading 
consternation throughout the* household, — wherefore, though my 
curiosity was strongly excited, I was obliged to content myself 
with listening to the marvels that were related concerning the 
hobgoblins reported to hold their nightly revels within the edi- 
fice, and to hazard a conjecture only respecting their probable 
origin. 

The house was rented by a person reduced in circumstances, 
whose mind and manners were above her condition in life, she 
was a woman of a lofty and masculine intellect, perfectly inac- 
cessible to fear or superstition of any kind, accordingly she lived 
quite at ease amid the surrounding horrors, content it should 
seem with the bad name which the house had acquired, in con- 
sideration of the low terms for which she had engaged it ; and 
indeed the total indifference manifested by tliis unprotected 
female to occurrences which filled the whole establishment with 
alarm, might have suggested a suspicion of her co-opera tiorl with 
the conspirq,tors whoever they might be, were it not that the 
phantasmagoria exhibited with suqh distinguished su(!cess, had 
the effect of driving away her lodgers, upon whose support her 
subsistence, and that of her children mainly depended. A house 
so spacious, so happily situated, mid-way between the east and 
west ends of the town, in the close vicinity of all the places of 
public amusement, and moreover kept by a well educated, well 
connected female of an obliging disposition, was particularly 
adapted for the residence of persons averse to the troubles or 
expenses of an establishment of their own, or who sought a /em- 
porary abode in London ; Coiise^ently it was generally full, tho 
apartments being let out in suites, aifd tenanted by people of tho 
highest respectability — of course there was a considerable fluoi- 
tuation in the inhabitants of a London Lodging House, but they 
were usually composed of therdescription of persons who occu- 
pied the mansion when it was my chance to meet an acquain- 
tance amid its inmates. The landlady 'at the time of which I 
speak, reserved the right hand ^uite on the ground floor for her 
ipwn accommodatibn, that on the left was tenanted by a gen^ 
tiieiuan in the India Company’s service on leave ol absence^ 
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Two drawing rooms, two bed chambers, and a dressing room 
on the first floor, were rented by a • widow lady, the chaperon 
of a younger female who had obtained 4ier father's permission 
to visit London for the ostensible purpose^of procuring the 
► best masters, but in reality to vary the monotony of a provin- 
cial residence. The corre^sponding suite had for its occupant 
an elderly single gentlema/i addicted to science, and engaged in 
professioned pursuits which frecjYi^ntly took mm into the country, 
there was also a lady sojourning in London for the benefit of 
medical advice, and awaiting the proper period to undergo the 
operation of couching, this'finvalid obtained accommodation in 
the apartments stretching out into the garden, and there were 
two or three other persons in the second floor equally respect- 
able, though perhaps not equally wealthy. Such were the inha- 
bitants, and it was from the female residents in one of the drawing 
room suites already described, that 1 obtained recitals which 
beguiled many subsequent winter evenings, and which were 
particularly interesting both from my acquaintance with the 
theatre of action, and the bias of a vivid imagination towards! 
tales connected with the dim mysterious intercourse between 
the world of spirits send mortal Ifesh, which has obtained belief 
in all ages and all countries, and can scarcely even in this philo- 
sophic be s|iid to be tlitally confined to vulgar and ignorant 
minds. A legion of commingled ghosts and demons seemed to 
have taken possession of these devoted premises, performing 
their* unhallowed cantrips in a most terrifying and astounding 
manner, and by their urfaccountable proceedings •shaking the 
conviction of the least supei^stitious member of the community, 
doors flew open and shut of their own accord with deafening 
violence, hollow groans, shrieks and shouts rang through the 
vast edifice, servants repairing to bed at a late, or rising at an 
unusually early hour, were alarmefl by the*soun(l of heavy foot- 
steps rfegularly ascending or descending a few paces in front of 
them. The furniture rattled without a visible cause, ponderous 
trunks appeared to be dragged over the floors of the upper apart- 
meruts, although upon inspection and enquiry it was found that ^ 
they had remained motionless— nois8s resembling the crackling ' 
of large billets of wood wffen burning, followed by a supernatu- 
/al rustling which could only be compared to that produced by 
the turning over the pages of five hundred music books at once, 
thrilled through the hearts of the hearers, while low indistinct 
indefinable flutteriiigs, similar to those concussions of the air 
which are the pfecursors of earthquakes, suddenly fell upon the 
startled ear, and impeded respiration for a moment, when all 
eabsided into quietude again — nor was one sSnse alone assailed, 
flames glimmered tkougU dim unillusiioated apartmenU; and 
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Wue lights gleaitied in tJie distance. A native servant belonging 
to the Indian gentleman rushed out into the street one cold and 
atormy night, unable to*endure the horrible spectacles exhibited 
ih his chamber, iSnd too seriously alarmed to enter into a des-^ 
criptive detail of the appearances he had witnessed. The nurses 
who sate up with the invalid lady gave warning, Ipdgers not 
bound by particuk^ contracts retreated precipitately, and there 
was a constant change of dom^^ics. 

The statements made by the other inhabitants, both gentle 
and simple, masters and ser^rants, joined to the extraordinary 
and terrifying noises which with feW exceptions highly disturbed 
the mansion in the dread and dreary hours of darkness, so wrought 
upon the timid temperament of my female friends, that they were 
kept in a state of continual excitement deeply impressed with a 
conviction that these horrors were not, and could not be produ- 
ced by human agency, the mind of the younger dwelled continu- 
ally upon one peculiarly melancholy story, which in her idea fully 
accounted for the frightful apparitions haunting the scene of past 
but unforgotten crime : her veracity therefore may remain unim- 
peached, though we must doubt the actual reality of the visita- 
tion which she believed to have been made. While lying as she 
supposed perfectly awake in her bed, one of those fearful warn- 
ings^ which had so often arrested tin?' current iu her veins by its 
Supernatural sound, thrilled through the air, she looked up in- 
stinctively ; the curtain.s of her bed were drawn aside, and she 
beheld the pale attenuated form of a young man, whose attire 
though perfectly plain, being of the fashion of the last century, 
proclaimed him not to belong to ^he present generation. The 
countenance of the phantom, emaciated and livid, yet shewing 
the wreck of noble features, expressed deep and almost indes- 
cribable anguiijh. Casting a look of prolbund melancholy upon 
the human habitant* of the apartment, it melted gradually into 
air. All those persons acquainted with the extraordinary elfects 
produced by niglit-niare, will be at no loss to attribute the ap- 
pearance of this spectre to its natural cause, the dreams in which 
the unconscious sleeper embodie|^liis diurnal fancies in slumbers 
too evanescent and fitful lo be accounted for as created in an 
oblivious suspension from the laws alid functions of waking life. 
Convinced of the reality of the vision, all attempt to persuadl^ 
iny friend that she had been deceived by the illusions of a fever- 
ish imagination would have been vain, I therefore contented ray- 
self with enquiring into the cause and motive of this fearful visi- 
tation, and was rewarded by the following narrative. 

' |n the year seventeen hundre<]ka<nd^ — -two young men, relatives 
cume to London together, for the purpose of completing their 
inedieid education by walking the hospiiab^^ • 
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^ (rodfrey Harl anile the elder, was the son of a distinguished 
and wealthy practitioner in the country, Francis Gray, his 
cousin, and a year or two his junioi;, was the orphan of a 
subaltern officer, whose deatlHeft him in his Voyhood totally de- 
pendent upon the bounty of his mother’s family. Francis how- 
ever had not been permitted to feel the extent of the loss he had 
sustained,* the elder flarlatide performed a Cither’s part by his 
young kinsman, and though unwilling to^ndulge him in his 
choice of a military profession Ife educated him with his own 
son, intending to take both into partnership after they had 
undergone the usual routine of*a medical noviciate, with the 
hope of seeing them happily established in life before the natural 
course of events should conduct him to the grave. Frank not- 
withstanding that an ardent lively temper and a disinclination 
to study rendered him rather unwilling to embrace a learned 
profession, yet bore his disappointment unrepiningly being con- 
vinced by his uncle’s representations of the reasonableness of 
combating a youthful passion for glory, which could only be 
indulged at the expense of a relative who had a right to com- 
mand his services in return for thff liberah manner in which 
he had provided for all his wants. In the society of his grave 
cousin who was indefatigable in the pursuit of science he in- 
sensiblyjacquir^d an interest in their mutual avocations jand if 
not entering so deeply into the more abstruse studies of his com- 
panion, he was equally versed in the lighter species of literature, 
and*perhaps excelled him in those intellectual accomplishments 
wliicii Inid a greater degree of favour in general society ; but as 
Godfrey Harlande was loojced upon as a vsort of prodigy in his 
native town, and his cousin had only gained the reputation of a 
wild haruin scarum youth, whom people would more readily 
trust with the management of some scheme of pleasure than the 
care of their constitutions, neithei* himself iiior ffis friends, antici- 
pated "any brilliant results from his professional career, and poor 
Francis seemed by public consent to be condemned to com- 
pound medicines under the inspection of the second Esculapius 
descending upon earth in the guise of his kinsman. Although 
both the cousins had been BfredirPthe seclusion of country re^ 
tirement, neither betrayecfany rusticity or awkwardness of inan- 
•ner, Frank inherited from his father an easy deportment in 
which the timidity of youth was happily blended with the modest 
conlideuce produced by gentle »birth and breeding. Godfrey 
though deficient in the air which distinguished his cousin, yet 
from the conscibusne^s of attainments of a nature iiuperior to 
those usually acquired in the oj^dinary routine of education, was 
gifted with a degree of self possession, which, while removed 
iFom any thin^ akin ta conceit and effrontery by the dignity 
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andelevatioti of mind, it occasioned, impressed his auditors with 
a favourable opinion of his talents. To both a little collision, with 
the world seemed all thig was necessary to give the polish only 
to be acquired hf, an introduction' into the higher classes of so- 
ciety. Nothing hitherto had occurred to disturb the harmony 
subsisting between the cousins ; Frank was content to look up 
to his more studious kinsman with feeKngs approaching to vene- 
ration, while Godfrejt', if he secretly despised such aimless follies, 
pitied and pardoned the juvenile errors and trifling pursuits of a 
young unsteady person, who perchance had not been gifted with 
the power of rising above th£ mediocre attainments which his 
loftier mind disdained. 

On the arrival of these young men in London the dissimilarity 
in their tempers and dispositions became more apparent, and 
Frank giving loose to the love of novelty and pleasure natural 
to the gay thoughtlessness of gin unpractised heart, became an 
object of contempt to his more serious cousin, who thought every 
moment lost and misspent which was not dedicated to improve- 
ment, and eveiy deviation from the strict path of rectitude an 
inexcusable olfence. Youag Gray was surrounded by danger, 
dissipation in its most tempting shape offered itself at his first 
entrance into life ; he encountered in the metropolis several of his 
fathers gay connexions, who led him anto society at the court 
end of the town — he was flattered and caresjsed \)y persons of a 
condition far above his own, he became involved in expenses 
certainly beyond his means, and which in all probability must 
lead to the most ruinous consequences.- Godfrey remo*iistrated 
possibly in too high a tone, and elicited a reply which Uffeuded 
his proud spirit accustomed to deferential attention, he also un- 
happily felt very little toleration for folly, and was apt to express 
his opinions in a manner too dictatorial to be suited to his years; 
while lavishing pecuniary beaefits with unsparing generosity, 
he entertained a stronger sense than the occasion warranted of 
the obligations conferred upon an unportioned youth, and beheld 
with astonishment the indifference with which favours of so ex- 
traordinary a nature were received — ^lie was surprized at the 
independant spirit displayed by l^ank on more than one occa- 
sion, a spirit which he thought not consistent with his situation 
in life, or with abilities of a moderate grade, his strictures there- * 
fore were neither very measured nor very gentle, and Frank in- 
dignant at reprehension so far j>eyond his demerits, betrayed a 
natural degree of resentment, and the first blow thus unfortunately 
given to the friendship of these young men*was deep and deadly. 
Godfrey with a stern kind of sorrow beheld his infatuated cousin 
involve himself in coimexion whibh be believed could only lead 
id degtniotion, hegrievedoverhis delinquency but anger mingled 
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bis grief while Francis deeming that a trivial offence had 
been too heavily visited, threw offayokewhich he found extreme- 
ly irksome, and withdrawing himself ^from society so uncon- 
genial to his disposition, the kinsman were soojT totally estranged. 
Godfrey though irritated and inceased at such contumacious 
conduct, could not resolve to abandon the offender to his fate, 
yet desirdus that he should receive a severe and salutary lesson, 
allowed him lor the preseftt to fallow his eviJ inclinations, deter- 
mined to witlihold all means of *extrication until he should sink 
almost irrecoverably into the abyss which yawned around him. 

In the interim the elder studenfpursued a steady course, par- 
taking soberly in the amusements of the metropolis, and cultiva- 
ting sedulously the acquaintance of a physician who resided in 
Bloomsbury Square, an old friend of his father whose house was 
the resort of what at that period was considered the best, though 
not the gayest society in London. ,A young, amiable, accomplished 
and lovely daughter, presided* at Dr. Winstanley’s hospitable 
board, graceful and gay, she performed the honours so bewitch- 
ingly and offered in the eyes of the stranger, so striking a con- ' 
trast to the hoydenish boldness or stiff formality of the provincial 
belles of his acquaintance, that hjs heart soon surrendered to her 
fascinations. He flattered himself that in an unobtrusive manner 
he was winning his quiet way to the favor of a lady who seemed to 
be capaffie of discovering and appreciating the valuable qualities 
which often lie beneath the surface. Berinthia Winstanley ac- 
cusCOmed to admiration was not vain enough to attribute the at— 
tentionsi'of her father’s guests to the force of her own personal 
attractions. Continually in the society of young men who were 
distinguished in their devotfoii to her slightest wishes, and assail- 
ed by this florid species of gallantry which was the fashion of the 
day, she received the complimentary homage of the circle around 
her as mere matters of course, sometimes^ amifSed by the wild 
flio-hts-of her adorers, but untouched and uninterested in what 
appeared to her to be nothing more than the commonplaces of 
fiociety. 

(iodirey pleased with the indiiference which his fair en- 
slaver di.splayed to the crowd? construed it in his own favour ; htf 
flattered himself that she oould distinguish between the warm de- 
• votion of an unsophisticated heart and the frothy compliments of 
fools and coxcombs, and that although he might to common eyes 
appear the least forward of the gfoup, she could not fail to per- 
ceive the strength and depth and fervour of the aflection she had 
inspired in the breast i»f one, who, the good sense she •possessed, 
must point out as more worthy to be beloved by a virtuous 
woman, than the wild gallants and unblushing rakes who scru- 
pled not to avow sentiments which filled him with horror. White 
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indulging these pleasing anticipations of the future, Crodfrey wag 
somewhat surprized at a sudden reformation which took place in 
his cousin’s conduct, forsaking all his new an^gay acquaintance 
he applied himsel^diligrfntly to study, relinquished every expen- 
sive habit, and of his owq accord returned to the mode of life 
best suited to his situation and prospects. Godfrey though ex- 
pressing and ever experiencing great pleasure at this unexpected 
change, involuntarily felt a seoji^^t vexatiod that it had been ef- 
fected without hjs agency, hewhad not given Francis credit for 
the strength of mind necessary for the abandonment of a load of 
folly, and though unwilling to oonfegs the truth even to himself, 
he was disappointed at the non-fulfiltnent of his prognostics, and 
annoyed at the discovery of their fallibility. 

Though the volatility of youth had precipitated a lively dispo- 
sition into error, Frank’s principles were of the highest order ; led 
by a set of profligate companions to the very borders of vice he 
paused in time to avoid a fatal step. Having been induced to 
incur expenses which he had not the means to defray, he had 
firmly withstood all solicitations to try the chances of the repara- 
tion of his shattered finances at the gaming table : in a moment 
of intoxication however, he was led unconsciously to a faro bank, 
played unwittingly high stakes, and when he recovered the full 
use of his faculties, found himself ma^er of a sura which to him 
appeared to be of enormous magnitude ; but he tbit no exultation 
at this stroke of prosperous fortune, he thought only of the hazard 
he had risqued of being a loser to an equal amount, and of’-the 
horrors he had so miraculously escaped, he paid all Ifis debts, 
quitted the dangerous society which had brought him to the 
brink of ruin, and resolved henceforth to make the best use of 
the experience which he never could hope to purchase at so 
cheap a rate again. It was with feelings of severe mortification 
that Godfrey saw thejepentaet prodigal almost instantaneously 
established in Dr. Winstanley’s’favour, and the disagreeable sen- 
sation was heightened to. an jflmost unbearable point, by the 
undisguised satisfaction Berinthia took in the society and con- 
versation of a young man in every respect — both as regarding 
.solid attainments and enabling vqualities — so unmeasurably 
inferior to himself. He expected thab the whole world should 
judge correctly between them, and felt aggrieved at the unjust* 
decision in favour of mere animal spirits unsupported by the 
steady integrity which ought alone to obtain the goo^ will of 
mankind. The gravity of Godfrey’s manners, always unnatural 
in so young a person, increased to severity ; efiering a strong 
icpntrust to his cousin’s liveliness. He became gloomy and unsocial, 
luuli; loist ground inihe estimatidh of his friends at the very mo*- 
iA^.]!ybich he was most anxious to secure tbqir goodvopioioiv 
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At length driven to desperation by the fear of being entirely dis- 
tanced by Frank, and feverishly anxious to secure the right of 
removing him froinf the side of his mfslress, he made an offer to 
Miss JVinstauley and was rejected; accdsing kinsman as the 
^ cause of a disappointment, whose extent no one from the guarded- 
ness of his outward manner could have suspected, Frank un- 
thinkingly*congratulated him on the stoicisms which interposed 
a sevenibld shield befween*tlic pj^sion of lo'^, and an invulne- 
rable heart tlius rendered unsusceptible of the weaknesses which 
beset frailer men. 

However uiijiympathizing individuals may ho in the anxieties 
and sorrows of others, nothing is so offensive as the supposition 
of the absence of feeling in themselves ; they expect that notwith- 
standing their eyes present coldness and indifference, they are 
still to obtain credit for the possession of the most refined tender- 
ness, without the expense of its display where their friends are 
concerned. Too proud to betra^ his agonies, Godfrey expected 
that his cousin would understand and respect them, and that 
through his calm and imruHled exterior he would not fail to per- 
ceive the convulsive struggles of a wounded heart, but Frank did 
not see or imagine foi; a moment the existence of this internal 
anguish, he had never ventured to make a confidante of his 
cousin, never ciared to repose his youthful griefs, his fears, or his 
anxieties*on a bosomimpatient of all such puerile communications 
and he now could not dream even that this grave philosopher 
wlioliad been so deaf and insensible to the breathings of a trou- 
bled heaft could be labouring under the severest distress of mind, 
suffering* all the torments of jealousy and enduriii^ the' misery 
inflicted by a deep sense of ’ingratitude and unkindness on the 
part of a person bound to him both by the ties of kindred and by 
numberless and heavy obligations. Emboldened by the undis- 
guised partiality of her father, andithe modest erxouragement ac- 
corded* by Berinthia, Frank, who soon became a lover, declared 
his attachm^it, and to the astonishment of all the Worldly wise, 
his suit was successful. As he had always felt a distaste to the 
surgical branch of the prolession, it was determined that he 
should now study for a degreo? and 4hus qualify himself to suc-k 
ceed his father-in-law in his practice as a physician. 

* These arrangements were gall and wormwood to Godfrey, he 
withdrew entirely from the society of persons who had evinced so 
little regiird for his happiness, ^iid resolving henceforward to 
think of nothing save the studies which had been in soipe measure 
relaxed during hts intiftiacy with the Wiustanley’s, het^k up his 
abode with an eminent surgeon^in Great Russel Street, where in 
a school of anatomy very celebrated at the rime, he tried to for- 
get all that had^ccurred during his brief intercourse with a de- 
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ceitM world. The neighbourhood was however too close and 
his connexion with medica] men too intimate , to allow him to re- 
main iii ignorance of tl^p state of affairs ittilloomsbury square, 
every day he he^fcird some report '^hich entered like iron into 
his soul, the passion he vainly attempted to smother burned i 
with uiidiminished fury, he brooded in silence over his sorrows 
and his wrongs until tearfully inbreased by the ^exaggera- 
tions of a wounderf^spirit, they •became a* burthen too heavy to 
bear. The wedding day of Frdnk with Berinthia was fixed, find 
Godfrey awaited it with a dreary conviction that it would be 
the last of his existence — it ^as however postponed on account 
of the illness of the intended bridegroom, and the unhappy rivai 
though he had long wished for tlie only termination of his earthly 
sufferings he could hope to gain felt it as a reprieve from the 
grave. Despite of all his endeavours to repress the unwonted 
sensation, a ray of joy re-entefed his heart ; amid other moody 
fancies he believed that he had been misrepresented and maligned 
to the object of his fondest idolatry, and that she would discover, 
though perchance too late, that he alone had entertained a true 
affection for her, and was &1 one calculated to ensure the happiness 
of a creature wlio would pine beneath the neglect of a fickle 
husband, or the anxiety occasioned by her doubts of his steadi- 
ness. • ^ ^ 

Every day brought intelligence of Frank's increasing danger, 
there were moments in which Godfrey’s heart was touched, and 
he felt a wish to attend upon his cousin, and to strive by the‘exer- 
tion of* all hy skill and his intimate knowledge of the patients 
constitution to save the life of a rivj|l, who could his maVriage be 
delayed for even an iudifmite period, would in all probability, 
in consequence of the capricious volatility of a disposition to one 
thing constant never, hot take place at all — but no message carnet 
no hint was given that his SerMces would be acceptable; ancU 
offended at. a silence which he ought to have been the first to 
break, he remained gloomily inactive, A short period of sus- 
pence was ended by the appalling information that Frank Gray 
was (lead,— who shall attempt to describe the tumultuous feetngs 
“ which filled the lover’s brtfast at this intelligence, the natural 
grief which despite of long and bittef enmity would spring up at 
the untimely fate of one so young, so prosperous, whose paradis6 
of felicity was just opening before him, was overwhelmed by 
the terrible and fierce deliglit bursting upon a Tivargr Outraged 
heart at the unexpected and dazzling prospect thus suddenly 
revealed; Finding it impossible to attend to thb usual routine of 
or to conceal the agitatian of a mind torn by ten thousand 
emotion^ Godfrey rushed out of the house, and spend- 
ing days in wandering over the adjacent^ountry returned 
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Icste on the second •evening to his own home. The domestic by 
whom he was admitted, aware of the young surgeon^s excessive 
zeal in the pursuit ff his profession, fooked very significantly as 
he led, the way across the hall to a door*open^g into a passage 
^ whence a back stair case conducted tlie students to the dessecting 
room. Godfrey paused at the threshold, his mind was not attuned 
to his usutfl occupations, and he turned towards his own apart- 
ment; but the servant* anxious tq secure the wtstomary reward of 
hisidiligence, informed him that be had procured a fresh subject 
which he had laid out upon the table and prepared for the knife. 
Godfrey paused again, he hqd never permitted private and per- 
sonal feeling to interfere with his duties, and unwilling to forfeit the 
pretension to that Spartan sort of heroism which formed the dark- 
est shade in his character, he put the usual fee into the domestic’s 
hand and entered the apartment. Though accustomed to the ghostly 
horrors of this dreary chamber, its sickening relics of mortality, its 
blood stained boards, masses of putrefying flesh, heaped up bones, 
and grinning skeletons, a strange sensation of disgust crept over 
his frame, and he shuddered. The necessity of conquering such 
womanish nervousness impelled him forward, the body stretched 
out upon a table in tlnj centre of tjjie apartment was covered with 
a cloth, advancing towards it he raised the veil and beheld the 
pale countenance and Ufejess form of Frank Gray ! Rooted 
to the spot in speechless astonishment he gazed for some time 
silent and motionless upon the corpse ; wave after wave of tem- 
pesttsous thought swept across his perturbed spirit, his happy 
state of i^oyhood, the sweet and tender hopes he had cherished 
with the orifliari whom his father protected, arose t(f his recollec- 
tion, succeeded by that briePyet stormy career which had blight- 
ed all those gentle hopes, planted enmity between once loving 
friends, and raised the grateful dependent into a proud aspiring 
rival, a rock, for ever threatemng^he wregk of ^11 his joys. 

The wounds which Godfrey had writhed under were however 
too deep, too deadly, and too severe for the suflerer to be much 
softened by the melancholy termination of his enemy’s existence. 
Thq egotism of self-love suggested the justice of the stroke, and 
the fierceness of newly awakejlBd haired enjoyed its triumph. If» 
more gentle thoughts presented themselves they were linked with 
those visions of promised happiness oflfered by Berinthia’s libera- 
tion from her engagement, and all tended to shew the advantage 
to be derived from Frank Gray’q early death. While lost in a 
flood of vmd emotions his practised hand, had instinctively grasp- 
ed the knife which lay* in readiness beside the body, agid as the 
terrible sensations of a heart wrought to high excitement by the 
incessant contemplation of its injuries, folloMved by that hurricane 
of feeling, whicl^ad driven its restless possessor to wander forth 
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without aim or object, rose and subsided in 6tful starts ; ha saiT;^ 
or thought he saw, a movement about the l;ps, a slight heaving 
in the breast of the seemipg corpse — looked Sgain — the eyes half 
opened, and in the'^next moment the knifehe held was buried with 
fatal speed and precision into a vital part — a pause of unutterable 
agony ensued, the enormity of the crime stared him like a spectre 
in the face — a deluge of blood seemed to fall with insUpportable 
Weight upon his souK-the whole apartment swam around his dim,, 
and dazzled eyes, and the servant repairing at early dawn to the 
dissecting room^, found him stilllifeless on the floor. Returning 
consciousness brought with it tne extreme of torture, the murderer 
looked back upon that long and frightful vista wherein tlie evil 
passions unconsciously cherished had been fostered into hideous 
magnitude, each fondly and proudly esteemed as its opposite 
virtue, until their fierce collision had produced a deed from which 
shudderingj^humanity recoiled. 

The young, the promising, the generous minded Francis Gray, 
stood before him in all his modest worth and kindly hearteduess, 
what had he done to merit this cruel fate ? Wlial had been his 
faults, what his aggressions! alas, how few, how trivial, and yet 
they had armed the assassin’s hand, and precipitated him in the 
spring time of his youth to a blood stained grave. There were 
periods in which the unhappy man strove to believe, that the 
signs of returning life which he had witnessed were merely the 
illusions of fancy, but the impression was too strong to be eff aced, 
he had distinctly seen the lips, the chest, and the eyes moVe, be 
could not dovibt the truth of the spectacle, or cherish tfte flatter- 
ing hope that he had not deprived ^his cousin of existence, at 
a crisis in which a little care and attention were alone neces- 
sary to restore the vital powers. Remorse of the darkest, and 
sternest niture took possession of Godfrey’s soul; he neither 
ate, nor drank, nor slept, wasttng lAway like a shadow beneath the 
fearful inflictions of his penance ; yet life sustained by desperate 
internal strength, still tenaciously upheld its empire, he fancied 
that he was under a curse, doomed to suffer the load of existence 
in circumstances wherein aught approaching to humanity must 
Invitably perish — the scorphm stihgs of conscience, the yellings 
of those demons for ever proclaiming Ifts crime, and its punishment 
became too great a burthen for his lacerated heart, — ^in amomenfr 
of delirious frenzy he fell by his own act. 

No trace of the haunted house now remains in Great Russel 
street; it has been pulled do wn,'and three spruce tenements erect- 
ed on its' scite, too much in the modern style to plbrmit the cranny 
bf a cupboard for the accbmmo^tion of those shadowy visitants 
' delight in amphlude of space, and are only known to congre- 
gate a^adim galleries, tapestried chambers, and^^aolted halls. 
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A VISIT FROM 'MY MlTSE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF THE NU^ 

As Lsliimbered last nigjit, after cursing tlie Muses, 

Who lately hajl iisecl^ me with singular suite, 

Methought 1 beheld the niue«sjfster recliise.'f 
lutertwiniiig their iestoons of wit-kindled light. 

The moon slowly rose o’er the Helicon Mountain 
And bright Hippocrciie was tinged by a ray, 

That glowed on the warm rosy cheeks of the fountain 
And danced into ripples that bubbled away. 

As for Clio, Euterpe, Thalia, I prayed. 

They would not be offended, but they would not do ; 

And 1 bowed-out, although Doctor^ Flac would persuade 
You, shed make a fish speak, grave Melpomene too. 

» 

Terpsichore turned the divine pirouette, 

Nor had I the j^rudeiice to IJid her begone, 

But, wdien my poor wisdom was almost upset, 

.Brato caught my sight, and 1 thought of my song. 

^ * Come tell me, my own little Muse, in a minute 
“See here! iVe an Album, — and can’t write a line 

“ Come tell me you ro*gue what I ought to put in it^ 

Oh, if you ever were^ now be divine. 

“ Hush, whispered she smiling, before I begin 

“ We must” (and she beckoned her sisters to go) ' 

We must be alone, for tlie exiquisite stiiug, • 

» That I touch, tells what none but my poet must know.’* 

Then coming quite close, while her eloquent eyes 
j Were laughing at thoughts she was longing to tell us. 

She snatched up the book— #und 1 parked with surprise ^ 

I'hat she turned, as mildest can turn, when they’re jealous 

* * For the benefitof Gentlemen who hare lost their latin in this jostling world of 

ours, as well of others, who might not be able to discern in Dr. Flac, Quintus Hora- 
tius Flacous, k is as well to mention tb%t in the Sd Ode of the 4th iiook of that 
worthy we find. 

O ifutis quyque piscibus 
Donatura cycni, si libeat, sonum ! 

Oh thou that canst unlqpse the tongua 
Of the dumb fish, and give its song • 

(1^0 thou wilt) sweet as the one, 

"Vwhled by the expiring swan. 
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A VISIT FROfIfE MY MUStT. 


She had cause — it was time ; for when womaiS invades 
The mind there is naught for the muses to do 
And I 01V14 there is that in terrestrial maids. 

Which incites me to love tlieiu the best of the two. 

Well: my muse then exclaimed “ from tiiesc elegant traps 
“ And writing, which I, though aiGoddess, can't reaii, 

^ Where poor 'Fcmmy Moor^ is cut* up into scraps, 

I perceive^ 'tis for beauty,tyou wretch, that you plead. 

But vain is your Impe, yoi^Ve a fool for your pains. 

( And she tore in a rage every clford of my lyre ) 

** The wit, if I gave it, wouhl addle your brains 

Tliat is equal to yield what the Ladies require.” 

The clearness of Swift, and \he wisdom of Bacon 
T% love-song of Burns, npd the liction of Scott 
Should unite in oneself, for (oh, be not mistaken) 

A ngelic eyes look for a sun without spot 

A lay as refined as the blush of a cheek 

Whither love-governed tjyiles of the b9som are darting, 

** When the virgin would not for an empire speak 
The secret that from her fond ey^ is departing. 

Should tell of the maid all the singular things, 

" How her thoughts bent their course, what her heart is about 
V Where cupid has furled for a season ,his wings 
To rC’st till the cold weather fashions come out. 

f 

Yet do not suppose could I teach you all this 

To make your song (heaven knows how to begin it) 

As chaste as^a prayer, yet as warm as a kiss 

But this book bears far more than yoi^d ever write in it. 

r 

For Albums are present at each tete a tete. 

Which 1 will not describe, though you know that I’m able. 
Where blushes and stammerings darkly debate, 

While the feet speak explicitly^ under the table. 

They witness, moreover (but then th?y grow trite) 

Debates on the household affairs and Uieif cure. 

When Hymen has put little Cupid to flight. 

And the Loving Polemicks are never obscure. 

^'So adieu !” and maliciously smiling she cast ^ 

Bound my neck a torn chord of my impotent lyre. 

Adieu if you ^onld not be lalighed at, at last 

f^For a&ock-head~for heaven’s sake tighten the wire.”' 

® \ W. E. 
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TO THE EDITOR OF JBE MOJITHLY MAGAZINE. 

Sir, 

• ^ 

Goethe*g Tragedy of Faust is so well known hy Lord Gower's Translation, that 

•ome account of the materiftls from whence it is derived maybe acceptable to your 
readers. Wfth this view 1 send ybu a translation of the two first Chapters from 
a curious old book on this subject, an4 aliould you apiKove of it, will transmit an 
oc^bsional continuation. ** 

Absurd as we are accustomed to think the History of the Devil and Dr. Fausfus, 
it is yet certain that it is founded oil reality and most of his conjurations are noth* 
ing more than eiforts of science advanced beyond the comprehension of ignorant 
and jealous contemporaries. To a philosophical mind the separation of truth from 
falsehood is an interesting employment. Faust was one of those ill starred indivi- 
duals who outran the genius of his age, an^ his contemporaries incapable of appreci* 
ating his talents and his love of knowledge considered his studies as nothing better 
than an intercourse with Evil Spirits and the Black Art. Let us trust, that suc^ 
days may never return. 

1 am, Sir, 

Your very Ohdt. Servant, 

c. 


Hart tDe jrirKt. 


OF THE HISTORY 'oF THE FAR FAMED PRO- 
FESSOR OF THE BLACK ART, 

DR. JOHN FAUSTUS. * 


CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

flow John Faustus while stu^jlied at Ingolstadt, seduced 
by bad Company becani% conversant with unlawful Litera- 
, ture and Diabolical conjurations. 


John Faustus was born in the Earldom of Anhalt and lived 
with his parents in th^ village of Sondwedel. They were a poor 
and pious pair tff farmers. But he had a wealthy cousin at Wit- 
tenberg who being without hairs of his o^n body, brought up 
John Faustus (whom he had taken on account of his phrenolo- 
gical head aud>6uperior intellect) as his own son, and kept him 
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THE HISTORY OP THE BLACK ART. 


carefully at school. John gained so much rfpon the old man’s 
favour that he sent him frojn thence to the high school at Ingol- 
stadt. He tlierei made guch progress in his studies, that he was 
considered fit to >btain the place ^f master, the duties of jvhich 
he discharged with credit*, along with eleven colleagues. His 
cousin in Wittenberg was much gratified by such good begin- 
nings and promising behaviour, nor iS it to be supppsM that his 
parents were less s6, for they kad spared no expence in the hope 
at some future time of gainiifg both honor and satisfaction *by 
his entering into Holy orders, to which all these studies seemed 
to tend. " • 

But that period was antecedent to Luther^s blessed reforma- 
tion, the old Popedom was in universal authority and people every 
where practised enchantments, exorcisms and conjurations. All 
this pleased Faustus much, and laying aside his studies to asso- 
ciate with bad company, and ^Jich as were conversant with un- 
lawful characters and secret writing, he was soon led astray and 
seduced. In addition to this he frequented the company of the 
wandering Gipsies and learnt from them Chiromancy ami Phre- 
nology or the art of Telling Fortunes by looking at people’s hands 
and sculls, and he also used abliigh festiv;ils when the Sun rises 
veiy early in the morning to practice the incantation called the 
charm of the dawn and other unlawful things. 

When he was now completely engaged in tliese matters, and 
lending himself to the devil on very easy terms; he laid his form- 
er Theological studies entirely aside, applied liiinself diligently 
to the art of J'herapeutics and under this pretence busied himself 
in discovering the system of the world, learnt to cast Nativities 
and to prognosticate the good and evil that was to happen to in- 
dividuals, so by degrees he became a most skilful prognosticator 
and was even able to compile Almanacks. 

With qll this'he might stilh have kept in the right patli had he 
not misused his leaniing and carried it too far. He did not stop 
where he ought but proceeded to conjurations with spirits, which 
was what he chiefly aimed at, and succeeded therein so well that 
several of them became his dependants and followers. « 

* In the mean time he wa:s unAjr the necessity of exculpating 
himself to his parents and relations irfWitteiiberg, and of explain- 
ing to them why he had abandoned his Theological Studies and 
wandered into others. He therefore pretended that his genius 
was much better suited to medicine and astronomy than to theo- 
logy. He also brought from the University in Ingolstadt a 
good certificate of his studies, which mu3t have given him great 
oredit iii his cousin’s eyes, more^especially as after three years, he 
succeeded in obtaiifiug the degree of Doctor in medicine which 
iKiwever Mr. Freudens wfll neither believe nor^ow. 



•THE PAST AND THE FUTURE. 


^3 


CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

t * 

How Dr. Faustus was led aw»y to Jhe Devil by 

• Burra Khanas* and Musical Forties. 

• 

When Dr. Faustus by the abovementioued seductions was so 
devoted tb tiiis unlawful Aiode of life, he completely forgot the 
commandments of Heaverf. AjUthe same 4ime by the death of 
hh cousin in Wittenberg he carAe into possession of a consider- 
able inheritance which enabled him to get companions of his own 
kind, with wlmm he so behaved that from this time as a certain 
Theologian asserts who was with him, he was scarcely ever sober 
and became almost unfit for any thing, and although, when the 
inheritance of his cousin began to dwindle away by his daily 
feasting and carousing, he restrained himself a little, yet he by 
no means reformed so far, as tofeive over his inclination for ano- 
ther kind of company, namely that of the devils and evil spirits 
by whose help he hoped to enjoy his nil of sublunary pleasures. 
How he succeeded but too well in this project will appear in the 
sequel. • 

^[To be continued,'] 

Note, Extracted from Das Aer^erlicbe Leben and Schrecklicbe Ende das Vial 
Baruclitigen Ertz Schwartz KunstJ^ers D. Johauuis Faustas, or the Atrocious Life 
and FearfnT End of the far famous Arch Conjuror Dr* John Fauitus, hy Georgia 
Kudolph Widnaun j Nuruherg^, 1711. 


THE PAST AND THE FUTURE. • 

Oh memory, ’tla thine to cast 
A mellow halo o’er t)ie past ; 

And mantle with a softer die 
The scenes and seasor^s long go^ne by*— 
And though we know how false each hue. 
We love to deem the phantom true. 

The future in a misty shroud 
Steals on us as a^thief at niglit ; 

We cannot penetrate the cloud 
That hides its Ventures from the sight. 

We eye it with suspicious fear. 

As if it meant to work us ill ; 

And though no real cause appear. 

We feel the sad misgiving still. 

The futufe is an unknown guest ; 

The past an old frigid sunk to rest ; 

The future is a distant strand ; • 

The past your own receding land. 
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THB€G0DDE88 OF CALCUTTA. 

^Divinity of multrtudinoiis .eyes^ 

Of ears^ of whispers, of each idle tongue 
Which busy rumotir touches as she fl^s ; 

Say, potent Goddess, how wou1d’st,thoii he sung 
In this thy realm, where all witjihiight and main 
Highest, and lowest, worship in thy Fane. 

Say shall our incense float, * * 

Divinest Scandal, through the starry air 
With Rappa*s frequent note. 

From halls of light and flowers where the fair 
To thee their winning eloquence devote ? 

Or will it please thee better (fom the Course ; 
Where charming parties in a carriage. 

From other ears remote, 

Discuss the last, or next, new marriage. 

Or something worse? 

But perhaps ’twill sweeter be from the Chuf'ch door. 
Where, having wash’d off a week’s mental ailings. 
Dr little sinnings, * ^ 

We think ourselves entitled to scan o’er 
And criticise our neighbours faults and failings^ 

A kind of running up of a new score — 

Or taking fresh innings. 

Truly it must be pleasing to thine ear. 

Scandal, most potent Goddess of such matters. 

To hear the lip.s which have just lisped a piayer 
Whisper a*'character to veiy tatters ; 

But then^with suCh a sympathyziiig air. 

And eyes turned up, quite full of pious waters ; 
Well who’d have thought — besides, depend upon it 
She hasn’t paid LaPlace for that fine bonnet. 

». 

Or, mighty Goddess ! should we rais^^he song 
From one oftlwse same Palanquinish Coaches 
Which shine from door to door the whole day long. 
Incessant heralding thy loved approaches ? 

The grating wheels, the warning bells. 

Gladly the fair one hears ; 

That clapper rings six reputation knells, * 

She hides the note half penn’il 

To some one else, abusing her dear friend. 

And welcomes her, and. Goddess thee, upstairs. \ 
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Omnipotent— iOmnipresent in Calcutta^ 

Scandal great mother of our City’s- mind'; 

Strong ruler of the highesUand the^Jowest> 

Blighter more potent than the jungle wind/ 

Who things tin though t^*and deeds undent, still knoweat^ 
How shall we hymn thy praises^ of how put a 
J^ire in our Harps^: worthy of us, and thecj. 

Fort WiUiaii\|3 tutefar divinity Z. 


Mighty divinity of Scandal, 

None more strong or heart- shaking than thou 
Unveil’d tlie stormy iforrors of tin ir brow 
To fiery Norseman or Rome — conquering Vandal r 
Not Thor the terrible 

When in Freya’s guise his hammer he won, 

And shower’d his.Tininder^diiits upon, 

Thrym the King, and his Ihu^sy— who 
AH fled or fell as the thick strokes flew 
Bach weighing a hundred and twenty ton 
For they certainly were unbearable. 

But maiigre tiiis, whenever they hafa quarrell’ci^ 
Valihalas Gods withstood ij) vain the blow 
Of the terrible bersakir’s axe — and so 
Fled Zernebock from Harold. 

m • 

Upon the hill of Ghosts,. 

'/'he hill of a thousand Clouds ^ 

W here the Scattereis’of Hosts 
Dwell in their misty sjirouds ; 

111 awful strife Fingal the King of men. 

Hurled back the spirit of Lodi to his glen 
He fled like the la->t.sciid of the parting storn» 

To the realms of the dead, » • * 

The stars dim gleaming thro’ his broken form> 
Feebly shrieking he .fled. 


Not so, O ! Scandal is it with thy war. 

More terrible than Zernebock or Thor, 

Or Lodi’s Ghost ; * 

The Crowns of earth gleam pale before thy star t 
The Leader, who can boast 
A thousand glorious fields, • 

Shrinks before thee— - 
Ab timidly as a coflntry maiden yields 
Precedency to some estabHshed toast. 

Oh— Patroness of Tea I 
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Who could resist thy power? 

Not the Autocrat of the North 
Nor Napoleon the great ‘ 

That mighty fi^ippet rtf Fate^ , 

Not Owen Gl^ndowr ; 

Or George the Third, or Fourth ; 

No, for beneath thy chariot men are ^TI 
Crush’d — thou most universal Jaggprnathc 
From the millionaire, to the Stretch not worth a groat; 
From the groom, to the Governor General. 

Goddess severe — the terrible — how shall 
The humblest of thy slaves, ' t 
Hymn thy divinity? 

Come spirits of the whirlwind come. 

Ghosts of old maids come chattering from your graves^ 
Spirits of pestilence and fire 
Gather dark shadows — ^underq^hath my dome. 

Muster around my Lyre ; ^ 

Let us together raise 
A hymn, a mighty hymn, in praise 

Of that great power wjho animates our quire ; 

While the wild raging elements around 
Clash their dark weapons to the magic sound* 

Thunder — appropriate music of this clime. 

Typhoons and fiery gales. 

Awake your stormy chertises sublime 
O’er the sinking wreck. 

With the dead upon her deck. 

O’er the river rended mound. 

O’er the populous village drowned. 

Over a thousand desolated vales. 

Fiendc who inhabited of yore 
India’^j ten thousand Idol Fanes, 

With altars where the grime of human gore 
Still unefTaced remains ; 

Ye whose lips drank the last breath. 

Whose ears heard the Idist stifled shriek. 

Who watch’d the blight of death • 

Steal o’er the rpse of the young victim’s cheek; 

And smil’d, with a ghastly gladness. 

As howls and dying groans: 

And the yells of fanatic madness ; 

Made the air throb around yoiir griesi/ throneu ; 

Awake ! and fling thp awful stTf^n 

To the thunder and the hurricane again t 
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Spirits of the ires. 

Where in flame wreathes red 
l^he livinjjf lies writhing hy the dead ; 

Where the festering corpse burns 8ide*by sidl^ 

* With the heaving body ol his bunding bridc^ 

Till scKeaming she expires ; ^ 

bear on high tjie horrible groans. 

And the sound ot th^ crackling flames and bones, 
And the fanatic trumpets aflUen tones, * 

And the drams unceasing beat. 

And the trampling of ten thousand feet; 

And the shout of the gentle Ylindoos, when they 
See the fire fiend seize his helpless prey. 

Bear the dreadful noises high 
Fling them forth in the stormy sky. 

Fling them wide, and fling them far 

Midst the whirlwinds roar and*the thunders jar. 

Mingle all sounds of terror — madly sweep 
By charmed fountain s> 

Thro’ chasms black a thousand fathmns deep. 

O’er haunted mountains ; ^ 

Bear winds the clanking of the rusty chains 
That rattle round the fglon’s gaunt remains ; 

Be’ar the df^ar wailings from those gloomy caves 
Where Demons writhe ; 

Or those infernal chuckles from new graves 
Where Ghouls are ^feasting blithe. 

Miftgle spirits of fire, and blood. 

Mingle spirits of whirl\find, and flood; 

Flemenlal uproar come. 

Burst around the shaking dome. 

While triumphantly we raise • 

Hymns to mighty scandal’s praise. 

Goddess! — hush ! — a voice — 'tis hers ! 

Gently murmuring thro’ the hall 
Like the ni!iht breeze, when it stirs 
The topmost boughs of slewing Firs, 

Or the hum of a far dlf water-fall. 

Gentle fool, the goddess whispers. 

Cease your ravings, drop your Lyre } 

Noises of the flood and fire. 

Yelk of ghosts and devils dire 
Those are no sounds to suit my altar ; 

Rather, there let gentle lispelli 
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TelUnjSj half, and hinting; half. 

With now a shrug- — and now a Iaugb> 

Thus with smooth torigiies their soft devotions faulten. 
Imperial scattWer of f iewless darts. 

True to their'^aim, and sharp as ever were 
The Roman Tyrant^a — blighter of young hearts 
Divider of affections — hear our prayer : 

Spare us- great Goddess — but to mal^e amends 
Do what you like with oar fivh'iiundred friends*. 


Mighty art thou — ^the Duke iyf Wellington 
Tho’ he rules over all the thrii^e estates. 

Had he the whole life-guards Cuirasses on 
Could no more stop thy Javelin than fate*s ; 

Bull — :Vloriiing Journal— Age — and all that crew 
But draw tlie bow — the arrows come from you. 

But here — but here — 0!i Goddess in this land. 
Where the green ocean bears the mud and ibana 
'Wash’d from old England’s overburthen’d strand, 
/i< re is thy loved — thine own peculiar home 
Not Paphos gave to Venus more allegiance 
Than from Calcutta thou receivest obedience^ 


Grim chalky women — ^yellow ochery men, 

Plairless and liverless — the whole day long 
Devote t^thee head — hand — heart — tongue and pen 
Alone or in the sudorific throng : 

To the Church organ — or the pipe and tabor 
Tliink or speak evil of their friend and neighbour 


« * 

AH— all are thirie — the priest — the maid — the brid«t 
The mavtialist, whose words are steel and fire. 

The sleek civilian, full of place and pride. 

The lawyer, who serves t/oii without bis hire ; 

The matron, who, while sugaring her tea. 

Teaches six daughters how to wchship thee. 

• 

Is it not grateful when the Chui;)ch is done 
And the communion over, to behold 
Thy votaries — divinest scandal run 

To some dear friend — new tale to unjfold 
How Capt. Z. had ogled Mrs. Q. * 

The shocking creature, half tbt serWee through^ 
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• What was thfe text, dear ? Oh ! “ Love one anothcrT* 
IXd you observe that little odious fright 
Miss Jub — Jub — and that hatefuF thing her mother 
’ I'is my opinion the girl’s starved J^iitrigh^^ 

Aj9 for her father — between you and I, ^ 

You hmw Miss T 1 ! ! Ae’s other iish to fry. 

Yon have heard dear— what they say of Mr, — ■ 

I alioays thought those p^bple liv’d too well : 

You’ll see the 'rorakinsons will have a smash. 

His wife, the creature, sets up for a Belle ; 

A Belle indeed ! — yonrjiair ♦ill stand an end 
At what ril tell you, though she is niy friend. 

Such gentlb sounds as those the live long day 
Float circling through Calcutta’s sunny air ; 

At night, they rise from feasts*^nd ball-rooms gay 
Where fashions perfumed votaries repair ; 

And e’en wlien slumber waves her wand o’er all 
Thou nilest in dreams the sleeping capital. 

• 

These are our claims, O Goddess to thy care. 

Look then betiigMily on thy^tfevotees ; 

Inspire Calcutta’s brave, Calcutta’s fair. 

For if in other fanes v^e bend our knees. 

Our lips in prayer at other altars move ; 

To thine alone we bring — heart — FA iTH-^and love. 

W. W. 


jJONNET. 


CONSUMPTION. 

Roses Rre on her brow and in her hair 
— Her raven hair — bright pearls and jewels gleam. 

Like stars that shine through clouds ; — and clinging there, 
Ijjro that fair pillar. She in sooth tloth seem 
A thing of l^aradise of whicli .wnts (keam 
In summer nights when pe^ce is all aiDroad.— 

^A flush is on her cheek — perchance of pride 
To see herself so vassalled by tiie brave — 

Perchance, of bashfullness, — that she should have 
JSts gaze who for her sake shuns ^ll beside ! — 

Perciiance, of bounlding glee ! — ah ! no — the bode 
It is of inward |)airi I — Consumption throws 
—Like setting suns — a shadow «f the rose 
On that it leads to night —-She is Death’s Bridth ! 
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ON MILL’S THEORY OP ^ORAL SENTIMENTS. 

In liis Essay on tJovernnent Mr. Mill represented all men in 
power, from the highest to the lowest, to be actuated by an insati- 
able selfishness, and the phenomena of all Government to result 
from the degree in . which the selfishness of those who had less 
power was permitted to counteract that of tliose who had more. 
On the other hand as he denied the possibility of a resolution of 
forces in political dynamics, or*of a permanent balance of power, 
it followed that every lesser poijrer being swallowed up by the 
greater, every Government must necessarily be in the highest 
degree oppressive, and every nation subject to -that degree of 
plunder which leaves private individuals “ the bare means of sub- 
sistence, and that degree of cruelty which is necessary to keep 
in existence the most intense terror.” It was to no purpose that 
this theory was contradicted by history and experience ; that men 
had only to open their eyes to read everywhere demonstrations 
of its falseliood. The seeming prevalence of order and justice, 
and accumulations of property far beyond the bare means of sub- 
sistence, were merely the illusive “ oiitaidh of facts/’ and ^ sur» 
face of history,” beneath which lay tljose irrefragable principles 
of human nature which led by infallible sequence to such direful 
consequences ! ! He is more unreasonable than Lord Peter, who 
would not admit that the loaf of bread had tlie external appear- 
ance of bread, and found it easier to aflirm that it was'a leg of 
mutton, than to say that it was bread on the outside and mutton 
internally. • 

In his “ Analysis of the phenomena of the human mind,” Mr. 
Mill, with equal defiance of experience, concludes all men and 
women under tht invariable dc^minion of selfishness. All tlie sa- 
crifices that the most generous self-devotion could exact are but 
modifications of that ignoble feeling. To be virtuous is to love 
one’s-self wisely. To praise the virtue of others, is to stimulate 
that which may be useful to one^s-self. To be praised is tO|re- 
^jeive signs and tokens of future selfish advantages. Courage, 
in fact, is but a species of the acts of#prudence : a class selected 
for distinction by a particular name ; that class in which evils of, 
great magnitude, or rather of a pj^ticular description, are to be 
hazarded for the sake of h prppNinderant good.” “ Of all that 
we enjoy more is derived from those acts of other men, on which 
we bestow the name of virtue, than from viny other cause. Our 
own virtue is the principal caus^ why other men reciprocate the 
acts of virtue towards us. With the idea of our own acts of vir- 
tue, there are naturally associated the ideas of ^11 the immense 
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advantages we derive from the virtuoui; acts of our fellow-crea- 
tures. When this associatiqn is formed in due strength, which 
it is the main business of a good education to/efl*ect, the motive 
«>t‘ virtue becomes paramount in the human breast. We strongly 
act upon other men when we manifest on our parts a disposition 
to perforigi acts in their favour, in consequence of the acts per- 
formed by them in fjivour*of others. This disposition we mani- 
fest when we praise those acfef^ or, as w? otherwise phrase it, 
vlien we declare our approbation or admiration of them.^ 

That there is a pre-established harmony between virtue and 
utility, is certain; but sotfar Is our feeling of the former 
from being derived from, and proportioned to our enjoyment 
of the latter, that there may be acts of heroic virtue which 
we admire without a thought of their utility, and acts pro- 
ductive of the greatest utility undignified with the name of 
virtue. Nay the very perception of a feeling of self-inter- 
est, which according to tlie utilitarian system is the constituent of 
virtue, will divest of ilie character of virtue, acts which would 
be otherv\ ise entitled to it ; so essentially distinct in their origin 
and in their nature, are our concepfions of virtue and utility. 
If Nelson and Howard hazarded evils of a particular descrip- 
that men might reciprocate benefits towards them, and not 
for the.uiiselfisb love of glory and of mankind, in what would 
tHey differ from the most reckless gamester who ever terminated 
his criminal career by a shameful death? It‘ the virtue of Sir 
Thomas, Moore and Andrew Marvel were to be measured by 
their activity in bartering benefits for benefits, thejr fame would 
be eclipSed by that of the inventors of gas lights and mule twist. 
In vain does the utilitarian, by the infusion of his lest, attempt to 
precipitate a sediment of selfishness in those examples of pellu- 
cid virtue which are consecrated by the reference of the world ; 
or in those numberless example? which impose in th^ obscurity 
of prit^ate life, hidden in rural retirement, or in the recesses of 
populous cities ; and in proportion to the absence of that impu- 
rity our moral approbation and praise are accorded. 

From desire of pleasure and aversion to pain, the only princi- 
ples which Mr. Mill considerj?to b^instinctive inhuman nature/ 
the power of conscience nffver could arise. Nor does that word 
•once occur in all his book, nor any acknowledgment of its func- 
tions. He explains every thing by association of ideas. He a(> 
counts for the love of praiseworthiness, or dread of blameworthi- 
ness being a stronger feeling than the love of actual praise, or 
dr^ad of actual blame,* by saying, it is one of those cases, in 
which, by the power of association, the secondary feeling be- 
comes more po werful than the primary.'' N8w what is here call- 
ed the ^^secon ^y/’ is^ in truths the primary feeling; being '^the 
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bosom’s lord,’’ conscience, whose whispers are more cheering^, 
or more appalling than the loudest acclamations of external 

} >raise or censureA^ The Ifitterare valued as harmonizing with the 
brmer, enhancing satisfaction in the one case, and aggravating 
pain in the other. According to Mr. Mill praise and blame, 
without any regard of their being merited or unmerited, derive 
all their power from being associated with^ ideas of pleasurable 
and painful consequences to oimelves. ^ In some instances of 
loss of reputation, loss of charrfcter, disgrace, infamy,’’ he saj^s, 
the association rises to that remarkable case, which we have 
had frequent occasions of obseWing ; when the means become 
a more important object than the end, the cause than the effect. 
It not unfrequentlj happens that the idea of the unfavourable 
sentiments of mankind, becomes more intolerable than all the 
consequences which could result from them, and men make their 
escape from life, in order to escape from the tormenting idea of 
Certain consequences, which, at most, would only diminish the 
advantages of living.’^ 

This singular explanation is itself in much greater need of ex- 
planation than that state df the mind for which it attempts to 
account. The distress of such i?^.f)ments proceeds more from the 
past, than from the future. It requires but a moderate degree 
i)f fortitude to sustain the probability \)f future eyils, where there 
is no feeling of self-reproach within ; no rooted sorrow that can- 
not be plucked from the memory. If the apprehended conse- 
quences were indeed felt to be such as would only dinynisli the 
advantages ojT living, it is impossible that the. mere suggestion 
of them should produce the despair which precedes suicide. In 
the early part of the last reign Mr. Vorke accepted the office of 
Attorney General, and immediately afterwards made his escape 
from life, not to escape the tormenting idea ot a peerage and the 
wool-sack^ but df the ‘Shameful defection from his party. That 
tragical evept is not to be ascribed to any mistaken estiifiate of 
the relative importance of means and end, cause and effect, but 
to a vivid sense of the obligations which he had violated, and 
the sacrifice of principle to which he had been seduced by the 
flittering temptations of ambitioif; 

As Mr. Mill resolves all feelings (K love and friendship into 
associations of our own pleasures with the object of the aflection,* 
so he resolves sorrow for the de||ffi of a friend, child, husband, 
wife, into regret for the loss of asource of pleasurable associa- 
tions ; and adduces the case of a person d^ing of a broken heart 
ai another instance'^ in which a greater valu£ is set upon the 
means than upon the end sinae tne pleasurable consequences 
at most, orify increase the advantages of living. The 
diitth of a patron may be regretted as apriva^on of many ad« 
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rantages, but tearft of the bitterest grief are shed not for the loss 
of moneys or of the means of procuri^pg enjoyment, but of an ob- 
ject for whose sake money, and life itself, woujfl be lavished. 

^The following is Mr. Miir« mode of ascribing the phenomena 
• of sympathy to a process whieh begins and terminates in selfish- 
ness ; it l^eing observed that while he determines to avoid the 
use of the word aympatky, he cannot give us a tolerably accu- 
rate description m so fa\nili%a an emotion. The idea of a 
rfan enjoying a train of pleasures, or happiness, is felt by every 
body to be a pleasurable idea. The idea of a man under a 
train of sufferings or pain|, is equally felt to be a painful idea» 
This can arise from nothing but the association of our own plea- 
sures with the first idea, and of our own pains with the second. 
We never feel any pains and pleasures but our own. The fact 
indeed, is, that our very idea of the pains or pleasures of another 
man, is only the idea of our d^n pains, or our own pleasures, 
associated with the idea of anotner man. This is not one of the 
least important, and curious of all cases of association, and in- 
stantly shows how powerfully associated trains of ideas of our < 
pains and pleasures must be with a feeling so compounded. The 
pleasurable association compojpd of the ideas of a man and his 
^ pleasures, and the painful association composed of the ideas of a 
man ayd bis pains, are both affections, which have so much of 
the same tendency that they are included under one name, kind- 
ness ; though the latter aflectiou has a name appropriate to it- 
self* coijipassiori.’^ 

When we are under the influence of pity, which implies sor- 
row for*the distress of and a desire torelfeve it, we are, 

says Mr. Mill, suffering from our own pain associated with, the 
idea of another man ! The feeling of pity is undoubtedly our 
own emotion, but the distress which causes it, and which we de- 
sire to relieve, is that of another. In the miifd of the original 
sufferer the distress may be associated with the idea *of another 
man who brought it upon him ; is he therefore in tfie same state 
as those who participate in his grief? A father who has lost a 
cLHld may have the revived feelings of his own affliction blended 
with compassion at the sightlaf similar distress ; but those why 
never were fathers are susceptible of the same sad and tender 
feeling. 

Nafuroe imperio g^mimus, cum funus adultcc 
Virginis occurrit^ vet terra clauditur infans. 

Nor is it true that sympathy is synonymous with and consti- 
tutes kindness. Pre-existing kUdness will render the sympathe- 
tic feelings more intense ; but we feel conl^assion for the pains 
i^icted on tb^greatestcriminsd^ and catchimpressions of gaiety 
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from all the symbols of gladness. A man’s Aindness for a little 

f jirl induces him to give hcyr a doll, and the flush of joy in h^r 
ace is reflected i^pon hy. In analyzing these phenomena of the 
human mind, ^^Mr.^Mill says that* the man, with respect to t^ie 
gift, associated the act with the idea that the little girl inigiit 
reciprocate acts of virtue towards him ; and with respect to liio 
sympathy, that he associated his own*p‘easiire with the idea of 
his young friend, and by that awgociation evinced his kindness ! 

Not satisfied with denying arfy original tendencies in the nniVd 
to regard certain actions as right or wrong, moral or i riinoral ; 
and making utility the constituent# of virtue, and standard «>f 
merit; Mr. Mill goes so far, in the following passage, as, like 
Hobbes, to make human laws the source of our ideas of what is just 
and unjust. ' Men, in Society, have found it essential for inutaal 
benefit, that the powers of individuals over the general causes of 
good, should be fixed by certain^ rules ; that is laws. Acts done 
in conformity with those rules are called just acts” 8cc. It is 
needless to say that we have antecedent notions whereby we 
judge of the justice of laws themselves; and that the most unjust 
act may be done in conformity with a law which violated equity 
and humanity. If mere conformity to constitutes the jus- 
tice of acts, then they must be deemed just if conformable to ' 
laws of whatever description. • , ^ 

It may be thought however that there is in the above passa^ 
an implied limitation restricting the epithet “just ” to acts which 
are in conformity with laws which have really been ^nacled 
for the benefit of the community. With the exception of that 
one doubtful or careless expression Mr. Mill is not a Bobbist, 
but a Humeist, making virtue consist in the pleasure derived 
from it, and placing prudence in the same rank with fortitude, 
justice, and beneficenqe, “ The man who has the disposition to- 
wards all the fodr, prudence, fortitude, justice, and beneficence, 
in full streifgth ; that is, who has acquired, from habit, the fitcility 
of associating wdth those acts the pleasures which result from 
them, in other words, a habit of obeying the motives, is perfect- 
ly virtuous.” If the consequences of an act are a balance (if 
good, the act is moral ; if th^ are*a balance of evil, it is immo- 
ral. Knowledge, therefore, appears tndispensable, not merely 
to the exercise of prudence and fortitude, but of justice and be- 
neficence, for “ how is the amount the good, or the evil, to be 
ascertained, but by that power -of tracing the consequences of 
acts, for which the greatest knowledge^ and the most accu-- 
rate judgment are required,^ Every error ih hidgment is 
therefore an immoral act. All the mistakes that Lord Bexley 
made ai^ so many st^ns on his moral character. If the highest 
cultivation of the intellectual powers be requisite lip the virtuous 
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conduct of private fife, liow can we expect to find it in the annals 
of the poor, to whom Mr. Mill would entrust, not merely the 
management of their domestic'affairs, bi^ the Government of liie 
naiion? But, in truth, the Icwvliest peasant, /hou^li he has not, 

. as a statesman should have, a clear ktiowledge «)f what will con- 
duce to thj greatest good of the greatest number, is not without a 
better guide to his path, atld a sounder knowledge of his moral 
nature, than any thal has *beei^provided lny Mr. Mill, who has 
reviewed the phenomena of the liftman mind without discovering 
the existence of conscience, disinterested ailection, and the iiuuior- 
tality of the soul. • • 

STAMZAS. 

BY MISS EMMA HOBICRTS. 

The greenwood ! the gi^enwood ! 

How ph'rtsaiit it would *be. 

To build a little mossy hut 
Beneath the forest tree. 

To climb each green and grajsy knoll 
To pierce each leafy haunt 
And listen itli deligli^ ears 
To every wild bird’s chaunt. 

The greenw^ood ! the greenwood ! 

How bright the sunbeams gleam 
Chequered by many a waving bough 
Upon the dancyig stream. 

And there the dainty harebells grow 
There roams tlie vagrant bee. 

And evciy gale that stirs the trees 
Makes thrilling melody. 

I • 

The greenwood ! the greAiwood ! • 

How balmy is the air. 

How sweet the morning breeze that fans 
The roebuck in his lair. 

Oh would that from these hated walls 
1 too might roam as iree, • 

And tread the tur^with steps as light 
And heart as full of glee. 

The greenwood ! the ^eenw^ood ! 

How bright the dew-drops shine 
How gracefully the ivy wreaths 
Arouftd the old oaks twine, 
l"ake all the feasts and|festivals 
This darksome city yields — 

Givejne the shade of forest bowers, 

Thd^un-light of the fields. 
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In the year 18 , 1 was residing in Edinburgh with a married ‘ 

sister, the Regiment of Dragoons, in which 1 held the rank of 
Cornet, (and which 1 bad never joined,) being at this period iw 
India and expected Lome daily for reduction. I was in evf.ry 
sense of the word an idle man, though my residence in the mo^f 
dern Athens, was for the avowed purpose of attending certain 
classes at the university. Busines.s, pleasure, or it matters not 
what induced me in the course of the winter, to take a trip to' 
York, where after remaining for about a week, and seeing the 
Minster, &c. &c. time began to hang heavy, on my hands, while 
my purse gave evident symptoms of a decrease of weight in my 
pocket, and it consequently bechme advisable that 1 shonld turn 
ihy steps northward again. I accordingly booked myself for an 
inside seat in “ The Highflyer” Coach, and proposed to start from 
York on the morning of the 17th December. 

The Coach drove up to the door of the Ihn at which I resided, 
and I had just completed the mirangemecc of my baggage in tha« 
boat when an elderly gentleman stepped out of the house, and 
walking up to me, addressed me as follows — “ My name is Mr. 
C. 1 have come thus far from London in progress to Edinburgh 
with a widow-fady, my Cousin, who I am in consequen'.:e of 
a sudden recal to the former city, obliged to leave here totally 
unprotected; to prosecute the remainder of her journey. You 
will tliink me very rude in thus addressing a perfect stranger, 
but (with a smile,) you are an ol&cer of the army. Sir, and all of 
your profession are ready to shield the fair sex, you will be con- 
ferring a greatsfavour on me if you will see that the lady in ques- 
tion wants for nothing during her journey (she has amplf means 
in her possession) and you wUl add to the obligation by seeing 
her safely to the residence of her sister in Castle Street, Edin- 
burgh, the coach is ready and I have not time to any more ; so if 
.. you will allow me 1 shall^bring the lady and introduce her to 
you.” The abruptness of his request so confused me that I know 
not what I replied, but fancy something affirmative as he imme- 
diately left me with a profusion of thanks. He was gone about 
five minutes during -which time ni^ mind was occupied in reflect- 
ing on the strangeness of the adventure I was entering upon and 
I could not help thinking what a joke my college companions 
would have against me if it came tp their ears that I had escort- 
ed an old widow-lady of 60 or ^ (I took it for granted she 
must be a person of that sober age) from Yqrk to Edinburgh. 

I felt hall* inclined to endeavour to cry off the ei^agement which 



A STAGE COACH ADVENTURE. 


3^7 

had been thrust upAn me but my vanity prevented this and when 
1 called to mind the ready manner in ^^hich my military appear^ 
ance had betrayed, to Mr. C! my profession Ijjie had seen my 
name, at the Coach-office, Ciumet M. laght Dragoons) I could 
^ not bring myself to disappoint a gentleman wJio had displayed a 
degree of discernment so flattering to a youthful soldier of not 
quite 17 ;Jears of age. I4iad hardly come to the above resolu- 
tion when my new Scquaititanj^ made liisvappearance with my 
compagne de voyage on his aim4)ut judge my surprise reader 
when I beheld not an antiquated female but one young and beau- 
tiful, apparently about my 0^0 age. She was somewhat below 
the ordinary size, possessed a figure which w^as symmetry itself 
and a foot and ankle which baffles description, her complexion 
peculiarly fair, her hair a deep brown, a Grecian nose, teeth of 
pearly white and such lips, *^her eyes dark charms 't were vain 
to tell,” suffice it that they were ^rmounted by a brow of snowy 
hue which the style of head dress worn by widows seemed to shew 
forth to great advantage. 

My new acquaintance leading her up to where I stood present- * 
ed Jier to me as Mrs. P. at the sametime mentioning my name to 
her, adding good humouredly tha^t he had ascertained it from the 
“book-keeper at the Cilach-office. Having embraced her aifec- 
tioiiately he handed her into the coach and shaking me cordially 
hjH:iie hhrid witB many acknowledgments of my polite compli- 
ance with his request, he took his leave and we drove off towards 
EdirAurgh. 

For tli^ greater part of fhe first stage my companion was silent 
and evidently much perplexed by the singular situation in which 
she was placed, and I was dl^ually at a loss how to commence a 
conversation. The day was piercingly cold and an occasional 
shiver and movement of the feet convinced nie that my fair charge 
felt inconvenience from tlie sharp Irosty atmosphere, I seized up- 
on this jcircurnstance to break silence by begging would per- 
mit me to offer my military cloak to protect her from the effects 
of the weather, after some little demur she accepted it and hav- 
ingithus broken the ice one observation led to another, till at 
length 1 happened to remark 4iow dreary the country looked at* 
this season, she replied that le her it appei^ed quite lovely, but that 
po one knew how to value their dear native land until they 
learned by absence its superiority over other climes. So, thought 
I, though so young you have beerwa traveller, and I was about to 
put a leading question to that eflect when 1 was interrupted by a 
loud Hallo Coapchey*'*from the road sid6, the vehicle was im- 
mediately pulled up and a huge fiass in the shape of a Yorkshire 
fanner entered, I could have slain the porpbise on the spot for 
having thus occaiioned the interruption of a conversation which 
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flpemed on the eve of eliciting some knowledge of my fair one^s 
lustory. 

Tile Yorkshir^man composed himself to sleep before he had 
been five minrtes in our company ^and kept up an unceasing rqar- 
ing till midiiiglit, when he left us to our no small mutual gratifi-, 
cation. 

Morning came and we found ourselves again alive'*’ the usual 
coniphments passed* and my comp&uion ‘"seemed considerably 
more at her ease and inclined '»to be more communicative to.n 
on the preceding day. It is unnecessary to tire the reader with 
a detail of our conversation which ^induced her to relate the fol- 
lowing brief account of her own history, I give it in her own 
words. 

I was the youngest of two orphan children, daughters of a 
Clergyman, in the South of Enj^and, my parents died when I 
was quite an infant and myself and sister (about twelve years 
my senior) were left to the guardianship of our cousin (3Ir. C. 
whom you saw at York) a London merchant, who brought us up 
at his own expense and treated us in every respect as his chil- 
dren. My sister to whom I am now going was married about 
ten years back to a Colonel S. on half pay in some Colonial 
Corps, and resides in Edinburg' with tlfe view of giving their^" 
children a cheaper and better educati/>n than their limited means 
could afl’ord to a large and encreasing family iii England. 

Two years ago,beii]g then little more than fifteen years old I was 
living with my cousin Mr. C.duringtheChristuias vacation when 
a correspondent of hisMr.P. arrived from the West Indies where 
he possesseira considerable properly, and took up hismbode in 
my Cousin’s house. He was very kind and polite to me, and though 
I certainly liked him as my cousin’s friend, I never dreamt of 
looking upon him in the light of a lover, for independent of 
extreme disparity in , our ages, matrimony had not then entered 
my liead— however be proposed and I without well understand- 
ing the nature of the engagement I was entering upon, at the 
suggestion of iny guardian accepted his hand — ^we were married 
and immediately siiterwards embarked for Jamaica — no husband 
. could be more indulgent, but still I looked up to him more as a 
•father, than a conjugal partner. Wc had been but eight months 
in the Island when he was carried olf by a fever, and I a month 
afterwards gave birth to a son now in Edinburgh and about a 
twelve months old. My baby .being delicate and my own health 
bad, it was sent to England under charge of a lady of my ac- 
quaintance, and I followed as soon as iriy late<^husband’s affairs « 
would admit of ray doing so — J arrived in my native land about 
a iprtiiight since, 4iaving been in the brief space of one year a * 
a mother, and a widow. My husband le& 30,000 settled 
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on my darling boj^, the interest of which I enjoy for life, and I 
am now proceeding to meet and eiybrace my dear child, with 
whom I was obliged to part sb shortly a^ler hia> birth/* 

,Ste was silent and evidei^tly a good deal affected by the de- 
tail of her own history. I made some remarks of a condoling 
nature, but I had become so interested in the fair widow tliat 
doubtless my observatioiis^were not much to the purpose. This 
day and the next passed, dnd Jiie following evening we found 
c^rselves in the neighbourhood of Edinburgh, and about 7 
o’clock arrived at the Black Bull’* Inn. I procured a Hackney 
Coach and comlucted my fjir Mend to her sister’s residence 
where after a gentle pressure of her hand which I felt satis- 
fied she returned wiili interest, I took my leave liaving first 
obtained permission to wait upon lier the following day. I 
passed rather a restless ni^it and the moment I had finished 
breakfast set off for Castle SjJjeet. 1 found Mrs. P. and her 
infant alone, she received me most cordially and presented 
her little son to me who I kissed, fondlett and admired. Her 
sister now entered, she was ugly as the widow was beautiful * 
and after her came the Colonel, a blmit sun-dried man about 50, 
he was extremely civil, and Im jind his lady thanked nm warmly 
•Ibr the manner in whfch I hacT discharged the trust reposed in 
me. Day after^day passed, and day after day I visited the fair 
WTdow in Castle Street, and tliough I never told my love,” it 
was evident she understood the state of my heart, and if eyes 
can* speak, hers was much in tlie same condition as my own. 
Things went on in tliis manner for nearly two months when my 
brother-in-law began to remark my frequent absences from home, 
and through some means or oilier ascertained tlie cause. He 
was a prudent steady going cliaracter wdio did not altogether 
consider a youth of 17 quite old enough tq enter upon the cares 
of matrimony, but being moreover a kindtgoodTiearted man he 
was determined to remove me at once from the .scene of my 
affections without hinting at liis knowledge of my situation. In 
the year of grace 18 — , young men at College at least such roving 
blldes as myself were not in the habit of leading the most 
regular lives, and having arrived ii»Edinburgh jusl after my re^ 
covery from a severe illness setting up late at night and raking 
» of every sort had affected my health so much that a change of 
air was highly expedient, my good brother therefore like an ex- 
pert general turned tliis circumstance to account and got a me- 
dical friend to advise my immediate removal to my native coun- 
ty in the Highlafids. Pwas accordingly obliged to leave my heart 
behind me and proceed to recriiit my frame. I will not attempt 
to describe our parting, it was highly rBmantic of course but 
strange to say, i did not even seize that favourable moment to 
declare my passion left Edinburgh repining at my hard 
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fate without coming to any explanation. Time wore on; my 
health improved and the impression left by the charming 
widow gradually wore off. My" regiment returned from In- 
dia, I was placed on half pay© and becoming after few 
months weary of the monotomy of an idle life in a remote corner , 
of the Highlands, I applied to a relative in London to procure 
me a Cadetship in the Company’s Selvice, by return oV post he 
eent me my appointvnent with injunction to proceed to the 
metropolis as speedily as possible, my passage being taken fer 
Bengal on board a ship that would sail within one month from 
the date of his letter. I started, re^aclied London and had been 
there two days busily employed in preparing for my voyage 
which was to commence in a couple ot days more, when passing 
down Sloaiie Street, I observed a lady and gentleman approach- 
ing, the former of whom I thought'! had seen before, on nearing 
them, judge my surprise when^ the female proved to be my lair 
widow, she was looking 'more lovely than ever and expressed 
herself delighted to see me ; then turning to the gentleman she 
udded with an arch look ^^my dear, this is the young Dragoon of 
whose kindness you have*' so often heard me talk,, Mr. M, my 
husband Mr. H,” She then gave me her address and made 
me promise to dine wii li them the followirfg day ; I told her I was*^ 
on the eve of embarkation, but that iLpossible I would avail my- 
self of her invitation. ' ^ 

I never saw her again, partly because I was too much occupied 
to spare a moment, and partly because (I believe this wai? the 
true reason) I could not bring myself, to see my inamorata the 
wife of another, tlie sound of her voice had touched a chefrd which 
I thought had been broken, and perlfaps it was better she should 
merely continue to be regarded as one of those form which fleet 
by us when we are young.’* 


L. 
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"She lost her innocence^ 

» Her virgin, innocence, ere yfJt the flush 
Of ripened womanhood had o’er herlheek 
Painted the diirerent limit-shades that tell 
The Ijoimdaries nice 'twi^ft jnodesty and — sham^m 
— She rendered nplier maiden ^rity • 
s To one who to the Arch-Fiend hftd his spirit 
For power nnlawdVd sold. Years fled — and he, 

(In momenta like to those wJien Sampson, won 
By the soft cadence of a w oftian’s to^ue. 

Gave up the secret of his strength, ) 1 o her 
Thebanofrd triystery yielded; and so made 
Hi^ victim the avenger of heupwrongs. 

As after days revealed. o 

Years still pa^iliedon — 

Years, like their fore-runners, with joy and grief 
111 links alternate ; pain and pleasure, — hope. 
Despair and rapture, — passion, hatred, criine~-« 
Like a long rosary, where precious beads 
Are knit togelliev by^some metj^i base ! 

— And she liad grown a very thing of vice 
In al|s}\vo lov^ for him 'and that will turn 
■''Ere long to hatred, fierce, ungovernable 
As is tiie mad hound for its former lord, 
he deceived her, — cast her oflT, — and fled, 

With a more youthful paramour : — alas ! 

WhaUbitter change withifl tlie passionate heart 
Works the dark treachery of those we love ! 

Then in her bosom boiled the stonri, and she, 

With necromantic art enriched, resolves 
On deep reveiige no human hand ^ay foil ; * 
J)og^in»’ his steps, she followed; and ere loSg 
'IVo victims glutted with their guilty gore. 

The sanguinary Olga. — Yeais fled, still fled 
As erst, and crime still fast on crime her soul 
Entered,unfil a cavern it became 
For loathsome fiends to revel ! — * 

There was a Babe, a brighPand beautiful. 

The last remaining one of seven, — and it 
Between her and a rich iiihcritauce 
Stood the one, sole intruder ! — It must die ! 

Idany attempts she made, vainly ; for all 

Were hurtless flere, — Seemed it a power from heaven 

Had shielded it for years, — and ftill 

Baffling her arts it flourished in the sun. — • 

A spirit-— one n£ those (hat sit by graves 
Where lots the body of the suicide— came 
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Obedient to her summons ; and sbe learns 
(A marvel strange) that, in the Haunted Wood 
Were three vinVeddedi mothers have dashed out 
In the wild Sfhainq-pang their young offspring's brains. 

A plant there grows, of nature wild and rare. 

The root of which in fell and wizard power. 

All other fearful charms, whether of gdhi. 

Or amulet, or obi-^weed, or shajl. 

Philtre, or Argil, dug from poidon mines 
Where pent up exhalations, have produced 
(Satanic drugs) exceeds ? — Big bij^t this root. 

Forth from the heated soS.that laps it round, 

What time the midnight bell from sainted spire 
Comes tolling on the breeze, and death shall come !*’ 

Death !” muttered Olga ! — whdso ? — Psha ! whose but his, 

The baneful brat that smiles ^ in my face 
As tho’ I were his mother, and usurps 

My rightful heritage 

Dark Olga wends upon her way.— 

How beautiful, amongst the purple clouds. 

Purple, yet spotted like imperial Pard 
With orange, and with dappling white, swipis out 
The Cynthian Bark ! — while garmented in mistse 
Like obelisks in shape, the lower sky*' 

Appears to shadow forth some fairy isle, 

Not of this world ! How beautiful around 
Scooped like some grand saloon of Peristan, 

Out of the cope of heaven, the silent earth 
Shines 'neath her light ! — Yet on her way she wci 
That fearful woman, whose majestic mind 
Crime had thus lowly dwarfed from excellence. 

It is the place ! 

Beneath an ancient d/)k, whoseifibry feet 
Are sarfdalled by green moss, a lambent flame 
Hovers like some dread halo oV.r the plant, — 

The weed so often named — so seldom seen, — 

The weed, whose roots, as ancient records tell. 

Is spelled by the cabala of the ficnj ! 

The song of bale is sung, — the blood man, 

(Libation foul) incarnadines the earth — 

The midnight chime is heard to toll — and now 
She clutches with unholy hands the plant ! 

She pulls ! it breaks ! Oh wretched victim ! Dupe 
Of the Supreme Betrayer,— the Arch Denson ! Hark 
That shriek f — The Mandrake’s ^^unimaginable voice'* 

Bursts from the earth ! — Who kAtrt it dies /— 

Her body festersitn tile midnight moon ! 

S€cm(ifaha4^ ^ , C. C. 



393 


ORIGIN OF OUR .COMMERCIAL TERMS. 

To the Editor of the Caiaitta Magazine. 

We are daily in ihe hatlt of usin^>:, or tearing used, terms of , 
eonnnerce, without enquiring ^iiat is their meaning, or whether 
ftiey have^any meaning at all. It may surprise some readers 
even in lliiis commercial community, and not a few of the fair 
and favshiot^able perusers df your lournal, to find that the lan- 
guage of the Counting house is derived immediately from the 
Italian^ the; favourite source of terms employed in the arts which 
grace and emljellisli life, butpperhaps never before suspected to 
have origirfayd as distinctly the phrases adopted in our daily 
commereial transactions. It iS%ureIy better to discover even a 
trace meaning in a familiar word than to use it without re- 
garding its sense : and the brief explanation of them with which • 
I mean here to trouble you may b& curious, at least, if not in- 
structive. 

^ From the year 120(1 Genoa and Venice long held the undivid- 
ed merchandize of the world ; and amidst tlie fever, tumult and I'ac- 
tjfljis of«the otha* Italian ^^tates, raised themselves to power and 
wealth by commerce. Genoa inherited the trade of the Arabs, 
wliopi they overcame ; and Venice, free from all vassalage, rich 
and warlike, sw «qjt the seas wdth her Navies, and made Europe 
tremble wdth the tliundcr of her arms. Lucca, Pisa, and Flo- 
rence followed Genoa and Venice in the arts of industry andpeace ; 
an*l it is not surprising that the terms of trade, adopted and so 
examsively diflused by them, should have passed into general 
use, and been naturalized in all liMropeanJangifages, but parti- 
cularly in our own. Their very systems have becom^ J5ur’s also : 
and ev (?ry one knoAvs that our most exact plan of Book-keeping, 
is styled the Italian method, 

L Ledger Leggero, light or little. This leggero was a 

small paper book Avhich the me^^chant carried in his pocket while# 
transacting his business out qf doors, as the Italians generally did : 
— Shylock and the Rialto will occur to eV ery reader of Shakspeare 
&s an example of this. Into this book the merchant entered un- 
der distinct heads all his sales, purchases, and other mercantile 
transactions, in as brief a form as possible. 

2. The Journal or day-book, was used for enter- 

► ing in Jnll every day, after the h|urs of business, the transactions 
.briefly inserted in the Ledger. • 

3. The waste Ijpok vasto, or large, into which all transac- 

tions were eutefed at full length ; and consequently^its size was 
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^ l^eater., Jt is €yi3ently'iinmeamng fo callita wa«if«book,fts in 
no sense abodfc containing details of bnsiness can by ahj^^force of 
inet^hor be s^Ied team's. ' 

4. ,Ditto> this is iLerely df tto (aibresaid) mis-spelt. , * < 

5; Discount, Sconto, from the account. ' 

6. Gash, from Cassetta, a case : bqpause Italian mov'cy being 
bulky and in specie, yras locked up during' the merchant’s ab- 
sence in a strong box. 

7. Post, to post books, from posto, a place : the e^cpressioii 

means to write each transaction under its proper head, or in its 
proper place. ^ 

8. To balance, bilanciare^to equalize or weigh. 

9. Indorse, indosso, on the back, indorsements being generally 

on the backs of bills. «> 

10. Lot, (of goods) lotto, a lotteiy, an assortment of goods which 
from their variety may turn out Advantageously or otherwise. 

11. Invoice, from invocare, to call over ; it is usual in unpack- 
ing goods for one person to read the invoice or call over the 
goods aloud, while another,is occupied in seeing that the list and 
contents of the package agree. 

12. Account, Conto, which hasHhe same meaning. 

13. Cambist, CatMsta, an exchanger. 

14. To change money, Cangiare moneta, * 

16. Money, from Moneta, the mint. 

16. Cargo, a corruption of Carico, lading. , 

17. Tare and Trett: tara e tratto: /ara means whalt is lower- 
ed in value (Irom tarare to lower) and treitto what is i^rawn or 
run off, as in the case of liquid goods. 

18. Adventure,venture,awc»ft/raandwe«#«m,'forgoodluck, 
in expectation of which alone any venture is ever risked. 

19. Agio, coarse of j|pchang(B. The word means literally ease, 
leisure ; Snd signifies^y metaphor that the agiotatore or bro- 
ker, enables those for whom he is employed to take their ease 
while he does their business. 

SO. Broker, from brocoata, a meeting: a person who is engag- 
to find daily buyers lor qne pqrly a®d sellers for another; he 
is therefore constantly cm^oyed i% going about the places of 
business in hopes of meeting with the individuals of whom he is 
in search. , The word courtier used for broker in ^ench has* 
same sense : for it means q runner. 

Jll. Advice, avviso, m opinion. “ I will advise you of the 

S ,” means, “ I'will give youmyopiuion,^r directions, res- 
the contents.” jj 

ounty, bonid, goodness : a bounty on any thing being as • 
, 'IjfelSpre a of goodness from tlip superior Power 

Mid a phrase very wejUi suited do the soft 








